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CHAPTER  I. 

The  library  at  Ivors,  the  country;  seat  of  Sir  Henry  Clare,  was  a 
large,  low,  luxuriously  furnished*i4'^^^^^P^  by  no  means  devoted 
exclusively  to  study,  butoflrer]ifg'ia.muSement  to  the  morning  idler 
and  interest  to  the  lover  of  a^?^  .'as;' well  as  occupation  to  the  more 
thoughtful  student  of  science  or' pjtiilo^ophy.  Tables  there  were 
in  profusion,  of  every  shape  and  *  size :  the  ponderous,  square, 
business  table,  with  its  massive  iiikstflind,  large  writing  portfolio, 
and  profuse  supply  of  paper,  pens,  and  envelopes  ;  the  long  sofa- 
table,  with  the  newest  novels  and  reviews,  tempting  the  reader  to 
ensconce  himself  in  the  easy  chair  at  the  corner,  close  to  the 
window,  and  forget  his  own  cares  in  the  joys  and  sorrows  of 
fiction  ;  the  small  work-table,  which,  like  the  tent  of  the  wan- 
dering Arab,  was  carried  from  place  to  place,  and  never  known  to 
retain  the  same  position  for  more  than  an  hour  at  a  time  ;  the 
print-table,  piled  with  valuable  books,  which  every  one  wished  to 
look  at,  but  which  no  one  did,  because  they  were  too  weighty  to 
be  moved  ;  above  all.  Lady  Augusta  Clare's  table,  oval-shaped, 
heavy,  handsomely  carved,  very  old-fashioned,  standing  in  the 
deep  recess  opposite  to  the  fireplace,  its  crimson  covering  nearly 
hidden  by  the  collection  of  papers,  cards,  letters,  sketch-books, 
club-books,  foreign  books,  pamphlets,  albums,  and  patterns  of 
work,  which  clustered  round  a  magnificent  vase  of  Bohemian 
glass  filled  with  rare  flowers.  * 

"  A  very  habitable  room,"  was  the  common  expression  used  in 
describing  the  library  at  Ivors.  Though  low,  it  was  bright  and 
sunny.  A  large  modern  window  at  one  end  fronted  the  south, 
and  opened  upon  a  flower-garden,  brilliant  in  summer  with  the 
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gorgeous  colouring  which  nothing  but  nature  can  give  ;  Lady- 
Augusta's  window  also,  though  darkened  by  heavier  muUions, 
admitted  the  full  rays  of  the  morning  sun,  and  gave  lovely 
glimpses  of  rich  foliage  and  pleasant  country  lying  beyond  the 
circle  of  the  park.  K  beguiled  by  the  love  of  reverie,  one  might 
have  sat  for  hours  on  the  cushioned  window-seat,  forming  ro- 
mances out  of  the  vistas  of  deep  glades,  and  the  occasional 
openings  amongst  th^  treesi  }nto  the  working  world  beyond ;  —  its 
cottages,  and  spires,  and  the  smoke  of  a  distant  town.  But  reverie 
was  not  the  habit  of  mind  most  cherished  by  Lady  Augusta 
Clare.  Now,  as  she  sat  writing,  with  her  face  turned  from  the 
window,  it  would  have  seemed,  from  the  expression  of  her  coun- 
tenance, its  eager,  restless  look,  that  she  could  have  no  leisure 
even  for  quiet  admiration,  much  less  for  reverie.  Lady  Augusta's 
appearance  was  very  striking.  Jler  countenance  was  handsome ; 
the  forehead  high,  and  open  ;  the  eye  dark,  quick,  and  glittering  ; 
the  ?nouth  perhaps  rather  large,  but  showing  beautifully  even 
teeth  :  her  figure  was  tall,  her  attitude  graceful,  her  dress  perfect 
in  it9  tas^^ful,  simplicity. .  Why  was  it  that  the  eye  rested  upon 
her  with  only  a  doubtful  pleasure  ? 

She  finished  her  letter,  pushed  it  aiside,  and,  rising  slowly, 
advanced  ipto  th©  centre  of  the  room. 

*^  Shall  jQXk  be  iready  for  your  drive,  Admiral  ?  It  is  nearly 
three  o'clock," 

The  question  w^  addressed  to  an  old,  grey-haired  man,  with  a 
bluff,  hon^t,  r^th,eir  §tern  face,  who  was  leaning  forward  in  a 
heavy  arm-chair,  his  hand  resting  upou  the  head  pf  a  little  girl 
about  ten  yea^s  of  a,ge,  whilst  she  sat  reading  a  book  of  fairy 
tales  in  an  uneasy  position  on  on^  corner  pf  the  stool  which  sup- 
ported the  Admiral's  gouty  foot, 

"  Helen,  Mademoiselle  will  be  waiting  for  ypu  ;  you  had 
better  go  to  her,"  continued  Jj^dj  Augusta  ;  and  Helen  rose 
instantly, 

*^  Reached  the  best  part  pf  the  story,  eh  ?"  asked  the  Admiral, 
gruffly. 

"I^^pt  the  best,  quite.  If  I  nught  only  go  on!"  The  child 
held  the  bpok  still  open- 

"  What  book  is  it  ?  "    Lady  Augusts^  took  it  from  her. 

"  Nonsense,  I  dare  say,"  saii  the  Admir^  5  "  little  folks  read 
nothing  else  in  these  days." 

"  It  will  do  no  hi^rm,"  replied  Lady  Augusta  ;  one  "must  give 
the  imagination  some  food,  and  books  are  safer  than  people." 

"  So  they  say." 
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His  manner  was  doubtful  enough  to  be  irritating  to  Lady 
Augusta's  self-confidence :  she  answered  sharply,  "  They  must  be, 
unless  one  can  choose  society,  which  is  impossible  in  a  country 
neighbourhood,'' 

«  Umph." 

<<  That  QieaQS  you  don't  agree ;  but,  my  dear  Admiral,  begging 
your  pardon,  you  can't  possibly  know  as  much  as  I  do  of  the 
matter.     Hy^  with  \is  for  six  months,  and  then  judge  if  you  wilL" 

'^I  don't  want  to  judge;  I  always  bow  to  your  Ladyship's 
better  opinion :"  but  the  old  man's  tone  was  too  sarcastic  for  Lady 
Augusta  tQ  accept  the  compliment. 

She  went  on  eagerly :  "  You  will  soon  see  that  our  neighbours 
are  quite  commonplace,  with  no  intellect, — mere  ordinary  worldly 
people, — mai^y  of  them  really  not  admissible  to  one's  house, — 
and  so  set  up, — with  such  absurd  pretension !  Sir  Henry  tried 
when  we  first  came,  but  we  really  found  it  was  no  use ;  and  now," 
—  and  she  glanced  at  Helen, -^"  With  the  child  old  enough  to 
make  her  own  observations,  it  really  is  a  paramount  duty  to  be 
careful." 

The  "child's  "  quick-speaking,  hazel  eyes,  were  fixed  upon  Lady 
Augusta.     Not  a  word,  look,  or  gesture  was  lost  upon  her. 

"  Very  likely,"  continued  the  Admiral ;  but  what  "very  likely," 
meant  was  not  quite  clear. 

Lady  Augusta  stood  like  an  orator  bent  upon  arguing,  and  all 
the  more  eloquently  because  the  opposition  was  felt  rather  than 
expressed.  "  Of  course,  my  dear  Admiral,  we  all  have  but  one 
object  in  view, — right  principle;  the  question  is  how  is  it  to  be 
attained?" 

"  Aye,  yes !"  nodded  t^  Admiral, — ^whilst  Lady  Augusta  con- 
tinued impatiently, — 

"  I  am  sure  I  have  studied  the  question  thoroughly,  read,  and 
thought,  and  talked  with  every  one  likely  to  give  me  the  least 
help ;  and  I  find  that  all  whose  opinion  I  really  value  agree  with 
myself." 

The  Admiral's  lip  curled, -r- but  it  might  have  been  only  from 
the  amusement  of  watching  Helen's  intent  look,  as  she  stood  by 
the  table,  her  finger  resting  on  the  page  which  a  few  moments 
before  she  had  been  $o  anxious  to  finish. 

"  Evil,  evil,  —  one  so  dreads  evil ! "  Lady  Augusta's  voice  sank 
into  a  minor  key. 

"  It  is  time  for  Helen  to  go  for  her  walk,  isn't  it  ? "  asked  the 
Admiral. 

"  Tes,  certainly ;  go  child ! "  but  Helen  did  not  move. 
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"  We  quite  agree,  my  dear  Admiral,  I  know,  in  fundamentals  ; 
I  only  wish  I  could  make  you  see  with  my  eyes :  but  men,  beg- 
ging your  pardon,  are  so  blind ;  they  don't  perceive  the  things 
which  a  woman's  instinct  feels  in  a  moment.  Sir  Henry  would 
persuade  me,  if  he  could,  to  let  Helen  mix  more  freely  with  her 
cousins  and  their  friends  at  Wingfield ;  but  he  does  not  at  all  think 
what  difficulties  we  should  get  into  in  consequence.  Mrs.  Graham, 
we  all  allow,  is  an  admirable  person,  and  her  acquaintances  are  no 
doubt  very  good  in  their  way,  but  they  are  not  the  stamp  of  people 
for  Helen  to  associate  with.  I  wish  to  bring  her  up  simply,  with 
all  the  pure  freshness  of  nature,  uncontaminated  by  intercourse 
with  the  world." 

A  fresh-coloured,  good-humoured  face  appeared  in  the  doorway, 
and  a  voice,  pitched  in  a  high,  harsh  key,  was  heard:  "  Viens  I 
mon  enfant,  viens  !  Ah !  que  tu  es  paresseuse." 

"Mamma,  may  we  go  into  the  village?"  asked  Helen,  without 
even  turning  to  look  at  her  French  governess. 

"No,  my  love,  no.  Mademoiselle," — the  governess  advanced 
timidly,  as  if  stepping  upon  sacred  ground,  —  "I  wish  you  to  keep 
within  the  limits  of  the  park.  If  Miss  Clare  should  desire  at  any 
time  to  go  into  the  village,  I  will  take  her  there  myself." 

Helen  sprang  forward,  and  put  up  her  face  caressingly  to  be 
kissed.  "  1  don't  want  to  see  the  tiresome  village  people ;  only 
perhaps  Susan  may  be  coming  here,  and  I  might  meet  her." 

Lady  Augusta  looked  annoyed,  and  gave  no  kiss.  "You  are 
so  impetuous,  Helen  ;  you  have  no  self-control.  I  shall  not  take 
you  any  where  unless  you  can  command  yourself."  Helen  drew 
back  to  the  side  of  her  governess,  and  whispered,  "  Dear  Made- 
moiselle, don't  let  us  be  out  long.''  Mademoiselle  smiled,  and  shook 
her  head.     "  Two  hours,  you  know,  we  must  be." 

Helen  pouted,  and  muttered  that  it  was  going  to  rain;  she 
thought  it  did  rain;  she  wished  it  would  rain  every  day;  she 
hated  the  park. 

"  You  can  study  botany  there,  child,"  said  the  Admiral.  He 
spoke  to  Helen,  but  he  looked  at  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Helen  will  study  to  be  a  good  child,  and  not  give  trouble," 
replied  Lady  Augusta  quickly ;  and  as  she  rang  the  b^U  to  order, 
the  carriage  Helen  and  the  governess  retired. 


■^r 


rvoEs. 


CHAPTER  11. 


Lady  Augusta.  Clare  was  a  woman  of  systems.  She  had  been 
brought  up  upon  no  plan  herself;  her  mind  therefore  was  un- 
shackled by  early  prejudice,  and  at  liberty  to  form  its  theories  at 
will.  She  possessed  a  fair  amount  of  quickness  of  intellect,  with 
a  more  than  average  amount  of  physical  and  mental  energy. 
These  are  not  the  materials  for  happiness  in  the  gay  and  frivolous 
world ;  and,  as  Lady  Augusta  Mordaunt,  her  life  had  been  a  dis- 
appointed one.  An  only  daughter,  young,  handsome,  and  rich, 
she  was  courted  and  flattered  by  society,  yet  it  failed  to  satisfy 
her ;  and  by  the  time  she  was  thirty  she  had  formed  systems  for 
its  reconstruction,  discussed  with  metaphysicians,  and  drawn  forth 
in  long  and  wordy  manuscript  essays,  which,  if  they  did  not  tend 
to  convert  her  friends  to  her  opinions,  at  least  convinced  herself 
that  she  was  too  superior  to  run  any  risk  of  being  converted  by 
them.  Li  a  fit  of  disgust,  the  mania  of  usefulness  attacked  her. 
She  became  the  patroness  of  innumerable  benevolent  institutions ; 
but  all  were  found  to  be  based  upon  some  fundamental  error. 
Lady  Augusta  set  herself  to  reform  them,  and  found  no  one  will- 
ing to  co-operate  with  her.  If  the  world  would  not  be  charitable 
in  her  way,  she  could  not  be  charitable  in  the  world's  way ;  and 
she  fled  to  science  as  a  refuge.  But  here  there  was  an  embarras 
de  richesses, — not  one  system,  but  many.  Lady  Augusta's  mind 
was  in  perpetual  agitation  ;  one  theory  after  another  was  adopted, 
idolised,  proved,  and  found  defective,  and  thrown  aside.  The 
old  weariness  was  returning,  when,  happiness  unlooked  for !  at 
the  age  of  forty  a  new  interest  presented  itself, — the  grand  inte- 
rest— the.  grand  problem  of  the  nineteenth  century, -^education, 
and  in  a  form  most  attractive  to  a  person  who  had  for  years  been 
seeking  in  vain  for  an  object  on  which  to  expend  all  the  super- 
abundant energy  of  her  character. 

Sir  Henry  Clare,  a  widower,  offered  himself,  his  income  of  ten 
thousand  a  year,  his  seat  in  the  country,  his  house  in  town,  all  for 
Lady  Augusta's  acceptance,  with  only  the  drawback  of  the  care 
of  two  children,  a  boy  of  twelve,  generally  at  school,  and  so  not 
likely  to  be  in  the  way,  and  a  little  girl  of  seven,  who  was,  of 
course,  to  be  educated  at  home.  Sir  Henry  himself  might  have 
been  refused,  though  he  was  an  honest-hearted,  upright,  English 
gentleman.  Lady  Augusta  had  declined  many  more  advantageous 
offers,  for  her  theories  in  early  life  had  been  anti-matrimonial,  and 
Sir  Henry  was  not  likely  to  prove  a  very  sympathetic  companion ; 
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but  the  little  girl — just  the  age  for  education,  the  mind  just 
opening,  the  feelings  fresh,  the  taste  untutored — it  was  an  oppor- 
tunity for  usefulness  which  might  never  again  occur ;  it  seemed 
actually  wrong  to  refuse  ;  the  poor  child  might  fall  into  such  bad 
hands;  having  no  mother,  her  situation  would  be  so  forlorn. 
Lady  Augusta,  without  much  difficulty,  thought  herself  into  the 
belief  that  the  fact  of  the  offer  being  made  was  the  suggestion  of 
a  paramount  duty,  and,  after  due  delay,  and  consideration  of 
responsibilities,  and  self-pitying  sighs,  consented  to  become  the 
mistress  of  Ivors  Park  and  the  stepmother  of  little  Helen.  That 
she  was  also  the  wife  of  Sir  Henry  Clare  was  rather  the  accident 
of  such  circumstances  than  the  cause. 

Lady  Augusta  Mordaunt  had  been  a  cold,  hard,  harsb-itoan- 
nered,  yet  not  altogether  worldly  Woman.  Lady  Augusta  Clare 
was  as  cold,  but  more  gentle, — less  worldly  in  appearance,  more 
worldly  in  reality.  She  had  found  her  object  in  life,  and  so  far 
she  was  satisfied  ;  but  her  marriage  had  begun  itii  self-deceit,  and 
in  self-deceit  it  continued.  She  had  professed  to  marry  Sir  Henry 
Clare  because  she  could  love,  honour,  and  obey  hitn.  She  mar^ 
ried  him  in  fact  because  she  wanted  occupation,  abd  ihdependence, 
and  the  excitement  of  a  new  mode  of  life.  That  one  great  false- 
hood tainted  her  whole  character.  Whatever  she  might  have  been 
before,  she  was  at  least  sincere — her  mania  had  been  for  the 
time  real ;  now  she  was  acting  a  part -^  good,  inde^,  in  the  eyes 
of  the  world,  often  involving  self-sacrifice,  and  always  deinanding 
thought  and  eicertion,  but  not  the  less  surely  tending  to  the  de- 
gradation of  the  moral  tone. 

Lady  Augusta  had  entered  upon  her  married  life  With  the  de^ 
termination  to  be  an  exemplary  step-mOthef,  yet  far  less  because 
she  felt  the  duties  of  her  position  than  because  it  Would  be  an 
honour  to  triumph  over  its  difficulties.  It  was  an  opportunity 
for  testing  her  theories,  and  she  rejoiced  in  it,  and,  to  a  certain 
extent,  not  without  cause.  At  the  time  of  her  marriage,  little 
Helen  was  a  wild,  wilful,  untamed  child  of  the  woods,  utterly 
untaught  in  all  the  proprieties  of  life,  very  ignorant  of  what  most 
children  of  her  age  know  perfectly,  yet  having  acquired  informa- 
tion upon  other  subjects  which  were  likely  to  be  worse  than 
useless.  In  three  years*  time  Lady  Augusta  had  subdued  her 
into  good  manners  and  docility,  brought  out  her  natural  talents, 
cultivated  them  to  the  admiration  and  surprise  of  her  friends, 
taught  her  to  be  a  pleasant  cotnpanion  to  her  father,  in  fact  made 
her,  as  she  was  often  reminded  by  flattering  acquaintances,  "  quite 
another  creature."  Surely  here  was  cause  for  triumph,  and  Lady 
Augusta  did  triumph,  with  that  quiet  self-applause  which  so 
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conifortably  expands  itself  under  the  veil  of  humility.  "  Certainly 
deai*  little  Helen  was  much  altered/*  she  would  often  gay ;  "  her 
efibrts  had  been  wonderfully  blessed)  but  there  was  a  great  deal 
still  to  be  done,  she  felt  herself  sadlt  unequal  to  the  arduous 
task :"  and  then  dear  little  Helen  waB  called  up,  and  caressed,  and 
sighed  over,  and  sent  back  again  to  her  book,  whilst  Lady  Au- 
gusta discussed  in  her  hearing  th<e  sjrstem  upon  which  she  had 
determined  to  educate  her. 

Simplicity,  ignorance  of  evil,  a  mind  which  should  suffice  for 
its  own  amusemetat  and  occupation,  refinement  of  taste,  religious 
principle — all  these  were  in  the  category  of  Lady  Augusta  Clare's 
educational  intentions.  And  as  her  aim  for  herself  was  high,  so 
wa^  she  eloquent  in  condemnation  of  the  systems  pursued  by 
her  friends,  and  lynx*eyed  in  the  discovery  of  their  failures. 
Sctorc^ly  one  child  of  her  acquaintance  but  had  in  its  turn  been 
mourned  ovei*,  aS  "a  jpoor  little  thing,  of  whom  so  much  might 
have  been  made  but  for  the  sad  education ! "  Of  course  when 
people  find  fault  with  their  neighbours  it  is  to  be  supposed  that 
they  can,  and  af-e  doing,  better  themselves.  The  world  is  alwiys 
for  a  time,  led  by  assttmptioti ;  and  Lady  Augusta  by  dint  of  con- 
stant lamentations  over  the  short-comings  of  her  friends  and  ju- 
dicious hints  of  Helen's  rapid  improveinent,  had  obtained  a 
wonderful  reputation  for  her  own  plan^  In  what  it  consisted  no 
one  indeed  exactly  knew>  for  Helen  was  rarely  seen  beyond  the 
limits  of  the  park ;  and  all  communication  between  the  French 
goveniess  and  any  families  in  the  neighbourhood  was  strictly  for- 
bidden. Lady  Augusta's  great  fear  was  s^d  to  be  lest  her  little 
girl  should  form  undesirable  acquaintances ;  a  vague  fear^  com- 
mented upon  in  the  adjoining  town  of  Wingfidd,  and  declared  to 
be  only  another  fcmxi  of  pride*  But  the  friends  admitted  to  inti- 
macy at  Ivors  agi^eed  with  Lady  Augusta  that  such  exclusiveness 
was  only  niecesdatyi  With  her  system,  her  dread  of  evil,  her  de- 
tewninatioh  to  bring  Heleik  up  siknply,  without  pretension  or 
absiil^dity,  it  Wbuld  not  be  possible  to  throw  her  amongst  ordinary 
people  ;  they  Would  infallibly  ruin  her :  and  the  little  coterie  from 
the  gay  London  world  gathered  round  their  oracle,  listening  and 
applauding,  whilst,  from  the  height  of  her  supreme  self-compla- 
<;encyj  Lady  Augusta  discoursed  upon  the  errors  of  the  common 
herd,  and  thanked  God  that  Helen  would  never  be  like  theih. 

In  bne  respect  Lady  Augusta  was  right*  Helen  certainly  never 
could  be  a  common  person.  Her  growth  was  as  likely  to  be  rapid 
in  evil  as  in  good ;  but  grow  she  must,  with  the  hot-bed  luxuri- 
ance 0^  a  tropical  plant. 

B  4 
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Her  mother  had  been  the  grand-daughter  of  a  Spanish  noble- 
man ;  and  the  proud,  excitable  Spanish  spirit  was  as  clearly  to 
be  traced  in  Helen's  disposition  as  in  the  flash  of  her  dark  eyes 
and  the  outline  of  her  otherwise  fair  English  face.  Probably  no 
temper  but  one  so  determined  as  that  of  Lady  Augusta  would 
have  been  able  to  cope  with  it,  and  the  struggle  had  at  first  been 
sore  even  for  her.  Fierce  in  her  wilfulness,  Helen  had  tried 
every  childish  means  of  intimidation  whenever  her  will  was 
thwarted ;  and  in  the  nursery  and  with  her  governess  she  was 
constantly  victorious ;  but  with  her  step-mother  it  was  but  beat- 
ing her  head  against  the  impassive  rock.  Lady  Augusta  seldom 
answered  her  in  her  fits  of  fury,  never  attempted  to  reprove,  still 
less  to  coax  or  pet ;  but  her  cold  eye  had  the  effect  of  the  glance 
of  a  keeper  upon  a  madman.  Helen  was  quelled  for  the  moment, 
and  dreaded  to  encounter  it  again,  and  soon  learnt  in  Lady  Au- 
gusta's presence  to  subdue  even  the  most  stormy  burst  of  passion. 

Beyond  this  there  was  only  one  thing  which  Lady  Augusta 
could  discover  which  required  correction.  Learning  was  no 
difficulty ;  accomplishments  seemed  an  instinct ;  beauty  and  grace 
were  Helen's  inheritance  by  birth :  but  it  was  difficult  at  first  to 
keep  her  from  rebelling  against  the  restraints  imposed  upon  her 
as  regarded  society.  Lady  Augusta,  however,  set  to  work  vigor- 
ously. Nurse,  governess,  servants,  all  were  changed.  Playfellows 
were  forbidden :  walks  were  limited  to  the  precincts  of  the  park ; 
the  contaminating  influence  of  the  world  was  the  subject  con- 
stantly discussed  in  Helen's  presence ;  and  criticisms  were  passed 
upon  the  manners  and  habits  of  various  individuals  which  it 
was  supposed  would  tend  to  form  Helen's  taste  and  counteract 
the  mischief  of  early  associations  and  natural  temperament.  For 
Helen  was  not  by  nature  supercilious.  Proud,  indeed,  she  was ; 
but  it  was  pride  which  regarded  herself  rather  than  others,  the 
pride  which  could  n6t  brook  reproof,  which  would  not  own  itself 
in  the  wrong.  Apart  from  this  feeling  she  was  generous,  com- 
passionate, unselfish,  enthusiastic  in  the  depth  and  warmth  of  her 
feelings.  If  her  affections  were  touched,  she  could  be  made 
gentle  and  docile  in  her  most  wilful  moods.  And  in  her  in- 
fancy she  had  loved  every  one.  Her  father,  her  nurse,  her 
governess,  the  housekeeper,  the  poor  who  begged  for  alms,  the 
children  who  played  in  the  village,  whatever  came  within  the 
reach  of  her  interest,  even  though  but  for  a  passing  moment, 
called  forth  some  kindly  feeling.  No  marvel  that  she  had  been 
petted  and  fondled,  and  when  left,  at  three  years  of  age,  to  the 
care  of  servants,  often  taken  into  strange  company  and  taught 


lYOBS.  9 

habits  unsuited  to  her  age  and  position  in  life.  The  little  rosy 
mouth  which  formed  itself  so  naturally  into  a  kiss,  the  bright 
eyes,  with  their  loving,  quick,  sparkling  glance,  which  responded 
so  gladly  to  the  least  notice,  the  broken  words  which  tried  to 
express  the  feelings  of  the  heart,  as  the  tiny  fingers  were  grasped 
by  some  rough  hand,  were  as  winning  to  the  poor  as  to  the  rich, 
to  the  uneducated  as  to  the  cultirated.  Until  her  father's  second 
marriage  Helen  Clare  had  been  the  pet  of  the  neighbourhood,  and 
had  suffered  as  pets  must  suffer. 

Three  years  had  been  passed  under  constant  and  strict  sur- 
veillance, and  the  mischief  was  supposed  to  be  counteracted. 
Helen's  eyes  were  opened  to  the  necessity  of  exclusiveness,  and 
she  could  talk  now  as  fluently  in  the  school-room  as  Lady  Augusta 
in  the  drawing-room  of  the  demerits  of  "everybody," — the  ex- 
pression including  the  country  visitors  whom  she  occasionally  saw 
in  the  drawing-room,  or  in  walks  or  drives.  Once  admitted  to 
stay  at  Ivors,  and  the  fortunate  individual,  however  dull  or  dis- 
agreeable, became  "  somebody,"  to  be  defended  and  upheld  as 
forming  part  of  the  Clare  world. 

Lady  Augusta  was  satisfied.  The  childish  warmth  of  feeling 
which  had  once  expended  itself  upon  the  outer  world  was  gradually 
becoming  concentrated  within  the  range  of  the  park  palings ;  and 
she  flattered  herself  that  she  had  refined  her  little  girl's  taste  and 
taught  her  to  be  happy  at  home,  because  she  had  led  her  to  look 
with  contempt  upon  everything  abroad. 

All  this  may  seem  very  worldly,  yet  Lady  Augusta  Clare's 
reputation  was  decidedly  religious.  Even  in  her  gayer  younger 
days  she  had  never  been  a  thoughtless  person.  When  she  followed 
science  it  was  always  with  a  professed  leaning  towards  its  highest 
objects ;  and  latterly  she  had  taken  a  more  prominent  part  in 
religious  matters,  studied  controversial  books,  entered  warmly 
into  the  questions  of  the  day,  filled  her  book-shelves  with  manuals 
of  devotion,  ornamented  her  walls  with  prints  from  Raphael  and 
Fra  Angelico.  And  Helen  was  of  course  taught  upon  what  were 
said  to  be  the  strictest  and  purest  principles.  Her  little  bedroom 
was  the  counterpart  of  Lady  Augusta's.  It  had  pictures,  and 
books  most  admirably  arranged,  and  hymns  framed  and  glazed, 
hanging  against  the  wall,  and  a  splendidly  bound  Bible  always 
lying  upon  the  dressing-table  by  the  side  of  little  Bohemian  glass 
vases,  and  a  gorgeous  dressing-case  made  up  of  rosewood,  and 
silver,  and  velvet.  Helen  delighted  in  her  little  room,  and  was 
never  happy  till  she  had  shown  her  pictures  to  every  new  visitor; 
and  had  an  opinion  always  ready  as  to  her  favourite  books,  and 


10  IVORS. 

was  willing  to  repeat  her  hymns  to  any  one  who  would  listen  to 
and  praise  her.  As  Lady  Augusta  observed,  "it  was  quite 
delightful  to  see  such  marked  I'dligious  tastes  so  early  developed ! '' 

And  what  part  was  taken  by  Sir  Henry  Clare  in  all  these  edu- 
cational schemes  ?  Immersed  in  politics,  the  coneei'vativd  member 
fd!*  the  County  for  the  last  ten  yefti*s,  he  thought  very  little  about 
the&i.  He  had  married,  as  he  believed^  for  his  childii'en'd  advantage; 
he  had  given  them  a  step-mother,  said  by  all  the  world  to  be  per- 
fectly qualified  to  guide  them ;  and  he  thought  that  he  had  done 
his  duty.  Sis  bOy  at  Eton,  his  little  girl  trained  by  such  a 
superior  person  as  Lady  Augusta,  there  seemed  nothing  to  desire, 
at  least  for  the  present ;  and  Sir  Henry  looked  forward  to  seeing 
his  son  a  sensible  tnan,  and  his  daughter  a  good  and  accomplished 
woman,  as  confidently  as  the  iron*founder  who  casts  his  metal 
into  the  furnace  expects  to  receive  it  again  impressed  with  the 
stamp  prepared  for  it. 

Sir  Hehry  Clare's  expectations  were  reasonable^  The  minds  of 
our  children  are  formed  according  to  the  ihould  which  we  our- 
selves prepare  for  them.  But  the  iron-founder  knows  his  object, 
and  chooses  his  mould  with  a  careful  view  to  its  attainment :  we, 
in  our  ighorance,  think  that  we  are  working  with  the  right  mould, 
because  we  talk,  and  reprove^  ftnd  lecture;  and  at  the  very  mo- 
ment we  are  casting  the  wrobg  one^  by  the  habits  of  our  daily  life, 
and  the  unseen  motives  of  our  actions. 


CitAPTER  IIL 

"  Shall  you  object  to  drive  into  Wingfield,  kny  dear  Admiral?" 
asked  Lady  Augusta,  when,  after  a  careful  adjustihent  of  pillows, 
the  gouty  foot  had  been  placed  in  a  Comfortable  position,  in  the 
easy,  open  carriage,  and  the  Admiral's  tiiali  had  takeh  his  seat 
upon  the  box. 

Admiral  Clafe  was  Sir  Henry's  ubfele,  a  man  of  sisventy,  rich, 
benevolent,  eccentric;  likel/ to  be  a  very  useful  relation — so 
Lady  Augusta  thought, — if  he  wete  properly  humoured.  He 
had  just  returned  from  a  long  residence  abfoad,  and  had  beeh 
only  a  Week  at  Ivors.  His  peculiarities,  ther6fol?e,  were  as  yet 
for  the  most  part  in  the  "  unknown  land,*  which  forms  so  large  a 
portion  of  our  moral  territory  even  in  -our  own  eyes ;  and  Lady 
Augusta  was  constantly  setting  foi*th  on  little  voyages  of  discovery 
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in  the  hope  of  finding  them,  and  as  constantly  missing  when  she 
expected  to  meet  tbem,  and  stumbling  upon  when  she  was  not 
prepared  for  them.  She  had  tried  for  three  days  to  make  out  to 
her  own  satisfaction  whether  the  Admiral  had  any  fancy  about 
his  daily  drive,  whether  he  preferred  one  direction  to  another, — 
whether  he  liked  the  town  and  a  little  shopping,  or  the  turnpike 
road,  or  the  smooth  turf  of  the  downs.  He  was  provokingly 
willing  to  go  wherever  she  wished,-— -he  would  not  give  her  the 
opportunity  of  flattering  him;  and  Lady  Augusta,  having  received 
the  usual  short  answer  to  her  question,  "  Wherever  you  will,  it  is 
all  the  same  to  me,"  gave  her  direction  to  the  footman^  and  threw 
herself  back  in  the  carriage,  looking  as  cross  as  she  ever  allowed 
herself  to  look.  Temper  was  a  failing  Specially  guarded  against, 
— it  was  so  lowering. 

After  a  few  seconds  she  recovered  herself»  "  I  was  htilf  afraid 
you  would  find  the  dust  unpleasant,  Admiral ;  but  you  are  very 
enduring." 

"  Not  much  dust  to-day,  except  in  your  Ladyship's  eyes.  There 
was  rain  enough  for  a  deluge  last  night." 

"  Ah  !  1  forgot ;  but  we  have  had  such  a  cotitinuance  of  dry 
weather.  It  will  take  a  long  time  really  to  soften  the  ground. 
And  don't  you  find  the  heat  extremely  oppressive  ?" 

"  Nothing  to  Italy.  Did  you  say  you  were  going  to  drive  to 
Wingfield?" 

"  I  thought  of  it,  if  you  have  no  other  visit ;  but  any  directiou 
will  be  the  same  to  me ;  we  can  stop  directly."  Lady  Augusts 
stretched  oUt  her  hand  to  pull  the  check-string ;  the  Admiral 
prevented  her. 

"  My  dear  lady,  one  road  is  just  as  good  as  another  to  a  gouty 
old  fellow  like  me.  If  you  are  going  to  Wingfield^  I  propose  to 
leave  my  card  ou  Mts*  Charles  Graham,  as  she  came  to  see  me 
the  day  before  yesterday." 

Cloud  the  second, — a  thunder  cloud  on  Lady  Augusta's  brow; 
but  she  turned  away  her  face  that  it  might  not  be  seen,  and 
answeftftd  i  "  Mrs.  Graham  now ;  the  poor  elder  brother  died  last 
yeM*." 

^'  So  she  told  me ;  then  she  has  something  for  her  children  at 
last." 

"  A  little, —  three  or  four  hundred  a  year  only, — a  mere  pittance. 
I  suspect  She  settled  here,  thinking  that  Sir  Henry  would  do  some- 
thing for  her." 

"  Of  course  $  she  is  his  sister-in-law." 

"  Yes !  of  course ;  but  still — Sir  Henry  has  great  claims  upon 
him.     He  can't  be  expected  to  provide  for  them  all." 
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"Does  the  good  woman  expect  that  he  will ?** 

Lady  Augusta  laughed  graciouslj,  and  turned  her  head  again 
to  the  Admiral.  "  You  have  used  just  the  right  term  for  her, 
my  dear  sir ;  she  is  emphatically  a  good  woman/' 

"  And  she  can't  be  anything  better ;  but  is  she  fool  enough  to 
depend  on  any  one  but  herself?'* 

"  I  can't  exactly  say :  Frances  Graham  was  always  immensely 
reserved;  and  since  my  marriage  there  has  seemed,  strange  to 
say,  a  barrier  between  us ;  but  she  is  very  good,  extremely  good ; 
I  don't  know  a  better  person,  and  so  like  her  dear  sister;  my 
little  Helen's  mother ;" — and  Lady  Augusta  adopted  the  mournful 
key,  and  breathed  out  the  last  words  as  a  whisper  to  the  winds. 

"  Does  Helen  see  much  of  her  Aunt  ?  "  inquired  the  Admiral. 

"Well !  not  much, — not  so  much  as  I  should  wish.  The  fact 
is,  my  dear  Admiral,  between  ourselves," — the  Admiral  drew 
back  as  Lady  Augusta's  face  approximated  to  his, — "between 
ourselves,  Helen  is  a  very  serious  charge,  and  I  am  obliged  to  be 
most  careful.  I  could  not  speak  out  openly  to-day  with  the  child 
in  the  room," — the  Admiral  bit  his  lip,  and  leaned  forward  upon 
his  stick, — "  but  you  would  be  quite  surprised  to  hear  all  that 
goes  on  in  this  neighbourhood." 

"  Most  likely,"  muttered  the  Admiral,  "  it's  the  case  in  most 
neighbourhoods," 

"  Yes,  as  you  say,  it  is  so  in  most  neighbourhoods ;  I  suppose 
this  is  not  worse  than  others;  but  in  Helen's  peculiar  position,  I 
feel  that  I  have  such  a  sacred  charge.  Perhaps,  if  she  were  my 
own  child,  I  might  feel  the  responsibility  less :  and  Mrs.  Graham 
and  I  do  not,  I  must  candidly  own,  quite  meet  in  our  views  of 
education.  She  has  three  girls,  very  amiable ;  the  eldest  half  a 
year  older  than  Helen.  They  see  each  other  sometimes,  the  re- 
lationship makes  it  a  matter  of  necessity  ;  but  I  can't  help  being 
anxious  about  it.  Mrs.  Graham  allows  them  a  good  deal  more 
freedom  than  I  can  think  right." 

"  She  was  kept  strictly  enough  herself,"  observed  the  Admiral. 

"Was  she?"  the  tone  was  one  of  supreme  indifference.  "I 
know  nothing  about  her  early  days.  We  never  became  acquainted 
till  I  met  her  at  Ivors  some  six  years  ago.  Certainly  she  brings 
up  her  children  on  the  contrary  system." 

"  A  common  case,"  said  the  Admiral. 

"  I  suppose  so ;  probably  yo^  are  right ;  but  you  can  under- 
stand that  style  of  education  does  not  suit  my  ideas  for  Helen. 
It  may  be  all  very  well  for  children  like  the  Grahams,  who  can 
never  expect  to  mix  in  superior  society ;  but  it  would  be  quite 
unfitting  for  Helen  in  her  position." 
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"  What  id  her  position  ?  "  asked  the  Admiral,  bluntly. 

Lady  Augusta  looked  at  him  doubtfully,  and  paused. 

The  question  was  repeated. 

'*  Her  position  ?  my  dear  sir,  you  are  laughing  at  me.  I  won't 
attempt  to  explain  it ;  but  you  can't  possibly  put  her  on  a  par 
with  the  Grahams." 

*<  Cousins,"  said  the  Admiral. 

"  Oh,  yes,  cousins.     But  relationship  is  not  every  thing." 

"  Nor  any  thing,  if  relations  are  poor." 

Lady  Augusta  saw  in  an  instant  that  she  was  moving  in  a  wrong 
direction,  and  changed  her  course. 

"  My  dear  Admiral,  you  quite  mistake  me,  if  you  think  that  the 
question  of  poverty  has  any  thing  to  do  with  the  matter.  I  should 
always  feel,  and  so  would  Sir  Henry,  that  poor  dear  Mrs.  Graham 
was  to  be  treated  with  every  consideration ;  but  if  you  once  knew 
the  tone  of  the  house,  you  would  feel  directly  that  great  intimacy 
would  not  do.  The  Graham  children  are  by  no  means  particular 
in  their  acquaintance.  I  could  not  at  all  answer  for  the  friend- 
ships Helen  might  form,  if  she  were  to  go  there.  Susan  Graham, 
I  know,  is  allowed  to  go  about  a  good  deal  at  Wingfield,  amongst 
people  whom,  of  course,  we  could  never  visit.  I  assure  you  it 
would  not  do." 

"  People  you  can't  visit,"  muttered  the  Admiral.  "  Very  wrong 
that !    I  shall  talk  to  Frances  Graham  about  it." 

"Oh  !  my  dear  sir,  pray — I  entreat  you — not  for  the  world. 
She  would  never  forgive  me."  Lady  Augusta  seized  the  Admiral's 
hand  in  her  alarm. 

He  drew  it  away.  "  Your  ladyship  will  excuse  me.  Frances 
Graham  was  my  ward ;  if  she  is  bringing  up  her  children  wrongly, 
it  is  my  duty  to  warn  her.  People  you  could  never  visit !  "  he 
repeated  again  in  an  under  tone. 

"  You  are  so  exact.  Admiral,"  and  Lady  Augusta  laughed  rather 
nervously.  "  There  is  no  physical  or  moral  impossibility.  They 
may  be  very  good  people,  but  unrefined,  homely,  not  at  all  what 
Helen  is  accustomed  to.  And  she  is  sweetly  simple  and  natural ; 
I  would  not  for  the  world  have  her  spoilt." 

"  Neither  would  I,"  said  the  Admiral ;  and  he  sank  back  in 
the  carriage,  laid  his  stick  across  his  knees,  and  did  not  speak 
again. 

They  were  just  entering  Wingfield.  It  was  market-day,  and 
there  was  an  unusual  bustle  in  the  High- Street;  but  Lady 
Augusta  looked  straight  before  her,  and  only  once  bent  forward 
to  bow  to  Mr,  Conyers,  the  surgeon  whom  she  could  not  with 
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courtesy  avoid.  In  a  few  minutes  they  had  reached  the  further 
end  of  the  town,  and  the  carriage  drew  up  before  an  iron  gate, 
which  opened  upon  a  gravel  sweep,  in  front  of  Mrs.  Graham's 
house,  Wingfield  Court,  built  of  red  brick,  with  stone  facings,  and 
standing  in  a  garden  of  moderate  extent.  The  great  house  it  was 
of  the  country  town,  though,  in  Lady  Augusta's  eyes  scarcely  more 
than  a  cottage. 

'*  A  Comfortable  place  enough,"  said  the  Admiral. 

"  Very  fair."  Lady  Augusta  felt  so  e^stremely  cross,  it  was 
next  to  impossible  not  to  show  it. 

*^  And  kept  in  capital  order,"  said  the  Admiral  casting  around 
his  quick  quarter-deck  glance. 

"  Tolerable.'' 

'^  A  splendid  fuchsia,  that !  I  don't  think  you  have  any  at 
Ivors  to  equal  it" 

Lady  Augusta  saw  that  he  was  bent  upon  teasing  her,  and  it 
roused  heir  into  seeming  good-humour.  She  would  not  be  thwarted 
in  that  way  at  least,  and  to  the  Admiral's  surprise  she  entered  fully 
into  the  merits  of  the  fuchsia,  and  was  at  the  climax  of  exuberant 
praise,  when  the  tidy  parlour-maid  opened  the  front  door  of  Wing- 
field  Court,  and  gave  the  information, — ^welcome  certainly  to  Lady 
Augusta, — ^that  Mrs.  Graham  was  not  at  home. 

The  Admiral  drew  out  his  card,  -r—  a  small  card  inscribed  with 
large  Roman  letters,-*r-and  wrote  some  thing  on  the  back. 

'^  Is  your  mistress  out  generally  at  this  hour  ?  "  he  asked. 

*^  Most  days,  air ;  she  goes  out  from  three  to  four  now  it's  hot, 
and  walks  with  the  children  afterwards." 

"Too  much  exercise  foir  this  weather,"  said  the  Admiral. 
«  TeU  her  I  said  so." 

"  It's  to  the  school,  I  believe  my  mistress  is  gone,  sir,"  said  the 
maid,  who  looked  inclined  to  be  communicativa 

"  Oh  !  to  the  sehool.  Too  hot  for  that  too  I  tell  her  she  will 
oateh  a  fever.'- 

The  maid  smiled,  and  Lady  Augusta  asked  patronisingly,  yet 
rather  sarcastically,  if  Miss  Susan  was  at  the  school  too. 

"Miss  Susan  went  across  the  paddock  just  now,  to  Mrs.  Lo  wrie's, 
I  believe,  my  lady." 

"  And  the  little  ones-^where  are  they  ?  " 

"  Nurse  was  going  to  take  them  to  see  old  Miss  Harvey,  I 
believe,  my  lady.  Master  Charlie  is  fretful,  cutting  a  tooth,  and 
she  thought  it  would  please  him  to  talk  to  the  parrot." 

'^  Oh !  drive  on."  Lady  Augusta  appealed  eagerly  to  the 
Admiral.     ^^  Just  what  I  said,  my  dear  Admiral ;  you  wiU  under- 


IVOBS,  15 

stand  perfeoily  now.  I  could  not  possibly  let  Helen  be  mixed 
up  with  such  people.  That  old  Miss  Uwvey,  I  fancy,  is  a  rich 
farmer's  daughter,  and  the  nurse  evidently  takes  the  children 
there  without  scruple.     A  most  unaccountably  system !  " 

The  gravel  sweep  was  rath^  rough,  and  th^  wheels  of  the  car- 
riage made  b,  considerable  noise.  Perhaps  the  Admirs^l  did  not 
hear.  He  was  bending  forward,  but  suddenly  seized  the  check- 
string.     "  I  beg  pardon,  but  may  I  be  iiUowed "  and  before 

Lady  Augusta  could  speak,  the  carnage  was  stopped. 

^'  That's  a  Graham,  I  ^m  sure/'  IJe  beckoned  to  a  little 
girl  about  Helen's  height  and  size,  who  was  just  entering  the 
sweep. 

"  Such  a  little  figure !  "  muttered  Lady  Augusta ;  but  the  ex- 
clamation was  too  low  for  the  Admiral  to  hef^r. 

The  child  certainly  was  not  quite  prepared  for  fashionable  so- 
ciety. Her  cotton  dress  was  tumbled,  and  betokened  the  last  days 
of  the  week ;  and  the  close  linen  bonnet  mt^de  to  screen  her  from 
the  sun  nearly  hid  her  features.  She  stood  timidly  at  a  distance, 
even  after  the  Admiral's  sign  was  given ;  and,  only  ventured  to 
draw  near  when  Lady  Augusta  coAdescendingly  put  out  her  hand, 
and  said,  "  How  d'ye  do,  Susan  ?  " 

A  slight  quaintness,  at  least  for  the  manner  of  the  present  day, 
might  have  been  remarked  in  the  quiet  "  Very  well,  thank  you, 
ma'am,"  which  came  in  reply ;  and  Susan  Graham's  cheeks  were 
crimson  with  shyness  and  excitement,  as  she  added,  "  If  you  please, 
how  is  Helen  ?  " 

"  Helen  is  very  well,  my  dear.  She  would  have  sent  her  love 
if  she  had  known  I  was  coming  here." 

A  pause.  The  coachman  looked  round  to  know  if  he  should 
drive  on.  Lady  Augusta  was  upon  the  point  of  giving  the  order, 
but  she  did  not  venture. 

The  Admiral's  eye  was  fixed  upon  the  gentle  blushing  little 
face,  only  partially  seen  at  the  extremity  of  the  deep  cottage 
bonnet.  Lady  Augusta  could  not  read  his  countenance  ;  but  she 
had  sufficient  tact  not  to  interrupt  his  train  pf  thought,  whatever 
it  might  be. 

Poor  old  man !  His  mind  was  recalling  a  comnion  tale,  —  a 
memory  of  early  love,  —  so  long  gone  by  that  its  truth  and  beauty 
were  faded  to  all  eyes  except  his  own.  But  it  was  quite  fresh  to 
him ;  and  little  Susan  Graham  was  the  picture  of  the  child  wbom, 
sixty  years  before,  he  had  known  and  loved  with  a  boyish  fancy, 
—  whom  it  had  been  the  hope  of  his  manhood  that  he  should  one 
day  call  his  wife,  and  who,  even  when  she  became  the  bride  of 
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another,  was  reverenced  with  a  feeling  which  made  him  look  upon 
her  happiness  as  his  comfort,  and  her  children,  at  least  in  their 
early  days,  as,  in  a  great  measure,  his  charge. 

Lady  Augusta  was  wise  not  to  interrupt  him.  It  was  but  a 
short  reverie ;  and  he  roused  himself  from  it,  and,  addressing  her 
as  if  conscious  of  some  unlooked-for  consideration,  said  almost 
gently,  yet  with  a  curious  abruptness,  "  She  is  her  grandmother's 
image ;  don't  they  say  so  ?  " 

"I  don't  know ;  I  never  heard  anything  about  her  grandmother." 

The  Admiral  turned  away.  "  So  you  have  been  out  by  your- 
self, little  woman  ?  " 

"  Only  a  short  way,  sir ;  just  across  the  paddock  and  down  the 
lane." 

"  To  see  Mrs.  Lowrie,  eh  ?  " 

The  child  regarded  him  in  astonishment. 

"  I  know  more  than  you  would  guess,  you  see,"  said  the  Admiral, 
nodding  at  her  good-naturedly.  "  And  what  business  had  you  at 
Mrs.  Lowrie's  ?  " 

"  I  read  to  her  when  I  can,"  said  Susan ;  "  her  eyes  are  bad." 

"  And  now  you  are  going  to  look  after  the  parrot  at  old  Miss 
Harvey's  ?  " 

Susan  laughed.     "  I  should  like  it,  sir,  but  I  mustn't." 

"  Mustn't  ?     Why  not  ?  " 

"  Mamma  told  me  to  do  my  lessons  for  to-morrow ;  so  I  must 
go  in." 

"  And  we  are  keeping  you,"  exclaimed  Lady  Augusta.  "  My 
dear  Admiral,  don't  you  see  the  child  wants  to  go  ?  " 

"  Not  she  ;  she  likes  to  stay  here  and  talk  to  me.  Now,  little 
one,  stand  on  the  step,  and  I  shall  hear  better." 

Susan  glanced  at  Lady  Augusta,  and  hesitated. 

"  If  you  wish  to  converse  with  her,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  coldly, 
"  you  had  better  take  her  with  you  some  way  in  the  carriage. 
The  horses  don't  like  waiting." 

"  A  capital  thought  I  jump  up,  child." 

"  But  Susan  stood  still. 

"  Jump  up,"  repeated  the  Admiral,  sharply. 

**  Please,  sir,  mamma  said  I  was  to  do  my  lessons." 

"  Nonsense  —  nonsense !     Who  cares  for  the  lessons  ?  " 

Susan  looked  for  support  to  Lady  Augusta,  but  found  that  she 
was  too  deeply  absorbed  in  disentangling  the  fringe  of  her  parasol 
to  notice  what  was  going  on.  The  colour  rushed  to  the  child's 
cheeks :  —  "I  would  rather  go  in,  —  I  promised." 

«  Promised,  little  goose  I  —  What  did  you  do  that  for  ?  '^ 
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"I  was  obliged,  because  last  time  I  went  to  Miss  Harvey's 
without  leave,"  was  the  honest  but  timid  answer. 

Oh,  not  quite  immaculate  ! "  said  the  Admiral,  in  an  under  tone. 
Please,  sir,  may  I  go  ?  "  asked  Susan,  more  boldly. 

The  Admiral  laughed.  "  Aye,  with  leave ;  for  you  would  be 
sure  to  do  so  in  another  minute  without  it.  Next  time  I  ask  you 
to  go  for  a  drive,  promise  me  there  sha'n't  be  any  promises  in  the 
way." 

"  I  can't,"  said  Susan,*  and  an  arch  smile  brightened  her  face : 
"  mamma's  promises  come  first." 

"  A  good  rule  for  a  child's  life:  don't  you  think  so  ?"  inquired 
the  Admiral,  appealing  to  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Excellent.  Drive  on,  Cave.  Good-bye,  Susan ;  tell  your 
mamma  we  were  very  sorry  not  to  find  her  at  home."  And  Lady 
Augusta  -sat  proudly  upright  in  the  carriage,  whilst  the  Admiral 
tried  to  watch  the  little  girl,  as,  with  a  quick  step,  delighted  at 
being  at  last  released,  she  ran  into  the  house. 

An  hour  afterwards  Mrs.  Graham  put  her  hand  fondly  on  Susan's 
shoulder,  and  startled  her,  as  she  was  repeating  Gray's  Elegy  to 
herself,  with  her  two  arms  leaning  on  the  table,  and  her  forehead 
resting  upon  her  hands.     "  Hard  at  work,  my  darling  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  ready,  dear  mamma.  Lady  Augusta  called  and  an 
old  gentleman,  and  they  kept  me." 

"  Oh  !  Lady  Augusta !  I  saw  her  carriage  drive  by  the  school." 
But  Mrs.  Graham  did  not  say  that  she  was  sorry  to  have  missed 
her. 

"  The  old  gentleman  wanted  me  to  go  for  a  drive,  but  I  couldn't," 
continued  Susan.  "  He  was  a  very  odd  old  gentleman.  He  asked 
if  I  wasn't  like  my  grandmamma,  and  Lady  Augusta  said  she  didn't 
know  anything  about  her ;  was  that  true  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  if  Lady  Augusta  said  so."  Mrs.  Graham  answered 
rather  mechanically  ;  and  Susan  looked  at  her  for  an  instant,  and 
then  went  on  with  her  lesson, 

Mrs.  Graham  spoke  again.  "  The  old  gentleman  was  a  very 
old  friend,  Susan ;  a  friend  of  your  grandmamma  when  she  was  a 
child.     He  liked  to  think  you  were  like  her." 

"  It  must  have  been  a  great,  great  many  years  ago,  said  Susan,*' 
thoughtfully. 

"  Yes,  a  great  many.     Before  any  one  thought  either  of  you  or 

me."  •  ^ 

A  very  perplexing  idea  that  fact  of  non-existence  was  to  Susan, 
and  it  made  her  silent  for  gome  seconds,  whilst  her  mother  opened 
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a  writing-desk,  and  sat  down  to  eater  some  memoranda  in  her 
school  book. 

Susan  interrupted  her  after  a  time :  ^'  Mamma,  Helen's  grand- 
mamma was  my  grandmamma  too.  Poes  the  old  gentleman  think 
that  we  are  both  like  her  ?  ^ 

'^  Scarcely,  1  should  think  ;  Helen's  hair  and  eyes  are  so  dark." 

"  Then  is  he  foi>d  of  her  ?  " 

"  I  can't  say.  I  have  never  been  able  yet  to  talk  to  him  about 
her." 

^'  I  sha'n't  like  him  if  he  isn't,  mamma»"  and  Susan  turned  slowly 
round,  and  spoke  in  a  tone  so  solemn,  that  Mrs.  Graham  could 
scarcely  refrain  from  a  smile.  **  I  love  HeleoEi ;  and  I  have  pro-^-. 
mised  to  love  her  all  my  Ufe." 

"  Promised,  dear  qhild  ?    Thait  is  a  yerj  serious  matter." 

*^  I  did  promise  though  one  day,  mamma ;  and  Helen  promised 
too.     We  thought  t^ere  was  no  harm>  becauae  we  were  cousins." 

"  But  cousins  may  change,  Susan ;  they  do  very  aften." 

'^  But  Helen  and  I  can't,"  persisted  Suaan,  '^  because  we  have 
promised." 

'^  Time  will  show,"  said  Mrs,  Graham,  going  on  with  her 
writing  as  though  she  wished  the  conversation  to  be  dropped. 
But  there  was  a  considerable  amount  of  perseverance  in  Susan's 
disposition,  and  she  continued :  '*  we  made  our  promise  last  week, 
when  I  went  over  to  Ivors,  and  we  played  in  the  sunmier-house 
by  the  lake.  We  said  it  quite  properly,  and  we  meant  it,  mamma ; 
Helen  always  means  what  she  says." 

^^  I  know  she  does ;  she  inherits  truth." 

Susan  did  not  quite  understand. 

''Her  father  is  a  very  sincere  person,  and  so  was  her  dear 
mother,"  added  Mrs.  Graham  in  explanation. 

''  I  like  to  play  with  Helen  better  than  any  one  else,"  pursued 
Susan,  ''  though  she  does  get  into  a  passion  aometimes.  She  makes 
up  so  soon.  Grace  Berry  said  one  day  that  she  thought  Helen 
was  selfish ;  but  she  is  never  selfish  with  me.'^ 

''  Perhaps  you  don't  contradict  her,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  smiling. 

Susan  evidently  thought  it  a  disagreeable  but  true  suggestion. 

''  Helen  doesn't  like  Grace,"  she  said ;  ''  so  I  dare  say  that  is 
why  Grace  doesn't  like  her.  Helen  likes  very  few  persons,  very 
few  indeed  j  and  she  thinks  some  of  the  people  we  know  very  odd." 

"  She  knows  little  enough  about  them,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham,  quickly. 

**  But  she  was  very  sorry  for  Mrs.  Lowrie's  bad  eyes,  when  I 
told  her  about  them,"  replied  Susan,  ''  and  she  said  she  should  . 
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like  to  take  turns  with  me  to  go  and  read  to  her ;  and  I  told  Mrs. 
Lowrie,  and  she  called  her  a  dear,  kind,  little  thing.  I  suppose 
Ladj  Augusta  wouldn't  let  Helen  go.** 

"  It  is  too  far,"  was  Mrs.  Graham's  evasive  answer. 

**  And  Helen  liked  to  hear  about  Kate  Hope's  lame  foot,**  con- 
tinued Susan,  *^  and  wanted  to  give  me  all  the  money  she  had  for 
her.  It  was  only  a  shilling,  because  she  had  bought  such  a 
beautiful  workbox  for  Mademoiselle  on  her  birthday,  so  I  did  not 
like  to  take  it.  She  never  laughs  at  poor  people, — only  such 
people  as  Mr&  Mather,  and  the  Miss  Gaunts,  when  they  wear 
those  funny  blue  bonnets." 

^*  My  little  Susan  must  learn  not  to  laugh  at  blue  bonnets  or 
green,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  gently.  **  People  often  show  the 
worst  part  of  themselves  in  their  dress.  The  Miss  Gaunts  have 
been  kinder  to  Kate  Hope  than  any  other  persons  in  Wingfield.** 

"  Have  they  ?  and  is  Kate  better  ?" 

<*  Not  much.  Miss  Mary  Gaunt  is  going  to  pay  for  a  wheel 
chair  to  take  her  out  every  day  for  a  fortnight." 

'^Mrs.  Lowrie  said  this  afternoon  that  she  would  lend  Kate 
some  books,"  continued  Susan. 

''And  Mrs.  Mather  has  sent  her  a  cushion  and  a  footstool. 
People  in  Wingfield  are  very  kind,  Susan,  though  they  do  wear 
funny  blue  bonnets." 

•  ''Helen  would  not  laugh  at  them  if  she  knew  them,"  was 
Susan's  reply,  spoken  almost  to  herself,  and  seeing  her  mother 
leave  the  room,  she  returned  to  her  lesson. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

No  one  could  be  surprised  that  Lady  Augusta  Clare  did  not  like 
Mrs.  Graham.  It  was  a  necessity  of  Lady  Augusta's  nature  to 
patronise  and  reform,  and  Mrs.  Graham  was  strangely  invulner- 
able to  patronage,  and  deaf  to  suggestions.  When  first  established 
at  Wingfield  Court,  Lady  Augusta,  in  consideration  of  the 
attention  due  to  Helen's  aunt,  had  adopted  the  protecting  line ; 
offered  the  services  of  one  of  the  under  gardeners  at  Ivors  to  put 
the  place  in  order,  recommended  a  housemaid,  and  talked  to  her 
housekeeper  about  a  nursery-maid.  She  had  even  taken  such  an 
interest  in  Mrs.  Graham's  household,  as  to  suggest  that  a  page 
would  do  as  well  as  a  parlour-maid,  and  might  save  the  expense 
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of  a  boy  to  clean  boots  and  shoes,  besides  being  taught  in  time  to 
work  in  the  garden.  Nothing  indeed  was  too  trifling  to  engage 
her  attention,  and  Mrs.  Graham  was  deluged  with  Parisian 
patterns  of  children's  dresses,  recipes  for  whooping  cough  and 
measles,  to  say  nothing  of  works  on  education,  catalogues  of  story 
books,  cards  of  prayers,  and  illuminated  picture-books,  all  not  only 
desirable,  but,  according  to  Lady  Augusta's  assertion,  absolutely 
necessary  for  good  education. 

But  Mrs.  Graham  quietly  stepped  aside  from  the  shelter  of 
Lady  Augusta's  wing,  and  went  on  her  way  with  the  parlour-maid 
instead  of  the  page,  the  cotton  dresses  made  by  a  lame  girl  in 
Wingfield,  the  books  which  she  had  found  useful  from  experience, 
and,  above  all,  with  no  theory  of  education  but  that  taught  her  by 
the  discipline  which  she  had  for  years  exercised  over  her  own 
heart.  "Educate  yourself,  and  you  will  learn  how  to  educate 
others,"  was  the  advice  given  her  by  a  friend  soon  after  her  mar- 
riage, and  she  had  followed  it  implicitly.  Lady  Augusta  could 
understand  neither  the  plan  nor  its  results.  Her  own  heart  was 
a  mystery  into  which  she  had  never  searched.  The  world  had 
been  her  training  school,  and  according  to  the  maxims  of  the 
world  she  ruled  her  outward  conduct ;  careful  only  to  choose  that 
form  of  worldliness  which  bore  the  highest  reputation.  Mrs. 
Graham  constantly  appeared  to  her  inconsistent.  Professing  to 
be  strict,  she  allowed  her  children  a  freedom  which  Lady  Augusta 
would  have  thought  certain  to  be  Helen's  ruin.  Unquestionably 
religious,  she  seldom  talked  of  religion.  A  most  refined  lady, 
accustomed  in  her  early  days  to  move  in  the  same  society  as  Lady 
Augusta  herself,  she  could  live  contentedly  in  a  country  neigh- 
bourhood and  on  a  small  income,  and  join  in  mixed  country  society, 
without  apparently  seeing  or  feeling  the  want  of  polish,  or  even 
the  vulgarity  and  pretension,  which  she  was  unavoidably  obliged 
occasionally  to  encounter.  Where  Lady  Augusta  would  have 
been  jarred  and  irritated,  Mrs.  Graham  was  either  blind  or  indif- 
ferent. Lady  Augusta  was  provoked ;  and  not  only  because  Mrs. 
Graham  declined  to  travel  along  her  road,  but  because,  from  some 
unaccountable  cause,  the  objects  at  which  both  professed  to  aim 
seemed  to  be  reached  by  her  without  difficulty;  whilst  Lady 
Augusta,  notwithstanding  her  success  in  some  points,  was  in  a  per- 
petual turmoil  of  eflfort  and  disappointment  with  regard  to  others. 

Susan  Graham  was  to  be  trusted  at  all  times.  Helen  was 
obedient  in  Lady  Augusta's  presence,  but,  if  report  said  truly, 
most  perversely  wilful  in  her  absence.  Susan's  behaviour  in 
church  was  so  simply  reverent  that  no  one  ever  thought  of  watch- 
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ing  her ;  Helen's  wandering  eyes  were  a  perpetual  interruption. 
Susan,  if  spoken  to,  could  be  agreeable  without  being  in  the  least 
forward  ;  but  notice  made  Helen  proudly  shy  and  self-conscious. 
Susan  was  kind  and  considerate ;  Helen  thoughtlessly  tjrrannical, 
and  as  selfish  as  the  instinct  of  a  naturally  noble  nature  could 
permit.  A  good  deal  of  this  difierence  was,  no  doubt,  to  be  laid 
to  the  account  of  diversity  of  character.  Lady  Augusta  would 
not  have  cared  if  Susan  had  showed  marked  faults  which  might 
be  compared  with  Helen's ;  but  it  was  exceedingly  trying  to  hear 
the  child  constantly  held  up  as  a  pattern,  and  to  be  told  that  Mrs. 
Graham's  system  was  so  admirable,  whilst  in  Lady  Augusta's 
opinion  she  had  no  system  at  all. 

It  was  the  same  with  their  lessons.  Helen  was  excessively 
clever ;  Susan's  abilities  were  only  moderate :  but  every  gover- 
ness who  had  any  knowledge  of  the  children  declared  that  Susan 
was  at  least  a  year  before  her  cousin  in  acquirements.  Helen 
herself  acquiesced  in  all  this  with  perfect  good-humour.  Rivalry 
was  foreign  to  her  nature  ;  and  Susan  was  so  timid  and  unobtru- 
sive that  there  was  in  fact  little  opportunity  for  any  feeling  of  the 
kind.  But  it  was  intensely  galling  to  Lady  Augusta.  Her 
jealousy  of  Mrs.  Graham  became  at  one  period  so  marked  as  to  be 
apparent  even  to  Sir  Henry.  For  the  first  time  since  their 
marriage  he  ventured  to  remonstrate.  Mrs.  Graham  was  his 
sister-in-law,  associated  with  the  truest  happiness  he  had  ever 
known.  Neglect  of  her  seemed  an  insult  to  the  memory  of  his 
wife.  He  descanted  forcibly  upon  her  claims  to  every  courtesy 
and  attention ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  with  that  curious  worldly  tact 
which  is  such  a  fruitful  source  of  self-deceit,  yielded  the  point 
graciously, — acknowledged  that  she  had  thought  the  little  Grahams 
not  quite  suitable  companions  for  Helen,  and  therefore  had  dis- 
couraged the  intimacy ;  but  of  course,  if  Sir  Henry  desired  it,  she 
could  not  but  obey  his  wishes.  And  Sir  Henry  went  away,  con- 
gratulating himself  upon  having  given  Helen  the  most  judicious 
and  considerate  of  step-mothers ;  whilst  Lady  Augusta,  with  equal 
satisfaction,  triumphed  in  the  self-control  she  had  exercised,  and 
resolved  still  to  follow  her  own  way,  only  more  guardedly. 

The  jealousy  slept,  but  it  was  not  dead.     It  was  called  forth 

again  upon  the  arrival  of  Admiral  Clare.     Lady  Augusta  knew 

little  or  nothing  of  the  history  of  the  old  man's  life :  if  she  had 

known  she  would  have  given  him  no  sympathy.     Feelings  which 

dated  from  sixty  years  back  would  have  had  no  life  in  her  eyes. 

They  could  be  but  mummies,  strange  and  repulsive.     But  he  had 

not  been  at  Ivors  a  day  without  showing  his  interest  in  Mrs. 
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Graham ;  and  Lad  j  Augusta  was  C(xnpelled  to  listen  to  commen- 
dations lavishly  bestowed  by  Sir  Henry  and  eagerly  received  by 
the  Admiral,  and  even  at  times  to  join  in  them  herself,  though  in 
that  tone  of  faint  praise  the  meaning  of  which  was  discovered 
when  she  little  imagined  or  desired  it.  For  Lady  Augusta  would 
have  been  unwilling  to  thwart  the  Admiral  in  any  fancy^  even 
for  a  person  whom  she  disliked.  It  was  her  object  to  attach  him 
to  Ivors ;  yet  not,  as  some  might  have  (ioi^ectured,  for  the  sake 
of  the  comfortiible  fortune  which  he  might  leave  to  any  person  he 
chose.  Lady  Augusta  cared  very  little  for  money :  she  had  never 
known  the  want  of  it;  but  she  did  care  a  great  deal  for  the 
carrying  out  of  her  pet  schemes ;  and  one  which  she  had  greatly 
at  heart  might  be  in  a  considerable  degree  aided  or  retarded  by 
the  Admiral's  intervention.  Her  plans  for  Helen  were  not  limit^ 
to  the  present.  She  was  far-seeing,  and  looked  forward  not  only 
to  the  little  girl's  introduction  into  the  world,  but  to  that  which 
was  the  unacknowledged  but  ultimate  object  of  such  introduction, 
— ^her  marriage.  Already  in  her  own  mind  it  was  planned ;  and, 
to  do  Lady  Augusta  justice,  not  im wisely,  so  far  as  any  such  plans 
ever  can  be  wise.  Helen's  first  cousin's  cousin,  Claude  Egerton, 
was  as  yet  only  a  boy,  just  leaving  Eton ;  but  he  was  (Aever, 
handsome,  bore  a  remarkably  high  character,  and  was  heir  to  a 
large  property  adjoining  one  of  Sir  Henry's  estates.  And  Lady 
Augusta,  having  determined  in  her  own  mind  that  it  was  much 
better  for  Helen's  happiness  to  choose  for  her  than  to  give  her  the 
opp)(Mrtunity  of  choosing  for  herself,  and  considering  the  connection 
extremely  ^igible>  was  already  scheming  to  ask  Claude  Egerton 
to  Ivors,  and  give  him  an  interest  in  Helen's  home.  But  he  had 
lost  his  father,  and  the  Admiral  was  his.  guardian,  and,  as  guar- 
dians often  are,  was  inclined  to  be  perverse.  Lady  Augusta 
tidked  of  the  pleasure  she  should  have  in  inviting  Claude  to  Ivors, 
and  making  him  acquainted  with  Maurice  Clare ;  but  the  Admiral 
declared  that  the  boy  would  do  much  better  to  go  abroad.  She 
discouihsed  upon  the  necessity  of  keeping  up  relationships,  and  the 
Admiral  seemed  to  be  blind  to  the  fact  that  any  connection  existed 
between  the  families.  He  would  not  see  any  sense  in  Lady 
Augusta's  opinion  that  it  was  good  for  neighbouring  properties  to 
fall  into  the  slime  hands,  and  did  not  at  all  enter  into  the  wish 
that  Claude  would  marry  young ;  but  rather  expressed  a  hope  that 
he  would  look  well  about  him,  and  not  throw  himself  away :  in 
fact  he  was  inclined,  as  Lady  Augusta  could  not  help  perceiving, 
to  contradict  her  for  the  mere  sake  of  contradiction.  An  inci- 
pient fit  of  the  gout  might  in  a  degree  account  for  this.     The 
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Admiral  was  but  human ;  and  what  temper  oan  be  expected  to 
dtand  a  twinge  of  gout  ?  Lady  Augueta  was  wonderfully  endur- 
ing in  the  hope  of  better  days;  and  when  she  found  thd.t  the 
mention  of  Claude  Eg^rton's  name  excited  opposition,  she  very 
wisely  dropped  it.  But  not  the  less  earnestly  did  she  work  for  her 
purpose  by  humouring  the  Admiral's  will ;  aad  with  such  success 
that,  before  three  weeks  had  passed  after  the  call  made  at  Wing- 
field,  hei"  point  was  gained.  Claude  Egerton  was  invited  to  Ivors 
for  a  fortnight ;  and  the  price  paid  for  the  boon  was  an  invitation 
given  to  little  Susan  Graham  for  a  day^ 

Fartcheming  worldly  people  must  have  great  patience  and 
great  faith  in  themselves.  Very  much  wiser  are  they  in  their 
ge^ralioh  than  "  the  children  of  light."  B>ew  are  to  be  fouhd  to 
toil  for  A  distant  Heav^  as  Lady  Augusta  Clare  toiled  for  earth. 
Eight  ye&r«  at  least  were  to  pass  before  she  could  hope  to  see 
even  the  beginning  of  the  end  at  which  she  aimed, — eight  years, 
in  which  H^n  and  Claude  might  both  be  taken  ill  and  die,  or 
the  boy's  chiaracter  might  change,  or  his  interest  might  fail  to  be 
eJEcited^  or,  if  ^ccited^  might  fail  to  survive  the  various  and  ab- 
6(Nrbing  pursuits  of  manhood.  Yet  her  detefmination  never 
wavered.  Tim  very  existence  of  an  obstacle  was  but  an  ad- 
ditioniEil  motive  for  pursuing  her  object.  There  Was  a  large 
amount  of  enterprise,  and  what  in  a  man  would  have  been  the 
spirit  of  speculation,  in  Lady  Augusta's  disposition  ;  and  all  the 
diMices  of  failure  were  only  so  many  m6re  incentives  to  perse- 
verance. And  60  Claude  Egerton  cadie  to  Ivors,  and  was  petted, 
and  td.d  iiiat  h&  wIm  to  look  upon  Lady  Augusta  as  a  mother,  and 
Sir  Henry  las  a  father ;  and  Maurice  was  to  be  his  brother,  and 
Heleb  his  sister ;  whilst  his  will  was  humoured  and  his  opinions 
were  deferred  to,  and  every  thing  Was  done  to  spoil  him,  bnd 
r^d^  him  unworthy  of  the  destiny  which  Lady  Augusta  had 
thought  fit  to  assign  him. 

"A  fortunate  fellow,"  said  the  world,  as  it  looked  on:  and 
Claude  Egerton  was  fortunate,  but  not  for  the  reasons  which  the 
World  would  have  assigned.  He  was  fortunate  because,  in  the 
ordering  of  Providence,  the  temptations  of  wealth,  and  talent,  and 
high  position  in  the  world  had  been  balanced  by  early  and  great 
sorrow. 

He  wfcwB  an  orphan  at  fifteen^  His  father  was  drowned  whilst 
boating  on  the  river  which  flowed  through  his  oWn  grounds ;  his 
mother  died  three  months  afterwards  of  a  broken  heart.  The  first 
grief  al<me  would  have  crushed  the  boy  to  the  dust  fbr  a  season  ; 
^e  seccmd  sobered  him  for  Hfe.    His  parents  had  beietv.  no  ox^ciXAS:^ 
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people.  Religious,  simple,  and  consistent,  they  had  given  him  an 
example  which,  young  as  he  was,  he  had  thoroughly  appreciated, 
the  world  without  them  was  one  great  blank ;  and  though  com- 
panions envied  him  his  freedom,  and  dependants  flattered  him  for 
his  wealth,  and  even  his  superiors  paid  all  outward  respect  to  his 
talents,  Claude's  heart  still  ached  with  that  hollow,  dreary  aching 
which  nothing  but  affection  can  satisfy. 

Ivors  was  very  soothing  to  him  in  such  a  state  of  feeling.  He 
was  too  young  and  too  simple-minded  to  see  through  Lady 
Augusta's  pretence.  He  believed  her  cordiality  to  be  sincere ;  and 
when  once  she  began  to  understand  him,  —  and  that  was  when  he 
had  been  one  day  only  in  the  house,  —  she  took  pains  to  win  his 
heart  by  sympathy  with  his  tastes  and  even  his  foibles.  Fas- 
tidiousness and  exclusiveness  were  Claude's  characteristics,  as 
they  were  hers ;  though  with  him  they  were  beginning  to  be 
acknowledged  as  faults,  with  her  they  were  cherished  as  virtues. 
He  did  not,  indeed,  feel  that  he  could  be  fond  of  her,  and  some- 
times wondered  why  a  few  hearty  words  from  Sir  Henry  should 
seem  so  much  more  valuable  than  the  unceasing  attentions  of  Lady 
Augusta ;  but  she  was  very  kind,  and  he  was  grateful,  and  the 
awkward  reserve  which  had  marked  him  on  his  first  arrival  wore 
off  before  his  departure,  and  when  Lady  Augusta  hoped  they 
should  soon  see  him  again,  and  Sir  Henry  bade  him  remember 
that  he  was  engaged  to  eat  his  Christmas  dinner  with  them, 
Claude  responded  to  the  invitation  with  a  readiness  which  satis- 
fied Lady  Augusta  that  the  first  scene  of  the  first  act  of  her  drama 
had  been  successfully  performed.  "  We  will  all  write  to  you, 
Claude,"  were  Lady  Augusta's  parting  words :  "  and  Helen  shall 
tell  you  how  the  kitten  and  the  puppy  agree."  Claude  did  not 
particularly  wish  to  hear  from  Helen,  who  was  to  him  only  a 
pretty  little  forward  child  of  ten  years  of  age,  very  apt  to  be  rude 
and  conceited  when  out  of  her  mamma's  sight ;  but  he  liked  any- 
thing which  kept  up  the  connection  with  Ivors, — was  duly 
grateful,  and  promised  to  write  in  return ;  and  Lady  Augusta 
kept  Helen  by  her  side  in  the  hall,  that  she  might  see  the  last  of 
"  dear  Claude,"  though  the  child  was  in  an  agony  to  run  away  to 
her  doll,  and  made  her  escape  just  as  Maurice,  who  was  to  ride 
with  his  friend  into  Wingfield,  came  rushing  down  the  stairs, 
nearly  throwing  his  little  sister  down  in  his  eagerness ;  and  mount- 
ing his  pony,  called  out  to  Claude  that  they  should  be  desperately 
late,  and  rode  off  with  him. 

"  A  charming  boy,  Claude  ! "  said  Lady  Augusta,  as  she  went 
back  to  the  library,  to  give  an  account  of  the  departure  to  the 
Admiral. 
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"  Your  Ladyship  is  pleased  to  flatter  him,"  was  the  reply ;  and 
Lady  Augusta  drew  back,  feeling  that  she  had  touched  upon  a 
peculiarity. 


CHAPTER  V. 

Eight  years !  a  long  time  to  pass,  a  short  time  perhaps  to  describe. 
Yet  many  events  happened  in  the  eight  years  which  dated  from 
Claude  Egerton's  first  visit  to  Ivors, — events  interesting  and  im- 
portant, and  certainly  not  without  their  result  upon  the  characters 
and  fortunes  of  the  individuals  who  were  at  that  time  associated 
in  intimacy,  but  which  wftuld  sound  wearisome  if  chronicled.  It 
would  be  vain,  for  instance,  to  tell  how  Helen  was  tutored,  lectured, 
and  made  to  speak  French  like  a  Parisian,  and  chatter  German 
to  a  German  maid,  and  discourse  upon  Italy  in  the  pure  "  lingua 
Toscana  in  bocca  Romana,"  which  seemed  in  its  sweetness  as 
though  it  must  have  been  her  native  tongue.  Useless  would  it 
be  to  give  a  catalogue  of  the  books  which  she  read  with  Lady 
Augusta,  or  the  courses  of  mathematics  and  logic  which  she 
followed  with  the  tutor  who  instructed  Maurice  in  the  holidays ; 
and  though  it  was  very  pleasant  to  hear  her  light  fingers  rush 
over  the  piano  or  touch  the  harp,  and  enrapturing  to  listen  to 
the  thrilling  notes  of  her  rich,  liquid  voice,  it  would  be  but  an 
uninteresting  task  to  enumerate  the  professors  who  instructed  her 
in  the  early  visits  to  London,  or  the  musical  ladies  who  occasion- 
ally spent  a  few  months  at  Ivors  for  the  purpose  of  giving  Miss 
Clare  a  lesson. 

So  also  with  Claude  Egerton's  intimacy  at  Ivors.  If  Lady 
Augusta  was  satisfied  with  the  result,  there  can  be  no  need  to 
inquire  into  the  means  by  which  it  was  attained.  Claude's  visits 
were  very  like  each  other.  The  progress  of  his  acquaintance  was 
quite  natural.  It  was  only  by  degrees  that  it  came  to  be  considered 
a  matter  of  course  that  he  should  always  spend  Cliristmas  at  Ivors. 
There  was  no  restraint  put  upon  his  inclinations,  and  latterly  he 
had  been  there  very  little,  having  spent  more  than  a  year  and  a 
half  on  a  continental  tour.  Even  the  lynx-eyed  old  Admiral, 
who  had,  after  two  years'  uncertainty,  bought  a  small  estate  be- 
tween Ivors  and  Wingfield,  could  see  no  reason  to  find  fault. 
Every  thing  was  managed  by  Lady  Augusta  with  apparent 
simplicity,  and  Helen  herself  was  so  entirely  free  from  any 
consciousness  of  the  web  which  was  weaving   for  her  future 
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destinies,  that  it  would  have  seemed  wrong  to  suggest  a  euspicion 
of  plan  or  meaning  in  all  that  went  on. 

Whether  the  Admiral  might  have  been  more  clearsighted  if 
differently  circumstanced,  may  perhaps  be  doubted.  But  his 
interests  were  now  wholly  given  to  Mrs.  Graham;  and  Lady 
Augusta,  finding  that  the  preoccupation  of  his  thoughts  prevented 
him  from  interfering  with  her  own  schemes,  was  less  inclined  to 
quarrel  with  conduct  which  might  at  times  have  been  construed 
into  neglect.  He  had  grown  very  infirm  in  the  course  of  eight 
years,  and  seldom  now  moved  from  his  own  fireside  at  Heath 
Lodge,  though  Lady  Augusta  gave  him  stated  invitation^  at  stated 
times,  and  visited  him  regularly  once  a  month,  and  made  Helen 
ride  over  much  oftener.  She  cared  nothing  for  him ;  indeed,  if 
obliged  to  confess  the  truth,  she  would  probably  haVe  owned  that 
she  disliked  him ;  and  undoubtedly  she  was  quite  conscious  that 
he  disliked  her ;  but  dislike  had  no  infiuence  upon  Lady  Augusta's 
actions.  Hers  was  the  worldly  charity  which  can  "bear  all 
things  **  for  its  own  object ;  and  whilst  the  fact  of  the  Admiral^s 
residence  at  Heath  Lodge  brought  Claude  Egerton  moris  frequently 
into  the  neighbourhood  of  Ivors,  she  was  quite  willing  to  make 
the  little  sacrifices  of  cordiality  which  were  required  to  keep  Upon 
good  terms  with  the  gouty,  irritable,  but  kind-hearted  old  matt. 

Eight  years  had  worked  great  changes  also  in  Mrs.  Glraham's 
family.  Susan  Graham  Was  now  nineteen,  and  Isabella  Was  seveh- 
teen,  and  Anna  was  growing  so  tail  as  quite  to  look  down  upon 
her  eldest  sister,  and  Charlie  had  long  since  cut  all  his  teeth,  and 
ceased  to  take  much  interest  in  old  Miss  Harvey's  parrot,  and 
instead,  was  a  schoolboy,  proud  of  standing  high  in  the  opinion  of 
the  head  master  of  the  Wingfield  Grammar  School,  though  M 
much  devoted  to  cricket  as  to  Latin  verses. 

Mrs.  Graham  had  many  anxieties,  but  they  had  not  jet  made  her 
look  old.  Wrinkles  had  marked  but  lightly  her  sweet  bright 
clever  face ;  upon  the  whole,  perhaps,  it  was  more  sunshiny  than 
when  she  first  came  to  Wingfield.  Sorrow  for  her  husband's  loss 
was  then  too  recent  to  be  shaken  off.  Now,  the  first  poignant 
grief  was  softened ;  though  he  was  always  present  to  her  in 
thought ;  she  could  feel  that  she  was  travelling  towards  raUier 
than  away  from  him,  and  care  for  the  children  had  drawn  her  out  of 
herself,  and  restored  the  naturally  cheerful  tone  of  her  mind.  The 
Admiral  often  said  that  she  was  much  the  youngest  of  the  party,  and 
certainly  she  was  more  like  Susan's  elder  sister  than  her  mother. 
Activity  and  energy,  both  of  body  and  mind,  she  possessed  in 
an  uncommon  degree,  and  so  far  she  was  like  Lady  Augusta; 


IVORS.  27 

but  there  was  no  love  of  power  in  Mrs.  Graham.  It  was  a  gentle, 
fresh,  inspiriting  influence  which  she  exercised.  Lady  Augusta 
cared  only  to  show  what  she  could  do  herself;  Mrs.  Graham 
thought  only  of  what  she  could  induce  others  to  do.  Her  daughters 
were  very  unlike  her ;  they  resembled  their  father  more  than  their 
mother ;  and  Colonel  Graham  had  been  a  reserved  man,  with  a 
tendency  to  morbidness,  which  was  painfully  inherited  by  Isabella ; 
whilst  Atina  had  exhibited  from  infancy  a  proud  and  wayward  tem- 
per, requiring  the  utmost  tact  to  subdue.  Mrs.  Graham  had  serious 
difficulties  to  encounter,  and  much  experience  to  gain  in  the 
labour  of  education ;  and  she  made  many  blunders,  and  received  a 
great  deal  of  good  and  bad  advice  from  her  friends  in  consequence  ; 
but  in  spite  of  it  all,  in  sotne  unaccountable  way, — unaccountable 
at  least  to  Lady  Augusta— ^  the  blunders  worked  well  in  the  end. 
No  house  was  more  cheerful  than  Wingfield  Court, — no  home 
was  more  domestic, — no  children  could  be  more  affectionate  or 
dutiful  than  Mrs.  Graham's.  The  problem  was  not  easily  solved 
by  the  world,  still  less  by  Mrs.  Graham  herself.  She  was  so 
conscious  of  her  own  deficiencies,  it  seemed  wonderful  that  her 
children  should  turn  out  so  well.  She  felt  it  to  be  a  special  mercy, 
the  answer — as  she  humbly  trusted — to  many  imperfect  but 
very  earnest  prayers ;  and  so  she  put  aside  every  thought  of  herself, 
and  worked  on  as  before,  gladly  and  hopefully,  with  the  watchful 
inward  eye  keeping  guard  over  the  pure  spring  of  the  inward  life, 
and  the  fountain  of  love  and  thankfulness  welling  forth  from  it 
unceasingly,  to  be  the  source  of  vigour  and  earnestness  to  all 
around  her. 

Self-education !  there  lay  the  secret.  Doubtless  God  does  hear 
and  answer  prayer,  a  mother's  prayer  especially ;  but  He  has  for 
the  most  part  willed  to  Work  by  means,  and  we  have  no  tight  to 
expect  miracles  to  be  interposed  in  our  favour. 

If  we  do  what  we  teach,  our  children  will  do  the  same ;  and 
they  will  do  what  we  do,  in  spite  of  our  teaching  5  and  no  system, 
be  it  ever  so  wise,  will  worit  for  good  without  good  practice ;  and 
no  system,  be  it  ever  so  erroneous,  will  work  entirely  for  evil 
with  it. 

It  is  no  new  maxim.  The  proverb  that  example  is  better  than 
precept,  is  older  than  any  one  now  living.  Perhaps  we  might  put 
it  more  strongly,  and  say  that  precept  is  nothing  without  practice, 
strictly  and  literally.  So  when  we  sigh  over  the  low,  worldly, 
selfish  tone  of  mind  which,  in  spite  of  careful  <a*aining,  we  perhaps 
discover  in  our  children,  we  may  learn  to  search  into  our  own 
hearts  for  the  cause. 
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The  morning  occupations  were  finished.  Anna  was  putting 
awaj  her  books,  Isabella  closing  the  piano,  Susan  seated  at  a  little 
writing-table,  just  beginning  a  note. 

"  Look  at  Susan,"  said  Anna,  laughing ;  "  beginning  to  write 
now :  why  it  wants  only  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  dinner ! " 

"  Just  enough  time,"  replied  Susan :  "  we  shall  be  going  out 
directly  after  dinner." 

"  Not  directly  after  dinner,  I  hope,"  said  Isabella,  rather  lan- 
guidly.    "I  hate  going  out  so  soon." 

"  We  must  set  off  rather  soon  if  we  mean  to  go  to  the  Lodge," 
continued  Anna ;  "  the  days  are  beginning  to  close  in." 

'*  And  the  Admiral  keeps  us  so  long,  always,"  said  Isabella : 
"  his  stories  with  mamma  are  never  ending." 

"  Poor  dear  old  Admiral ! "  exclaimed  Susan,  looking  up.  "  You 
must  remember  to  take  him  Charlie's  last  letter.  I  promised  it  to 
him  the  last  time  I  saw  him." 

"  Don't  you  mean  to  go  yourself,  Susan  ?  "  inquired  Isabella,  in 
a  tone  of  disappointment. 

"  I  shall,  if  I  don't  ride ;  but  Helen  said  she  would  come  over 
if  she  could." 

"  We  shall  never  have  you,  now  Helen  is  come  back,"  observed 
Isabella,  sighing :  "  that  is  the  only  reason  why  I  dislike  her 
being  here." 

"Perhaps  the  pony  I  ride  will  be  out,"  said  Susan,  good- 
humouredly ;  "  and  then  I  can't  go.  You  know  Helen  only  comes 
over  on  speculation." 

"  She  ought  to  be  here  by  half-past  two,  if  she  comes  at  all, 
and  she  won't  manage  that,"  said  Anna. 

"  Why  not  ?"  asked  Susan. 

"  Only  because  Anna  has  settled  that  she  won't,"  exclaimed 
Isabella.  "  Anna's  love  of  punctuality  and  Helen's  dislike  to  it 
never  suit,  you  know." 

"  Helen  is  improved,  lately,"  observed  Susan. 

"  So  like  you,  dear  Susan  ! "  exclaimed  Isabella :  "  yon  never 
will  hear  a  word  against  Helen." 

"  I  only  like  truth,"  replied  Susan ;  "  and  Helen  is  certainly 
improved." 

"  I  can't  say  that  I  see  it,"  said  Anna. 

"  Or  that  we  have  had  much  opportunity  of  seeing  it,"  observed 
Isabella,  laughing  ;  "  she  has  not  been  here  since  April." 

Susan  laughed  too.  "  Well  ?  we  will  give  up  the  punctuality, 
if  you  insist.     She  was  very  troublesome  last  year,  I  remember." 

"  She  ought  to  have  learnt  better  by  this  time,"  said  Anna. 
"How  Lady  Augusta  scolds  when  she  is  late !" 
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"  Just  the  way  to  make  her  worse,"  observed  Isabella.  "  Helen 
always  goes  precisely  the  reverse  way  to  what  Lady  Augusta 
wishes." 

"Dear  Isabella!  please — I  can't  bear  to  hear  you  say  such 
things,"  exclaimed  Susan,  "  People  will  think,  by  and  by,  that 
you  mean  them." 

"  Isabella  does  mean  them,"  said  Anna,  "  and  you  would  mean 
them  too,  Susan,  if  you  would  acknowledge  wh^t  is  at  the  bottom 
of  your  heart.  But  you  know  we  are  both  very  fond  of  Helen," 
she  added,  playfully,  "  only  not  quite  so  blind  as  you  are." 

"I  always  understand  Susan's  blindness,"  said  Isabella;  "I 
should  be  blind  too  if  any  one  was  as  fond  of  me  as  Helen  is  of 
Susan." 

"A  great  many  people  are  just  as  fond  of  you,  Bella  dear,  if 
you  would  but  believe  it." 

Isabella  sighed.  "  I  don't  envy  you,  Susan  ;  I  know  you  quite 
deserve  it;  but  I  should  like  to  be  as  taking  as  you  are." 

"  I  don't  think  Susan  is  taking,"  exclaimed  Aiina,  bluntly. 

Susan  laughed  heartily.  "  Thank  you,  Anna ;  I  never  was 
conceited  enough  yet  to  believe  that  I  was.  If  I  were  beautiful, 
and  graceful,  and  clever *' 

"LikcfrHelen,"  said  Anna,  archly. 

"Well  like  Helen, — I  may  just  as  well  say  it;  though  you  will 
be  sure  to  quiz  me.  She  really  is  taking ;  and  if  any  one  ever  has 
a  fancy  for  me,  I  know  it  is  merely  by  way  of  contrast." 

"  I  don't  profess  to  comprehend  that  very  deep  sentence,"  said 
Anna  with  mock  gravity,  as  she  looked  at  the  clock.  "Five 
minutes,  Susan,  if  you  wish  to  finish  your  letter." 

"  I  can't  finish  it  now,"  said  Susan,  thoughtfully.  "Isabella,  I 
am  sure  you  must  know  what  I  mean.  When  persons  are  tired  of 
taking  people " 

"  Then  they  take  to  untaking  ones,"  exclaimed  Anna,  laughing. 

"  Yes,  for  a  kind  of  rest." 

"  I  should  not  care  why  I  was  taken  to,"  said  Isabella,  earnestly, 
"  if  I  could  only  make  friends  like  Susan." 

"  I  don't  think  the  number  of  one's  friends  signifies,"  said  Susan. 

"  I  didn't  mean  friends,  but  a  friend." 

"  One  dear  friend  with  whom  you  might  retire  from  the  world 
and  keep  poultry,"  said  Anna.  "  That  was  always  my  notion  of 
a  friend  when  I  was  five  years  old ;  I  don't  think  I  should  dislike 
it  now ;  I  am  very  fond  of  Dorkings." 

"  I  can't  talk  to  you,  Anna ;  I  can  to  Susan,"  said  Isabella. 

"You  had  better  talk  to  mamma,"  exclaimed  Anna,  as  her 
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mother  entered  the  room.  "  Dear  mamma,  Isabella  has  set  her 
heart  upon  retiring  from  the  cares  of  life,  and  keeping  Dorkings : 
you  won't  object  ?  " 

"  Not  if  she  likes  it,  certainly.  But  Susan,  my  love,  you  and  I 
must  not  give  up  life's  cares  just  yet; — there  is  an  invitation  from 
Lady  Augusta  to  a  dinner  party." 

*'  Oh,  mamma !  and  is  there  any  message  from  Helen  about  the 
riding  ?  " 

"  Much  more  important  than  the  invitation,"  whispered  Anna, 
as  her  sister  took  the  note. 

Susan's  countenance  when  she  laid  it  down  again  was  expres- 
sive. It  betokened  annoyance,  which  even  a  very  calm,  self-con- 
trolled character  could  not  instantly  check. 

"Faithless?"  asked  Anna,  in  a  provoking  tone.  But  when 
Susan  did  not  smile  she  went  up  to  her  and  kissed  her,  and  whis- 
pered, "  I  can't  bear  her,  if  she  vexes  you." 

"  It  is  not  Helen ;  it  is  Lady  Augusta,"  said  Susan.  "Mamma, 
why  does  she  write  in  this  way  ?" 

"  Because  it  suits  her  my  love,  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
in  a  tone  of  indifference. 

Susan  took  up  the  note  again,  and  Anna  peeped  over  her 
shoulder  and  read  it  aloud :  —  * 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Graham,  —  The  Admiral  and  Mr.  Egerton  dine 
with  us  to-morrow,  and  I  am  sure  it  will  give  them  pleasure  to 
meet  you  and  your  eldest  daughter.  May  we  hope  to  see  you  at 
half-past  six  ?  I  regret  that  we  cannot  offer  beds,  as  our  house  is 
full.     Sir  Henry  unites  with  me  in  kind  compliments. 

"  Believe  me  very  truly  yours, 

"  Augusta.  Clare. 

"  Helen  begs  me  to  add  that  she  is  sorry  it  will  not  be  in  her 
power  to  ride  with  your  daughter  this  afternoon." 

Anna  caught  the  note  from  her  sister's  hand  and  tossed  it  on 
the  table.  "  Kind  compliments  indeed !  Mamma  what  does  she 
mean  ?  " 

"  That  she  wants  us  to  dine  with  her,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham,  quietly. 

"Our  aunt.  Lady  Augusta!  as  some  people  will  persist  in 
calling  her,"  said  Isabella,  looking  very  much  amused. 

"  Aunt !  I  would  rather  have  a  kitchen-maid  for  my  aunt !  " 
exclaimed  Anna.  "  Dear  mamma ! "  and  she  drew  near  her 
mother  and  put  her  arm  round  her,  "  I  don't  mean  to  be  naughty, 
but  you  must  let  me  speak  out." 
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^^  You  will  do  it  whether  I  let  you  or  not,  I  am  afraid,  child,'' 
said  Mrs.  Graham,  lightly.  ^^  But  Anna  dear,  seriously,  I  don't 
like  that  off-hand  way  of  talking.  After  all  thdre  is  nothing  so 
very  dreadful  in  the  note." 

"Only  that  she  might  have  written  it  if  we  were  perfect 
strangers,"  said  Isabella. 

"  Scarcely :  she  would  not  give  strangers  quite  such  a  abort  in- 
vitation." 

"  Mamma  can  be  as  bitter  as  we  are  when  she  likes  it,"  said 
Anna,  archly. 

"  It  is  too  much  of  a  trifle  to  be  bitter  about,"  observed  Mrs. 
Graham. 

"  It  is  just  like  Lady  Augusta,"  said  Isabella. 

"  And  not  at  all  like  Helen,"  remarked  Susan,  taking  up  the 
note  again.     "  Mamma  must  we  go  ?  " 

"  Of  course,  my  love :  we  have  no  excuse  for  declining." 

"  But  it  ia  80  rude,"  exclaimed  Anna.  "  One  can't  accept  rude- 
ness." 

"  I  never  do  accept  it,  Anna :  I  never  suppose  it  can  be  in- 
tended." 

"  Dear  mamma !  we  shall  never  be  as  good  as  you  are,"  said 
Susan. 

"  I  am  afraid  there  is  more  worldly  wisdom  than  goodness  m 
the  principle,  Susan.  But  I  have  found  it  save  me  a  great  deal 
of  annoyance  in  life.  If  people  are  inclined  to  be  disagreeable, 
nothing  baffles  them  so  much  as  not  to  have  it  acknowledged.  As 
for  Lady  Augusta,  it  really  is  not  worth  while  to  take  any  notice ; 
she  is  so  changeable ;  if  she  is  rude  to-day  she  will  be  civil  to- 
morrow." 

"  That  is  what  tries  me  in  her,"  said  Susan.  "  If  she  would  be 
always  rude  I  shouldn't  care.  But  just  before  they  went  to  Lon- 
don she  was  as  amiable  as  possible :  she  all  but  kissed  me  when 
she  said  good-bye." 

"  What  an  escape ! "  exclaimed  Anna.  "  ^nt  really,  mamma, 
why  should  you  go  to-morrow  ?  " 

"  Because,  as  I  said  before,  I  don't  exactly  see  how  we  can  say 
no ;  and  the  Admiral  would  be  disappointed." 

"  It  is  a  trying  thing  to  him  to  dine  at  Ivors,"  said  Isabella. 
"  Mr.  Egerton  used  to  say  that  he  never  could  induce  him 
to  accept  an  invitation  if  ho  had  two  days  given  him  to  think 
about  it." 

"  Mr.  Egerton  will  be  with  him  now  to  support  him,"  said 
Susan.     "I  didn't  know  he  was  returned  from  abroad." 
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"  He  came. back  the  day  before  yesterday,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
" It  will  be  one  pleasure  to-morrow  to  meet  him."- 

"Yes,"  observed  Susan,  heartily.  "I  dare  say  we  shall  see 
him  at  the  Lodge  this  afternoon." 

"  He  will  be  out  shooting,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Besides, 
Susan,  one  can't  all  at  once  rush  into  travels,  which  is  what  you 
would  like." 

"  I  can  with  him,"  said  Susan.  "  He  is  the  most  getting-on- 
able-with  person,  as  Helen  would  call  him,  that  I  ever  knew, — at 
least  he  was.     I  suppose  his  travels  have  not  altered  him." 

"  Of  course  he  gets  on  with  Helen,"  said  Isabella.  "  She  has 
known  him  all  her  life.     He  frightens  me." 

Susan  was  for  a  moment  thoughtful.  "  I  suppose  he  would  be 
called  frightening ;  but,  mamma,  is  any  one  really  frightening 
who  lets  you  feel  in  conversation  that  you  are  treading  on  fiim 
ground ;  that  he  has  no  quicksands  in  his  mind  ?  " 

Mrs.  Graham  smiled.  "  I  can't  answer  metaphysical  questions 
all  in  a  hurry,  dear  child.  Besides,  I  must  write  my  answer  now ; 
and  then  —  to  dinner." 


CHAPTER  VI. 


"  CLAtJDE,  my  boy,  what  do  you  intend  to  do  with  yourself  now  ?" 
asked  the  Admiral,  as  Claude  Egerton  stood  by  the  fire,  waiting, 
in  compliance  with  one  of  the  old  man's  fancies,  to  pour  out  the 
glass  of  port  wine  with  which  he  always  concluded  the  luncheon, 
which  it  was  his  whim  to  eat  alone  in  his  own  study. 

The  answer  came  very  slowly.  Claude  Egerton  was  always 
rather  slow  in  speech,  and  the  question  was  a  serious  one. 

"  I  have  thought  of  Parliament,  sir,  if  the  present  member  for 
Ramsay  should  resign,  as  they  say  he  will.  I  am  not  sure,  how- 
ever, that  I  am  fitted  for  it." 

"  Pshaw !  That  old  mock  modesty !  Throw  it  away,  my  boy, 
as  soon  as  you  can ;  it  will  do  you  more  harm  than  good.  Why 
on  earth  are  you  not  as  well  fitted  for  Parliament  as  half  the 
boobies  who  enter  it  ?  " 

"  Precisely,  my  dear  sir ;"  and  Claude  smiled  with  a  singularly 
arch  smile,  which  lit  up  his  clever,  grave,  but  stern  face  so  as 
entirely  to  change  its  expression.  "  It  is  because  I  feel  they  are 
boobies  that  I  don't  want  to  add  one  to  the  number." 
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"  Well  enough !  if  you  hadn't,  as  all  the  world  knows,  talent 
enough  to  be  prime  minister.  I  don't  understand  shirking  respon- 
sibility ;  it's  not  what  I  should  have  expected  from  you." 

"  Let  me  cut  the  wing  of  that  fowl  for  you,  sir,"  and  Claude 
tried  to  take  the  knife  out  of  the  Admiral's  unsteady  hand.  But 
it  was  held  firmly. 

<<  No,  no,  I  am  not  going  to  be  balked  in  that  fashion.  Speak 
out  plainly  like  a  man." 

''  It  is  difficult  to  be  plain  to  others,  sir,  when  one  is  not  yet 
plain  to  oneself." 

"  High  time  you  should  be.  Five-and-twenty  I  and  not  know  your 
own  mind.     For  shame ! " 

*'  I  say  for  shame  myself  very  often  ;  but  I  have  a  question  as 
to  the  direction  and  ordering  of  circumstances." 

"Mere  folly!  A  wise  man  makes  his  own  circumstances. 
Besides,  don't  tell  me  that  you  don't  know  your  own  mind. 
There's  not  a  man  in  England  who  has  a  better  judgment  or  a 
stronger  will  of  his  own  than  my  friend  Claude  Egerton." 

Claude  showed  no  elation  at  the  compliment.  He  poured  out 
the  Admiral's  wine,  and  then  sat  himself  down  by  his  side,  and 
said  gravely,  "  I  can  talk  to  you,  sir,  as  I  could  not  talk  to  every 
one.  Parliament  or  no  Parliament  is  not  the  question  with  me. 
I  only  want  to  see  where  Grod  has  placed  my  duties." 

"  Well,  yes ;  we  understand  each  other;"  and  the  Admiral  put 
his  large,  bony  hand  affectionately  upon  Claude's,  and  then  drew 
it  back  as  though  ashamed  of  the  weakness. 

"  There  was  a  maxim  you  taught  me  yourself,  sir,  when  I  was 
a  boy,"  said  Claude,  "  Those  serve  their  country  best,  who  serve 
their  God  best." 

"  Very  likely,  very  likely.  What  has  that  to  do  with  Parlia- 
ment?" 

Claude  laughed.  "  A  good  deal  as  regards  myself.  If  I  spend 
my  money  in  contested  elections,  and  my  time  in  making  bad 
laws,  my  people  will  be  left  to  take  care  of  themselves." 

"  Elections  needn't  always  be  contested,  and  laws  needn't  always 
be  bad,"  replied  the  Admiral ;  "  and  if  they  are,  no  thanks  to  you 
for  keeping  out  of  Parliament,  and  not  trying  to  make  them  better. 
No,  no,  Claude ;  depend  upon  it  a  man  never  blunders  by  taking 
a  large  grasp  of  duties,  when  Providence  puts  the.  outward  means 
of  performing  them  in  his  power.  If  you  were  a  beggar  £ 
wouldn't  say,  go  into  Parliament;  and  if  you  were  an  idiot,  I 
wouldn't  say  it  either ;  but  being,  as  you  are,  a  young  fellow  with 
a  fine  fortune  and  fine  talents^  I  say,  make  the  most  of  them." 
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**  And  my  people  ?  " 

"  Your  people !  why  they  won't  be  one  whit  worse  off,  for  not 
having  you  always  at  their  elbows  to  eonsult.  Hot  bed !  hot  bed ! 
It's  the  growing  evil  of  the  day.  Landlords,  and  schoolmasters, 
and  parents,-— we  must  all  have  others  hanging  upon  us,  liring 
upon  us.  We  have  no  notion  of  teaching  people  to  stand  on  their 
own  legs." 

"  Not  quite  the  general  opinion,  that,"  observed  Claude.  *'The 
complaint  one  most  often  hears  i»  of  n^lect." 

"  Past  neglect  if  you  will ;  and  present  too  amongst  a  certain 
set.  But  tare's  an  astonishing  mania  abroad  for  doing  good,  and 
wonderfully  little  wisdom  in  setting  about  it." 

^'  I  dare  say  you  are  right,  sir.  I  quite  feel  the  wonderfully 
little  wisdom  I  have  mys^." 

^'  Of  course  you  do ;  what  sensible  man  doesn't  ?  So  much  the 
more  reason  why  you  shouldn't  wish  to  have  a  train*  of  people 
following  your  blunders." 

^'  Still  I  must  be  answerable  for  the  ieme^  on  my  own 
property;' 

"  A  mother  is  answerable  for  her  children.  It  does  not  follow 
that  she  is  the  less  answerable  for  her  husband,  and  her  friends, 
and  her  acquaintances." 

"  It  is  very  difficult  to  classify  duties,"  observed  Claude. 

^'  Not  at  all  difficult  to  common  sense,"  exclaimed  the  Admiral. 
''  If  Providence  had  willed  that  we  should  be  only  fathers,  or  only 
masters,  or  only  landlords,  or  only  members  of  Parliament,  the 
world  would  have  been  so  arranged  that  a  man  who  had  one  task 
would  never  have  been  called  upon  to  attend  to  another.  But 
things  being  as  they  are,  and  life  having  many  claims,  why,  we 
must  needs  attend  to  them  all  as  best  we  can*  And  r^nember, 
Claude,  one  duty  helps  another.  The  man  who  undertakes  tbe 
most  will  in  the  long  run  do  the  best,  so  long  as  he  does  it  for 
God." 

Claude  pondered. 

"  You  don't  own  it,"  continued  the  Admiral  5  "  you  wiH  by 
and  by." 

^*  I  should  be  glad  to  see  it,"  said  Claude. 

"  Try, — that's  all  I  say ;  try.  Come  duties,  come  will.  Loads 
of  things  to  be  done  in  the  world ;  loads  of  power  to  do  them 
with ;  tibat  is  Grod's  appointment.  It's  a  large  heart  that*s  wanted, 
my  boy." 

"  And  so  I  go  to  Parliament,"  said  Claude,  doubtfully. 

"  And  so  you  go  to  Parliament,"  repeated  the  Admiral. 
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"  And  as  a  preliminary  step,  dine  with  Sir  Henry  Clare,  and 
dicuss  politics,"  continued  Claude. 

"  Pshaw !  Sir  Henry  Clare !  Your  opinion  now  is  wcwrth  twenty 
of  his." 

"That  may  not  be  saying  much,"  replied  Claude,  smiling. 
*<  Not  but  that  he  is  a  very  good-hearted,  worthy  man ;  only  one 
would  not  quite  like  him  for  a  leader." 

**  Better  he  than  Lady  Augusta.  Whatever  you  do,  my  good 
fellow,  don't  follow  her." 

"  I  can't  forget  old  times,"  said  Claude. 

*<The  hollowest-hearted  woman  in  Christendom!"  exclaimed 
the  Admiral ;  "  and  the  girl  is  built  upon  the  san^  plan." 

"  Helen !  It  is  actually  two  years  since  I  have  seen  her.  She 
is  come  out  now,  I  suppose." 

"  Come  out — presented — grand  as  a  duchess.  Rushed  through 
London, — ive  bails  a  night!  Down  again  into  the  country, — 
brown  hoUand  and  sweet  simplicity!     Faugh!" 

Claude  laughed,  but  not  as  though  he  paid  much  attention  to 
what  was  said.     He  repeated  again  to  himself,  "  And  so  I  go  to 
JParliament." 

The  Admiral  understood  him.     "  What  man?  Doubtful.?" 

"  I  must  think.     You  know  I  always  required  that." 

"  Wilful,  as  usual.     Nerer  would  be  guided." 

"  Yes,  guided ;  not  governed.     I  must  govern  myself." 

"Be  quick  about  it  then." 

"  I  give  myself  two  days.     By  that  time  I  will  decide." 

"  And  lose  your  chance  by  delay,"  was  the  Admiral's  impatient 
rejoinder.  "Who  knows  that  Ramsay  is  not  vacant  at  this 
moment?" 

Claude  only  answered  by  a  smile  of  good-humoured  determina- 
tion, which  in  boyhood  might  possibly  have  betokened  obstinacy. 

The  Admiral  'required  some  soothing  after  this  conversation. 
He  loved  Claude  Egerton  as  his  own  child, — he  admired  and 
respected  him ;  but  he  could  never  quite  make  up  his  mind  that 
he  was  not  to  govern  him.  The  man-of-war  authority  to  which 
he  had  so  long  been  accustomed,  was  a  habit  of  mind  which  showed 
itself  to  every  one ;  most  especially  to  persons  over  whom  he  had 
once  exercised  it.  And  Claude  often  deceived  him  unintention- 
aUy.  That  quiet,  considerate,  deferential  manner  of  his,  seemed 
so  very  like  acquiescence.  The  Admiral  had  often  talked  with 
him  for  hours,  laying  down  the  law,  and  arguing  under  the  fullest 
belief  that  he  was  gaining  the  day,  and  at  the  end  found  that  he 
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had  arrived  no  further  than  what  to  him  was  the  very  unsatis- 
factory conclusion,  "  I  will  think." 

They  might  perhaps  have  quarrelled,  had  not  the  Admiral 
generally  found  that  Claude  ultimately  reached  the  same  point 
with  himself,  and  acknowledged  frankly  and  courteously,  that  his 
opinion  had  assisted  him  in  gaining  it.  Such  a  concession  was 
perhaps  a  greater  triumph  in  the  end  than  a  more  hasty  victory ; 
but  the. delay  was  unquestionably  a  trial  at  the  time.  The 
Admiral  did  not  care  for  influence,  but  he  dearly  loved  obedience, 
for  he  had  been  accustomed  to  it  all  his  life.  And  Claude  Egerton 
was  a  person  of  singular  independence  of  character,  cautious,  and 
conscientious.  It  was  an  actual  impossibility  to  him  to  yield 
without  conviction,  or  to  be  convinced  without  reason  and  thought 
from  the  working  of  his  own  mind.  This  parliamentary  ques- 
tion had  been  brought  forward  two  years  before,  just  previous 
to  his  going  abroad.  The  Admiral  had  urged  his  wish  then  with 
all  the  vehemence  and  eloquence  he  could  command,  and  an  amount 
of  praise  of  Claude's  talents,  which  would  have  been  flattery  from 
any  other  lips,  but  which  from  his  was  merely  the  outpouring  of 
a  genuine,  hearty  appreciation  that  could  not  be  restrained. 
Claude  was  not  injured  by  this.  At  the  very  outset  of  life,  whilst 
yet  comparatively  a  boy,  he  had  carefully  and  dispassionately 
weighed  his  own  powers,  his  advantages,  and  the  temptations 
incident  to  his  natural  character.  He  had  high  aims,  and  he  was 
anxious  to  know  how  far  he  might  hope  to  attain  them ;  and  the 
very  justice  of  his  self-appreciation  kept  him  from  the  snare  of 
vanity.  Knowing  well  what  he  could  do,  he  was  not  to  be  deceived 
as  to  what  he  could  not  do.  Eloquent  he  would  never  be ;  popular 
he  was  not  likely  to  be.  A  public  leader  he  might  possibly 
become  under  peculiar  circumstances,  but  they  were  such  as  were 
not  likely  to  arise.  There  was  no  very  tempting  opening  for  him 
in  the  path  of  worldly  ambition,  in  spite  of  all  that  the  Admiral 
might  say.  '  But  Claude  Egerton's  aims  were  not  worldly ;  and 
the  knowledge  that  he  might  probably  labour  for  a  life,  and  leave 
a  name  which  should  never  go  down  to  posterity,  except  as  one 
amongst  the  insignificant  thousands  who  have  worked  for  their 
fellow-creatures,  and  received  their  reward  from  God,  had  no 
influence  upon  his  energy. 

Politics  had,  however,  been  put  aside  when  first  suggested, 
because  Claude  felt  his  own  ignorance  upon  many  points  which 
he  knew  to  be  essential  to  a  legislator.  Now  it  appeared  to  him 
under  a  different  form.  He  had  travelled,  and  thought,  and  read ; 
and  although  the  duties  which  a  seat  in  Parliament  involved  were 
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not  alluring  to  his  taste,  he  no  longer  felt  that  they  were  beyond 
his  powers. 

His  mind  was  almost  made  up  when  he  began  his  conversation 
with  the  Admiral; — perhaps  it  might  have  been  well  if  he  had 
given  the  old  man  an  intimation  of  the  fact  before  leaving  him. 
He  would  have  spared  him  a  half -hour  of  irritation,  and  prepared 
a  more  cheerful  welcome  for  Mrs.  Graham,  Susan,  and  Isabella 
when  they  made  their  appearance  in  the  library.  The  Admiral 
was  not  cross  with  his  favourites ;  he  was  only  mournful ;  and  it 
was  in  a  most  dolorous  key  that  he  began, — 

"  So  you're  come  at  last.  I  thought  I  never  was  to  see  you 
again.  I  thought  you  must  all  be  ill.  Susan,  youVe  lost  all 
your  good  looks." 

"  That  supposes  I  had  some  to  lose,"  replied  Susan  laughing;  "  so 
I  must  be  grateful  for  the  compliment." 

"  Young  people  always  have  good  looks  to  lose.  It's  only  wo 
old  folks  who  can  afford  to  be  seen  at  all  times.  I  don't  mean 
you,  Frances," — and  he  turned  hastily  to  Mrs.  Graham.  "You 
are  ten  years  younger  than  any  of  your  daughters." 

"  Tell-tale  grey  hairs  I  am  afraid  are  against  you,  my  dear  sir," 
said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Even  my  children  are  beginning  to  own 
that  I  am  silvery.  But  we  are  all  going  to  be  young  and  gay 
to-morrow,  I  hear,  and  dine  at  Ivors." 

"You  are  going,  are  you?"     His  face,  brightened  directly. 

"  We  had  an  invitation  from  Lady  Augusta  just  now,  and  we 
thought  of  accepting  it." 

"  Clever  old  woman !  she  knows  how  to  tempt  me.  I  vow, 
Frances,  if  I  hadn't  the  hope  of  meeting  some  one  better  worth 
speaking. to  than  she  is  I  never  would  set  foot  in  Ivors  again." 

"  There  is  always  Sir  Henry,"  observed.  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Well  enough,  if  one  gets  him  in  the  humour ;  but  he  is  not 
half  the  man  he  was :  she  cows  him.  And  now  the  girl  is  out,  as 
they  call  it " 

Susan  interrupted  him.  "  Helen  ?  Oh  please  not !  Helen  is 
charming." 

The  Admiral  turned  round  sharply ;  but  he  could  not  speak 
sharply.  The  little  face  once  seen  beneath  the  shade  of  the  close 
cottage  bonnet  might  have  altered  in  many  ways ;  but  its  ex- 
pression was  the  same  now  as  it  had  been  eight  years  before. 

"  My  child,  don't  trust  her,"  he  said  earnestly.  "  Don't  trust 
anything  that  has  been  educated  by  Lady  Augusta  Clare." 

"  That  would  be  the  only  reason  for  distrusting  her,"  said  Mrs. 
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Graham.  '^  There  is  nothing  insincere  in  Helen  herself:  she  comes 
of  a  different  stock." 

^  Grafted  on  a  crab,"  said  the  Admiral. 

''And  so  likely  to  turn  out  all  the  better  according  to  the 
analogy,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

The  Admiral  looked  annoyed.  ''  It's  the  thing  you  are  always 
tiresome  about,  Frances, — you  and  Claude  Egertcm.  By  the  bye, 
where  is  the  boy  ?    It's  a  shame  he  doesn't  come  in  to  see  you." 

''  He  was  walking  by  the  avenue  to  the  stables  as  we  came  up," 
said  Isabella.     ''  I  think  he  saw  us." 

''  I  liiink  he  didn't^  Miss  Isabella ;  he  knows  his  duty  to  old 
friends  too  well.  Susan,  my  dear,  may  I  ask  you  to  ring  that 
bell  ? —  ring  it  hard,  twice." 

Susan  rang  as  desired.     The  servant  entered. 

"Barnes,  where's  Mr.  Egerton?" 

"  He  went  down  by  the  farm,  sir ; — he  was  looking  at  the  new 
road." 

"  Tell  him  to  come  in, — I  want  him."  Then  seeing  a  smile 
pass  ^ver  Mrs.  Graham's  face,  the  Admiral  added,  "  Tell  him  Mrs. 
Graham  is  here,  and  the  young  ladies."  As  the  last  words  were 
spoken  bis  eye  rested  on  Susan. 

Notwithstanding  his  first  querulous  assertion,  Susan  had  cer- 
tainly not  lost  her  good  looks,  or,  if  she  had  parted  with  some, 
there  were  enough  remaining  to  make  a  very  pleasant  face. 

It  was  the  expression  more  than  the  features  or  the  complexion, 
however,  which  was  agreeable;  for  Susan  Graham  had  by  no 
means  a  claim  to  be  called  beautiful,  or  even  pretty.  She  had 
bright  intelligent  eyes ;  but  the  outline  of  her  face  was  rather 
square,  and  her  mouth,  though  well  formed,  was  too  large  for 
symmetry.  She  was  deficient  in  animation  also,  except,  which 
was  rarely  the  case,  when  excited  by  some  subject  of  peculiar 
interest.  Generally  the  world,  as  the  saying  is,  went  quietly  with 
her.  Common  acquaintances  called  her  amiable ;  more  intimate 
friends  said  she  was  superior;  only  her  mother  knew  her  as  she 
really  was.  Yet  she  could  scarcely  have  passed  unnoticed  as  she 
sat  that  day  by  the  Admiral's  easy  chair,  resting  her  hand  upon  the 
arm,  and  looking  upon  the  ground  thoughtfully.  Gx>odness  was 
in  her  face,  repose  in  her  figure  and  attitude,  with  liiat  utt^ 
absence  of  pretence  and  self-consciousness  which  is  the  charac- 
teristic of  a  really  refined  mind. 

The  Admiral  must  have  seen  much  in  her  to  engage  his  interest; 
for  he  gazed  at  her  intently  for  some  moments,  and  then  patted 
her  hand ;  and  when,  a  little  startled,  she  looked  at  him  with  a 
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smile  of  iimocent  good  humour,  he  averted  his  face,  and  dashed 
his  fingers  across  his  eyes,  as  he  exclaimed,  **  That  fellow  Claude ! 
why,  on  earth,  doesn't  he  come  ?  ** 

'<  Cooling,  sir,"  said  a  laughing  yoioe;  and  Claude  Egerton 
entered  through  the  wifidow. 

He  went  up  to  Mrs.  Graham  directly,  full  of  gratitude  for 
having  been  wmmoned.  He  had  not  seen  them  from  the  avenue, 
and  would  have  been  really  sorry  to  miss  them. 

<<  Didn't  I  say  fio,  Miss  Isabella  ? "  inquired  the  Admiral  in 
triumph. 

Claude  spoke  hastily :  ^'  Was  there  any  doubt  upon  the  subject, 
sir  ?    I  hoped  I  had  credit  for  better  taste." 

"  We  are  morning  visitors,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham ;  "  we  know 
what  we  have  to  expect." 

'<But  I  don't. like  to  lock  upon  you  as  morning  visitors.  You 
were  not  that  when  I  went  away." 

"  You  have  been  gone  two  years,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;  "  and 
you  hav«  been  travelling.  Who  could  answer  for  the  change  that 
might  make  ?  You  might  have  i^turned  with  a  fez  and  a  long 
beard  for  aught  we  knew." 

^*  And  you  think  two  years  so  long  that  one  must  be  changed, 
do  yon  ?  "  inquirod  Claude,  rather  reproachfully. 

''  It's  not  much  short  of  an  inch  in  a  man's  nose  to  such  a  young 
fellow  as  you,"  exckdraed  the  Admiral.  *^  Why  in  two  years,  at 
your  age,  Claude,  a  man  in  my  days  might  have  had  changes  of 
friends  for  every  month  in  the  year,  fought  dueis  by  the  dozen, 
broken  his  heart  twenty  times,  and  had  it  mended  again  as  often. 
Two  years  was  a  lifetime  then,  by  the  deeds  a  fdlow  put  into  them. 
But  you  young  ones  ase  so  slow ;  when  you  reach  what  you  want, 
yoa  can't  aummon  ^lei^y  to  stretch  out  your  hand  to  take  it. 
What  do  you  say,  Susan,  my  dear  ?  " 

Susan  started  and  blushed.  She  had  not  quite  been  listening, 
and  she  said  so. 

^^A  penny  for  your  tiK>ughts,  theu.  They  must  have  been 
worth  that  ai  least." 

Claude  regarded  her  with  amusement  and,  perhaps,  a  little  pity. 
He  thought  she  would  be  shy. 

But  Susan  was  quiet  only,  not  shy.  She  never  thought  about 
herself,  or  about  any  one  else,  in  a  way  to  make  her  shy ;  and  she 
said  at  once,  '^  I  was  thinkiDg  of  Helen." 

'<  You  might  have  been  thinking  of  someUung  better,  then," 

muttered  the  Admiral. 
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But  Claude  caught  up  the  words,  and  repeated,  ''  Helen  ?  Miss 
Clare  do  you  mean  ?  " 

"  Yes,  she  is  my  only  Helen.     The  only  one  I  know." 

"  I  have  not  seen  her  yet,"  said  Claude,  carelessly ;  "  I  suppose 
she  is  a  good  deal  altered.  She  was  rather  pretty  when  I  went 
away." 

"  Pretty !  she  is  lovely,"  and  Susan's  eyes  sparkled  with  eager- 
ness ;  "  every  one  says  she  is." 

"  I  never  care  for  professed  beauty,*'  said  Claude. 

"Helen  is  no  professed  beauty,"  observed  Susan,  coldly,  and 
rather  proudly.     "  She  professes  nothing." 

"Take  care,  Claude,"  exclaimed  the  Admiral:  "you  are  (m 
unsafe  ground." 

Claude  made  a  mock  bow  of  apology.  "  I  beg  pardon,  I  ought 
to  have  known  that  young  ladies'  friendships  are  sacred," 

Susan  was  silent,  but  the  crimson  colour  flushed  to  her  temples. 

Claude  addressed  himself  to  Mrs.  Graham.  He  inquired  after 
old  friends,  spoke  of  his  own  travels,  discussed  a  new  book,  all 
with  considerable  eagerness  ;  but  from  time  to  time  he  glanced  at 
Susan,  who  still  remained  silent,  even  when  Isabella  ventured  to 
join  in  the  conversation. 

It  might  have  appeared  like  temper  in  any  one  else ;  but  no 
one  could  suspect  Susan  Graham  of  ill  humour. 

Claude  gave  up  trying  to  understand  what  seemed  to  him  a 
mood ;  but  his  kind-heartedness  made  him  reproach  himself  for 
having  unintentionally  caused  it. 

The  conversation  lasted  long ;  and  then  the  Admiral  said  he 
would  go  out,  and  by  the  help  of  a  stick,  and  Claude  Egerton's 
arm,  he  went  quite  round  the  shrubbery,  and  in  sight  of  a  new 
plantation;  and  talking  to  Mrs.  Graham,  and  laying  down  the 
law  every  now  and  then  to  Claude,  he  managed  to  forget  his 
querulousness,  and  even  to  hear  Lady  Augusta's  name  mentioned 
with  placidity. 

"  Since  one  must  go,  it's  best  to  go  when  one  may  find  persons 
fit  to  talk  to,"  he  said,  as  Mrs.  Graham  stood,  wishing  him  good 
bye,  and  reminding  him  that  they  might  hope  to  meet  at  Ivors 
the  following  day.  "Not  but  what  I  believe  she  asks  you,  Frances, 
because  you  are  the  only  creature  within  twenty  miles  who  would 
bear  being  bored  with  a  gouty  old  man." 

"  We  won't  inquire  into  the  cause,  so  long  as  it  gives  us 
pleasure,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

The  Admiral  smiled,  but  doubtfully.  "  You  are  no  better  than 
the  rest  of  the  world,  Frances.    Where  is  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
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me?  Better  look  at  me  there ;"  and  he  pointed  to  a  large  portrait 
of  himself,  taken  when  he  was  about  eight-and-twenty.  "  1  was 
worth  something  then." 

"  To  those  who  knew  you  then,  dear  sir :  we  would  rather  have 
you  now.'' 

"  Yes,"  said  Susan  heartily. 

The  word  escaped  so  simply,  yet  so  abruptly,  that  every  one 
laughed,  except  Susan  herself. 

"  You  will  know  where  to  look  for  a  compliment,  sir,"  observed 
Claude,  addressing  the  Admiral. 

"  It  is  true,"  said  Susan,  quickly. 

"  Of  course  it  is,  if  she  says  it,"  exclaimed  the  Admiral,  draw- 
ing Susan  towards  him,  and  patting  her  on  the  shoulder.  "  She  is 
true  to  the  back-bone."  Then  making  her  look  towards  him,  he 
kissed  her  heartily  on  both  cheeks,  adding,  "  God  bless  you,  child, 
and  thank  you ;  you  will  never  be  the  worse  for  an  old  man's 
gratitude." 

Susan  smiled.  Some  people  might  have  thought  she  did  not 
care,  for  she  was  the  first  to  walk  out  of  the  room.  No  ono 
noticed  her  as  she  stood  at  the  hall  door,  trying  to  keep  down 
some  rising  feeling  which  would  struggle  to  have  vent. 

Claude  Egerton  walked  with  them  through  the  shrubbery.  He 
talked  almost  entirely  to  Mrs.  Graham ;  but  before  they  parted,  he 
said  to  Susan,  "I  annoyed  you  just  now.  Miss  Graham;  you  thought 
me  sarcastic.     I  did  not  intend  to  be  so  ;  I  am  very  sorry." 

It  was  a  thoroughly  humble  tone,  so  humble  that  it  struck 
Susan  with  a  sense  of  the  ludicrous.  She  laughed  heartily. 
"  Really  I  had  almost  forgotten ;  only  I  don't  like  being  accused 
of  a  young  lady's  friendship.  But  pray  don't  distress  yourself, 
Mr.  Egerton ;  it  does  not  in  the  least  signify.  And  Helen  and  I, 
you  know,  are  young  ladies.  It  does  not  in  the  least  signify," 
she  repeated ;  and  Claude  shook  hands,  and  they  parted. 

Perhaps  he  would  have  been  better  pleased  if  it  had  signified. 
Even  the  best  of  us  do  not  like  to  have  our  words  put  aside  as  of 
no  consequence. 


CHAPTER  Vn. 


Lady  Augusta  was  in  the  drawing-room.  It  wanted  about  a 
quarter  of  an  hour  to  dinner.  The  few  guests  staying  in  the 
house  were  gone  to  dress.  Lady  Augusta  herself  had  been,  ve^d:^ 
some  time.     The  Admiral  was  always  early,  aud  'woxxViWiw^^  ^^'^^ 


42  lYORB. 

sidered  it  an  a£ri*ont  if  she  had  not  been  there  to  receive  him. 
Lady  Augusta  was  a  different  person  in  Uie  different  rooms  of  her 
house;  a  great  many  of  us  are.  She  was  busy  and  important, 
devoted  to  education,  morals,  and  politics  in  her  library,  stately 
and  artistic  in  her  drawing-room.  She  had  a  quick  eye  for  ord^ 
and  beauty  of  every  kind,  knew  exactly  where  each  chair  and 
table  should  be  placed,  and  could  tell  the  precise  position  in  which 
her  lovely  little  Italian  statuettes  ought  to  stand,  so  as  to  group 
well  with  the  flower  vases  and  Dresden  china.  Though  the  room 
looked  perfect  to  other  eyes,  it  was  never  so  to  her  own ;  and  even 
now  she  walked  rouncj,  changing  various  ornaments,  and  bringing 
out  ottomans  and  easy  chairs,  so  as  to  arrange  her  guests  eaaily 
and  without  formality,  and  save  them  from  the  restraint  of  a  circle. 

All  this  was  not  love  of  display.  Lady  Augusta  was  above  the 
vulgar  pretension  of  a  large  house  and  handsome  furniture,  as  she 
was  above  that- of  rank.  She  was  born  to  the  possession  of  both ; 
and  being  natural  to  her,  they  were  enjoyed  for  themselves,  not  in 
the  way  of  comparison  with  others.  Yet  they  were  enjoyed,  and 
so  as  to  render  her  morbidly  fastidious  as  to  anything  which 
offended  her  taste  or  her  exclusiveness.  Gaudy  colouring,  absence 
of  symmetry  and  arrangement  in  furniture,  jarred  upon  her  in  the 
same  way  as  a  vulgar  accent  or  a  showy  dress.  She  had  no  desire 
to  be  told  that  her  house  was  magnificent,  and  cared  little  whether 
the  ornaments  she  placed  in  it  cost  five  pounds  or  fifty ;  but  she 
did  unquestionably  pique  herself  upon  her  good  taste,  and  delighted 
in  the  admiration  of  the  few  whose  opinion  she  valued,  as  much 
as  persons  whose  pretension  she  would  have  despised  delighted  in 
that  of  the  many. 

Lady  Augusta  put  the  finishing  touch  to  her' work,  by  placing 
a  very  exquisite  carving  of  the  Holy  Family,  so  as  to  appear 
grouped  by  accident  with  a  marble  cross  and  some  rare  flowers, 
and  after  casting  around  a  glance  of  satisfaction,  took  up  a  book. 
Drawing-room  books  were  of  course  different  from  library  books ; 
but  they  were  all  of  the  same  cast:  not  novels — Lady  Augusta 
professed  to  have  no  taste  for  novels  —  but  volumes  of  the  stan- 
dard poets — works  on  painting,  '"Southey's  Colloquies,"  and 
"Bacon's  Essays,"  lives  of  celebrated  people — George  Herbert, 
and  Nicholas  Ferrar ;  all  handsome  books,  well  got  up,  and  lying, 
about  as  if  they  were  the  natural  growth  of  the  house.  Lady 
Augusta  devoted  herself  to  Nicholas  Ferrar  now, — why,  perhaps, 
could  scarcely  be  told,  unless  it  might  have  been  to  contrast  the 
troublesome  self-denial  of  Little  Gidding  with  the  comfortable 
goodness  of  Ivors. 
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The  ante-room  door  opened,  and  Ladj  Augusta  laid  down  her 
book,  rose,  and  advanced  a  few  steps. 

A  rush  into  the  room,  and  a  sudden  retreat  I  and  Ladj  Augusta 
exclaimed,  "  Helen,  is  that  you  ?" 

A  pause ;  the  question  was  repeated. 

'<  Yes,  only  myself;  no  one  else,  mamma ;"  and  Helen  retreated 
still  further  into  the  back  ground. 

<'  What  is  the  matter,  child  ?  What  are  you  looking  for  ?  come 
here  ! "  Helen  eould  keep  in  retirement  no  longer,  and  she  caine 
forward  in  her  riding  habit,  her  cap  off,  flushed  and  hurried,  jet, 
as  Susan  Grraham  had  said,  lovely.  Not  only  in  features,  but  in 
expression,  in  grace,  in  animation  and  refinement,  lay  Helen  Clare's 
claim  to  beauty.  Other  faces  might  by  possibility  be  more  strictly 
and  classically  perfect ;  but  where  else  were  to  be  found  the 
brilliant  complexion,  the  full,  lustrous  eye,  with  its  wonderful 
quickness,  and  softness,  and  depth,  the  mouth  half  proud,  half 
good  humoured,  or  the  varied  changes  which  followed  each  other 
like  April  rain  aad  sunshine,  never  allowing  one  to  feel  secure  of 
the  present  chann,  yet  making  it  doubtful  whether  each  successive 
expression  were  not  more  captivating  than  the  last  ? 

If  Lady  Augusta  flattered  herself  that  education  had  any  thing 
to  do  with  Helen's  personal  appearance,  she  had  indeed  reason  to 
be  satisfied. 

But  she  was  very  dissatisfied  now,  and  with  reason.  She  said 
nothing,  but  pointed  to  the  timepiece. 

^'  Yes,  mamma^  I  see.  Ten  minutes  will  be  quite  sufficient/' 
Helen  lost  something  of  her  charm  when  ^e  spoke,  though  her 
voice  was  musical  in  its  sweetness.  If  there  were  not  temper  in 
the  back-ground,  there  was  at  least  an  indifference,  tai  unwilling- 
ness to  own  herself  wrong,  which  was  very  like  it. 

*^  My  /dear,  ten  minutes  will  not  be  sufficient.  I  informed  you 
that  I  wished  you  to  be  in  ihe  drawing-room  when  the  Admiral 
arrived." 

^'  Dear  old  Admiral !  he  won't  care ;  Annette  won't  be  a  minute 
dressing  me;  and  I  really  could  not  help  it:  I  went  so  much 
fiarther  than  I  intended." 

^*  There  is  a  ring  at  the  bell,"  observed  Lady  Augusta. 

"  He  will  be  an  hour  taking  off  his  coat^"  said  Helen,  still  linger- 
ing. 

Lady  Augusta  sat  down,  severe  and  dignified.  Helen  was 
going  away.  "  You  can't  go,  Helen,  now ;  you  will  meet  the 
Admiral  in  the  hall,  and  Mr.  Egerton." 

<<  O  !  Claude ;  then  it  does  not  at  all  signify,    lie  ViXi  ^\\fe 
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understand.  We  always  used  to  be  late  when  we  went  out  riding 
together." 

"  So  negligent !  so  untidy ! "  said  Lady  Augusta^  her  eye  taking 
in  at  one  glance  all  the  defects  of  Helen's  dress. 

Helen  blushed,  arranged  her  collar,  and  smoothed  her  hair  with 
her  hand.  "  I  am  very  untidy,  I  am  afraid ;  I  don't  like  that ; 
perhaps  he  won't  see  me."  And  she  drew  back  behind  the  folding 
door,  and,  just  as  Claude  Egerton  entered  from  the  ante-room  into 
the  drawing-room,  glided  past  and  found  herself  face  to  face  with 
the  Admiral. 

If  it  had  been  Susan,  he  would  have  laughed  ;  being  Helen,  he 
only  said  in  a  very  grumpy  tone,  "  Late  for  dinner,  I  suppose, 
young  lady." 

Helen  did  not  see  Claude  Egerton  turn  from  Lady  Augusta  to 
look  at  her ;  but  she  felt  that  he  did,  and  the  consciousness  of  the 
crumpled  collar  and  the  disordered  hair  was  very  confusing,  not- 
withstanding her  professions  that  with  him  it  did  not  signify. 
Yet  she  recovered  herself,  and  with  very  graceful  self-possession, 
apologised  heartily,  owned  that  she  had  been  careless  about  the 
time,  begged  the  Admiral  to  excuse  her,  and  hoped  not  to  detain 
the  dinner,  and  then  with  simple  ease  of  manner  shook  hands 
with  Claude,  and  told  him  she  was  very  glad  to  see  him  at  Ivors 
again,  and  left  the  room. 

"  Hollow-hearted  as  Lady  Augusta,"  came  to  Claude's  recollec- 
tion.    He  would  not  even  own  to  himself  that  she  was  beautiful. 

The  room  soon  became  full.  Sir  John  Hume,  one  of  the 
members  for  the  county,  and  his  wife,  and  two  daughters,  were 
all  staying  in  the  house,  together  with  Captain  Mordaunt,  one  of 
Lady  Augusta's  many  cousins,  and  old  Lord  Warnford,  whom  the 
Admiral  had  been  especially  invited  to  meet,  but  who  appeared  to 
have  nothing  particular  to  say  to  him.  The  Admiral's  good- 
humour  was  not  increased  by  the  non -arrival  of  Mrs.  Graham. 
Lady  Augusta  devoted  herself  to  telling  him  the  history  of  a 
great  political  meeting  which  Sir  Henry  had  that  day  attended  in 
Wingfield,  and  which  had  detained  him  so  long  that  he  had  only 
returned  about  half  an  hour  before  dinner ;  but  her  eloquence  was 
lost  upon  the  old  man,  who  looked  round  every  time  the  door 
opened,  much  to  Lady  Augusta's  annoyance,  and  was  continually 
murmuring  to  himself,  "  She's  not  used  to  be  late." 

"  Helen  are  you  speaking  of,  my  dear  Admiral  ? "  said  Lady 
Augusta,  catching  his  words.  "I  am  afraid  she  is  rather  un- 
punctual.  Claude  will  remember" — she  addressed  Mr.  Egerton 
so  directly  that  he  could  not  but  give  her  his  full  attention:— 
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"  We  were  speaking  of  Helen's  unpunctualitj.  You  must  re- 
member it,  I  am  afraid,  from  unhappy  experience.  Poor  child  ! 
she  was  talking  to  me  just  now  of  the  pleasant  rides  you  used  to 
have  together." 

Claude  was  politely  interested  in  the  subject ;  but  he  did  not 
retain  any  particular  remembrance  of  his  rides  with  Helen,  and 
could  only  say  that  he  believed  she  was  a  very  bold  rider. 

"  Oh !  sadly,  desperately  bold  !  It  quite  shakes  my  nerves 
when  I  know  she  is  going  out.  But  there  are  so  few  one  can 
trust  her  with  :  and  a  servant  is  really  no  protection.  Maurice 
is  to  be  here  the  day  after  to-morrow ;  and  then  no  doubt  they 
will  ride  constantly." 

"  Come  at  last!"  The  Admiral  half  rose  from  his  seat.  "  I 
beg  your  ladyship's  pardon;  but  I  thought  Frances  Graham 
meant  to  play  me  a  trick." 

'^  She  is  late,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  glancing  at  the  clock  ;  and 
with  a  stateliness  which  did  more  than  justice  to  her  height,  she 
walked  down  the  room,  to  meet  Mrs.  Graham  and  Susan. 

Mrs.  Graham  saw  no  occasion  for  an  apology.  She  was,  strictly 
speaking,  in  time ;  and  she  never  unnecessarily  gave  Lady  Au- 
gusta the  opportunity  of  forgiving  her.  Neither  was  she  in  the 
least  chilled  or  awed  by  the  ceremonious  politeness  which  insisted 
upon  placing  her  on  the  sofa,^at  the  farthest  possible  distance  from 
every  one  else,  and  left  Susan  in  the  chair  next  to  Lord  Warnford, 
to  make  herself  as  agreeable  as  a  young  girl  of  nineteen  possibly 
could  to  a  deaf  octogenarian.  A  few  answers  were  made  to  the 
icy  observations  of  her  hostess ;  and  then,  by  some  means  most 
provoking  to  Lady  Augusta,  Mrs.  Graham  contrived  to  enter  into 
conversation  with  Sir  Henry,  and  interest  Sir  John  Hume,  and 
even  excite  a  laugh  from  the  very  dull  Lady  Hume  ;  and  the  room, 
which  had  before  been  filled  with  solemn  murmurs  and  shadowy 
smiles,  caught  the  circling  wave  of  ease  and  cheerfulness,  till 
Susan  took  courage  to  make  her  voice  heard,  and,  giving  up  Lord 
Warnford  as  hopeless,  inquired  of  Claude  Egerton,  who  was 
standing  near  her,  whether  he  had  yet  seen  Helen. 

"  For  a  moment ;  she  came  in  late  from  riding.  I  had  scarcely 
time  to  speak  to  her." 

His  tone  of  indifference  was  provoking  to  Susan ;  who  had 
rather  looked  forward  to  the  admiration  which  she  felt  certain 
Helen  would  excite.  She  thought  Claude  perverse,  and  was  dis- 
inclined to  pursue  the  conversation.  She  was  forced  to  do  so, 
however ;  for,  in  his  innocence  of  the  offence  he  had  given,  he 
went  on  talking,  not  about  Helen,  but  about  the  Adrnvt^^  %^^'- 
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son,  her  brother  Charles,  and  this  being  a  most  engrossinf^  subject, 
it  was  impossible  to  avoid  throwing  herself  into  it. 

Impatience  at  the  delay  of  dinner  was  by  this  time  manifesting 
itself.  The  Admiral  tapped  the  table  with  his  fingers.  Sir  Henrj 
looked  at  Lady  Augusta,  and  asked  if  it  were  worth  while  to 
wait  for  Helen. 

"  Certainly  not,"  was  the  decided  answer ;  and  the  bell  was 
rung.  Sir  Henry  was  evidently  annoyed;  and  Lady  Augusta 
looked  more  than  congealed  in  her  frigid  severity. 

*^  Here  she  is  I "  exclaimed  Susan,  barsting  into  the  middle  of 
a  sentence  begun  by  Mr.  Egerton,  and  then  begging  him  to  ex- 
cuse her. 

Claude  turned  slowly  round,  as,  timidly,  and  with  a  blush 
crimsoning  her  cheek,  Helen  entered  from  the  ante-room,  dressed 
according  to  what  the  Admiral  would  have  called  sweet  simpli- 
city, in  white  muslin,  and  with  no  ornament  except  a  pearl  spray 
in  her  hair. 

Claude  glanced  at  her,  continued  his  remark  to  Susan,  blun- 
dered, apologised,  and  looked  again,  —  and  at  last  fairly  broke  off 
the  conversation  to  watch  Helen,  who  had  by  this  time  made  her 
way  to  Mrs.  Graham,  and  was  talking  to  her. 

<^  I  must  go  to  her,''  said  Susan ;  and  she  rose  and  crossed  the 
room. 

And  Claude  stood  silent  till  dinner  was  announced,  and  then,  as 
a  matter  of  course,  offered  his  arm  to  Susan. 

It  was  a  very  pleasant  dinner  to  Susan.  Mr.  Egerton  made 
himself  even  more  agreeable  than  she  had  anticipated ;  and  she 
could  forgive  him  his  first  tone  of  indifference  when  she  saw  how 
often  his  eye  wandered  to  the  lower  end  of  the  table,  where  Helen, 
out  of  the  reach  of  Lady  Augusta's  surveillance,  and  feeling  quite 
at  ease  with  her  father,  was  talking  merrily  to  Captain  Mordaunt 

She  felt  sure  that  he  was  converted,  though  he  might  be  too 
proud  to  own  it.  It  would  indeed  have  been  a  marvellous  stoi- 
cism which  could  resist  the  attraction  of  Helen's  face  when  ani- 
mated by  conversation.  Such  winning  variety  and  intelligence 
were  to  be  seen  in  every  look  and  gesture,  tempered  by  an  innate 
simple  dignity,  that  put  aside  all  notion  of  wishing  to  attract, 
attention !  It  was  a  dangerous  vicinity  for  the  young  guardsman ; 
and  Claude  Egerton  smiled  to  himself  as  he  saw  the  evident  ad- 
miration which  Helen  was  exciting,  whilst  the  conversation  on 
her  part  was  carried  on  as  easily  as  if  she  had  been  talking  to  her 
brother. 

"  Hollow  hearted !  *'  thought  Claude ;  "  what  a  pity ! "  and  he 
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addressed  himself  to  Susan  with  renewed  pleasure  from  the  sup- 
posed contrast. 

The  ladies  sat  hut  a  short  time  after  dinner ;  jet  Ladj  Au- 
gusta had  cast  manj  uneasj  glances  at  the  lower  end  of  the  tahle 
before  she  yentured  to  make  the  move.  It  was  contrary  to  her 
tactics  that  Helen  should  be  so  far  removed  from  her,  and  so  much 
at  ease  with  her  neighbour ;  and  she  did  not  thoroughly  like  the 
low  and  rather  confidential  tone  which  was  springing  up  between 
Claude  and  Susan.  It  was  an  absurdity  to  suppose  there  could 
be  any  thing  in  it ;  Susan  was  so  very  commonplace,  and  Claude 
was  fastidious  to  a  fault ;  but  then  men  were  so  foolish  !  And 
Lady  Augusta,  with  habitual  caution,  broke  up  the  party  and 
went  to  the  drawing-room. 

The  wearisome  hour  after  dinner,  the  attempts  at  conversation, 
happily  diverted  by  the  entrance  of  coffee,  the  stiff  circle  which 
will  form  itself,  in  spite  of  all  efforts,  the  ceremonious  politeness 
of  old  ladies,  and  the  spasmodic  attempts  at  mirth  of  young  ones, 
no  one  need  describe.  They  are  parts  of  the  unhappy  experience 
of  all  diners-out.  Lady  Augusta  was  proverbially  solemn  on 
these  occasions,  and  even  Mrs.  Graham's  ease  failed  to  infect  the  ' 
ladies  as  it  had  the  gentlemen.  Every  one  seemed  afraid  of  the 
sound  of  her  own  voice,  whilst  discoursing  upon  the  uninteresting 
affairs  of  the  world  in  general,  or  murmuring  trite  observations 
over  books  of  .engravings.  The  gossiping  trifles  of  the  neigh- 
bourhood were  scarcely  mentioned.  They  awoke  no  interest  at 
Ivors.  .  Except  Mrs.  Graham  and  Susan,  no  one  cared  for  any 
person  out  of  the  Clare  set ;  and  the  mention  of  other  individuals 
was  received  with  a  careless  "  Oh  !  we  don't  know  them,*'  which 
effectually  put  an  end  to  the  subject.  Alone  with  Helen,  Susan 
would  have  been  quite  happy ;  but  in  the  drawing-room,  with 
Lady  Augusta's  eye  upon  her,  Helen  was  a  very  different  person 
from  what  she  was  in  the  dining-room.  Cold,  indifferent,  almost 
supercilious,  she  sat  apart,  languidly  turning  over  a  book  of  prints 
for  the  benefit  of  Miss  Hume,  with  an  air  which  plainly  said,  '^  I 
do  it  because  I  cannot  help  myself;"  whilst  Misj  Hume,  being 
shy  and  very  much  afraid  of  the  surprisingly  beautiful  and  ac- 
complished Miss  Clare,  who  had  been  brought  up  on  such  a 
superior  system,  was  naturally  enough  awed  into  dullness,  and 
could  remember  no  words  in  her  native  tongue,  but  "  yes,  very 
pretty,"  until  Helen,  in  despair,  relinquished  the  prints,  and  gave 
herself  up  to  reverie. 

The  entrance  of  the  gentlemen  had  no  effect  upon  her ;  her 
spirits  were  gone,  Mid  she  saw  no  reason  for  exerting  hfitceK 
against  her  inclination. 
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Captain  Mordaunt,  full  of  the  pleasant  consciousness  of  having 
made  an  agreeable  impression,  came  up  to  her,  but  received  only 
the  answer  which  actual  civility  demanded,  and  retired,  discon- 
certed. Lady  Augusta  called  her  attention  to  something  which 
Sir  John  Hume  was  saying,  and  Helen  bent  forward,  and  listened 
for  a  moment,  and  then  sank  back  languidly  in  her  chair.  Lord 
Warnford  paid  her  some  old-fashioned  bantering  compliment, 
and  she  laughed  very  good-humouredly,  but  could  not  possibly 
exert  herself  to  give  back  a  repartee  to  a  deaf  old  man  of  eighty ; 
and,  at  length,  to  the  astonishment  of  all  but  Susan,  she  addressed 
herself  suddenly  to  her  father,  and  insisted  upon  his  giving  an 
account  of  the  political  meeting  at  Wingfield,  and  the  prospects  of 
the  next  election. 

"Very  like  her!"  was  Susan's  amused  comment;  but  Susan 
had  known  Helen  from  infancy,  and  did  her  justice.  Other  peo- 
ple did  not,  especially  jvhen  Claude  Egerton,  tempted  by  the 
politics  in  which  he  was  just  then  so  interested,  joined  in  the 
conversation,  and  Helen  was  herself  again,— brilliant,  excited, 
full  of  quick  observation,  and  amusing  remarks. 

Lady  Hume  frowned  as  she  sat  in  the  corner  by  the  fire,  and 
thought  it  sad  that  so  young  a  girl  should  be  such  a  fiirt ;  and  the 
Admiral  muttered  to  himself,  *'Ay!  plenty  to  say,  when  it's 
worth  her  while;  but  he's  too  sharp  to  be  caught;"  whilst  Mrs. 
Graham,  with  kindly  tact,  left  the  Admiral's  side  at  the  risk  of 
offending,  and  took  part  in  the  conversation,  becaVise  she  did  not 
like  Helen,  though  unconsciously,  to  make  herself  an  object  of 
notice. 

"Susan,  child,  what  have  you  been  doing  with  yourself?"  asked 
the  Admiral,  gruffly,  seizing  upon  Susan,  when  he  found  himself 
left  alone,  and  making  her  sit  down  beside  him. 

"  Looking  at  etchings,  part  of  the  time,  sir ;  and  talking  to  Miss 
Hume  about  some  new  work  which  she  is  going  to  show  me  how 
to  do.  That  won't  interest  you  much,  I  am  afraid.  Drinking 
coffee,  too,  and  searching  for  some  music  for  Miss  Mary  Hume  to 

play." 

"Doing  the  honours  of  the  house,"  said  the  Admiral;  "why 
does  not  your  friend  there  exert  herself  ?  " 

Susan  laughed.     "  She  is  doing  all  she  can,  sir." 

"  All  she  likes,  you  mean.  I  hate  girls  who  have  nothing  to 
say,  except  when  they  like.  Beauty  indeed !  I  would  not  give  a 
fig  for  good  looks  without  good  manners." 

The  Admiral  was  always  rather  careless  in  his  speech;  not 
hearing  very  well  himself,  he  fancied  that  others  partook  his  in- 
firmity. 
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His  last  observation  was  made  so  loudlj  that  it  attracted  the 
attention  of  several  persons,  amongst  others  of  Claude  Egerton, 
whose  conversation  had  just  been  interrupted  by  an  order  from 
Lady  Augusta  that  Helen  should  sing. 

"  Whose  manners  are  you  finding  fault  with,  my  dear  sir  ?  ** 
he  inquired,  laughingly,  as  he  drew  near.  "We  are  all  wishing  to 
know." 

Susan  looked  up  at  him  warningly.  "It  is  not  a  very  new 
remark,"  she  observed.  "It  need  not  apply  to  any  one  in  par- 
ticular." 

"  I  don't  always  understand  what  people  mean  by  good  manners," 
said  a  voice  behind  Susan. 

Helen  was  searching  amongst  the  books  on  the  table  for  a  piece 
of  manuscript  music. 

Claude  addressed  himself  to  her  directly.  —  "  Good  manners,  I 
suppose,  are  the  manners  of  a  good  heart." 

"  That  can't  be.  I  have  known  the  worst  people  with  the  best 
manners." 

"  Try  them  under  all  circumstances :  —  a  lady  is  a  lady  to  her 
milliner  and  her  maid ;  a  gentleman  is  a  gentleman  to  his  groom." 

Helen  considered  a  moment.  "  Possibly ;  you  were  always  fond 
of  definitions ;"  and  she  walked  away. 

"I  don't  call  that  good  manners,"  muttered  the  Admiral; — > 
"breaking  into  a  conversation,  and  then  running  off." 

"  Only  that  Helen's  manners  must  be  good,"  said  Susan.  She 
spoke  in  a  very  low  tone,  so  that  only  Claude  could  hear. 

He  stood  thoughtful. 

"  Every  one  who  knows  her  agrees  with  me,"  she  said  earnestly, 
and  expecting  his  assent. 

"I  must  take  time  to  judge,"  was  the  reply;  and  he  followed* 
Helen  to  the  piano. 

Lady  Augusta  had  watched  them.  A  very  slight  change 
passed  over  her  face :  no  one  would  have  understood  that  it  was 
triumph.  But  she  sat  herself  down  by  the  Admiral,  and  began 
discoursing  upon  Claude  Egerton's  talents,  and  the  delight  it  was 
to  her  to  find  that  he  had  at  last  made  up  his  mind,  if  possible,  to 
enter  Parliament. 

Claude  placed  himself  at  some  distance  from  the  piano.  He 
was  passionately  fond  of  music  of  a  peculiar  kind.  He  cared  little 
for  what  is  called  good  singing,  and  this  was  all  he  expected  from 
Helen.  It  was  curiosity  more  than  any  other  feeling  which  made 
him  follow  her. 

The  song   began;  —  it  was  German; — fashionable^  l\i^x^^Qt^^ 
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Clf^ude  thought,^- and  the  first  notes  were  faint.  He  took  up  a 
book  of  prints,  and  Susan  observed  him,  and  fancied  he  was  not 
attending.  The  voice  strengthened ;  its  notes  came  forth  full,  rich, 
surpassingly  sweet, — with  such  depth  of  feeling, — such  simple 
intensity  of  expression, — they  needed  no  words.  It  was  not  lan- 
guage,— it  was  the  voice  of  the  soul  which  spoke. 

Claude  remained  with  the  book  in  his  hand,  cold — absent 
apparently, — only  his  eye  never  moved  from  the  spot  on  which  it 
had  first  been  fixed.  When  Helen  had  finished,  he  went  up  to  her 
and  said,  "  Thank  you ;  I  like  that  very  much." 

"Do  you?  I  am  glad, — I  like  it  too."  But  Helen's  eye  had 
lost  its  sparkle,  and  she  sat  for  some  seconds  silent,  forgetting,  it 
seemed,  where  she  was,  and  then  moved  from  the  piano. 

"  Susan,  my  love,  we  have  not  heard  you,"  said  Lady  Augusta 
in  her  blandest  manner ;  cutting  short  a  request  which  was  upon 
Sir  Henry's  lips,  that  Miss  Hume  would  favour  them  with  anoUier 
piece. 

"  It  is  not  fair  to  ask  Susan  after  Helen,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  She  does  very  little  more  than  sing  to  amuse  me." 

"  Oh  !  but  those  simple  songs,  after  all,  are  so  charming  !  and 
Susan's  voice  is  sweetly  touching." 

Poor  Susan !  If  one  thing  more  than  another  could  have  chilled 
her  feelings,  it  would  have  been  to  be  told  that  her  voice  was 
sweetly  touching.  Laughing  at  Helen  as  she  passed  her,  and  tel- 
ling her  that  she  would  not  compete  with  her  in  the  mournful 
line,  she  sat  down  and  sang  a  Jacobite  song,  which  delighted  old 
Lord  Warnford  and  excited  Sir  Henry  to  applause,  but  made 
Claude  Egerton  walk  away  to  the  other  end  of  the  room  that  he 
might  be  spared  the  necessity  of  a  compliment.  He  had  an  anti- 
pathy to  Scotch  music,  as  some  people  have  an  antipathy  to 
cheese. 

Lady  Augusta's  good  humour  increased.  Her  praise  of  Susan 
was  unbounded;  Mrs.  Graham  was  amused;  and  the  Admiral 
observed,  testily,  that  she  was  a  very  good  girl,  and  had  a  good 
strong  voice.     He  didn*t  see  there  was  any  thing  wonderful  in  it 

The  evening  was  now  drawing  to  a  close.  Mrs.  Graham's 
carriage  had  been  announced,  and  she  was  only  waiting  for  the 
conclusion  of  Miss  Hume's  brilliant  piece  to  depart.  Helen  aad 
Susan  were  sitting  together  for  the  first  time  that  evening. 

"  Oh,  society ! "  said  Helen,  and  she  sighed. 

"  Country  society  you  mean,"  replied  Susan. 

"  All  society  !  all — every  thing !" 

"  You  are  tired ;  a  night's  rest  will  put  it  all  right."  • 
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•*  Will  it  ? — I  don't  know."     Helen  put  her  hand  over  her  brow. 

"  You  have  a  headache,  I  fear,"  said  Claude,  perceiving  the 
action,  and  coming  up  to  her.  His  manner  was  full  of  real 
interest. 

'<  Thank  you,  nov— not  headache." 

**  Only  heArtaehe,"  said  Susan«  lightly,  *^  beoause  the  world  is 
not  as  agreeable  as  it  should  be." 

"  Hare  you  b^un  to  find  that?"  asked  Claude. 

"  Ev«ary  one  has^  I  suppose." 

"  Not  every  one,"  obseanred  Susan  :  "  the  world  is  very  agree- 
able to  me." 

"  Yott  are  one  of  the  very  few  persons  I  have  heard  say  so," 
replied  Claude  with  a  smile. 

'^  I  ean't  Hke  what  I  don't  understand,"  said  Helen ;  ^'  I  never 
can  make  eat  what  the  use  of  the  world  is." 

Susan  smiled.  *'  Perhaps  the  world  would  have  an  equal  diffi- 
culty in  diieovaring  our  use,**  she  said;  ''but  there  is  mamma 
wishing  Lady  Augusta  good  nighU  Dear  Helen !  I  hope  the 
world  will  be  agreeable  to  you  to-morrow."  She  shook  hands 
affectionately  with  Helen,  cordially  with  Mr.  Egerton,  and  went 
to  her  mother. 

'^  So  good  I"  said  Helen,  looking  after  her. 

''Yes !  I  should  think  so."    Claude's  manner  was  abstracted. 

^  I  should  like  to  ask  you  a  question.  Miss  Clare." 

"  Certainly,  if  you  wialh  it,  Mr.  Egerton." 

The  names  sounded  so  formal,  that  they  both  laughed. 

Lady  Augusta  came  up,  and  Susan  with  her,  searching  for  a 
g'love. 

'^  Quite  Hke  the  old  times,"  was  Lady  Augusta's  observation. 

'^Not  quite,  whilst  we  Miss  Clare  and  Mr.  Egerton  each  other," 
said  Claude. 

"  Oh  !  absurd !  Such  old  friends  !  cousins ! "  replied  Lady 
Augusta. 

Claude  was  going  to  speak,  but  hesitated.    Helai  assisted  him. 

^'I  am  quite  willing  it  should  be  'Helen,'"  she  said;  "it  is 
much  more  natural." 

Claude  bowed,  and  said  thank  jouy  rather  coldly. 

"  And  I  am  sure  Claude  is  more  natural,"  observed  Lady  Au- 
gusta. "  Even  you,  Susan  dear,  must  remembar  what  a  playmate 
Claude,  as  you  used  to  call  him,  was  when  you  were  children." 

" '  Mr.  Egerton,'  is  more  natural  now,"  said  Susan,  quietly ; 
and  Claude  started,  as  though  just  awakening  to  the  fact  of  her 
presence,  and  offering  his  arm^  went  with  her  to  the  q«xx\%%<&« 
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CHAPTER  Vm. 

Claude  Egebton  went  home  to  dream  neither  of  Helen  nor  of 
Susan,  but  of  the  duties  of  a  member  of  Parliament,  and  the  dis- 
agreeables connected  with  a  contested  election.  If  his  project 
was  to  be  carried  out,  his  stay  at  the  Lodge  would  probably  be 
but  short.  The  seat  for  the  town  of  Ramsaj  might  be  vacant  at 
any  moment,  the  present  member  having  openly  announced  his 
intention  of  retiring  on  account  of  ill  health,  and  it  would  be  ne- 
cessary to  make  arrangements  for  canvassing  immediately.  It 
was  very  unpleasant  to  him,  extremely  contrary  to  his  taste,  and 
all  the  old  objections  presented  themselves  again.  But  he  was  not 
as  some  men  are,  so  fully  alive  to  the  difficulties  of  the  path  on 
either  side,  that  they  stand  still  in  the  middle  and  take  neither. 
One  of  the  many  lessons  taught  him  by  the  Admiral  had  been 
that  of  making  a  choice  in  all  things.  Men  sin,  not  because  they 
choose,  but  because  they  don't  choose,  was  the  old  man's  frequent 
axiom  :  and  Claude's  experience  had  fully  taught  him  its  truth. 
The  actions  which,  in  looking  back  upon  his  life  he  saw  the  most 
reason  to  deplore,  were  those  in  which,  instead  of  manfully  facing 
the  conflicting  claims  of  duty  and  inclination,  he  had  suffered 
himself  to  pause  in  indecision,  thinking  he  was  standing  still, 
whilst  in  fact  the  current  of  evil,  so  much  stronger  always  than 
that  of  good,  was  bearing  him  on  to  the  point  from  whence  there 
was  no  retreat. 

The  present  question  was  not  one  which  involved  what  the 
world  would  call  right  or  wrong ;  but  in  Claude  Egerton's  eyes 
public  duty  was  to  be  regarded  in  the  same  light  as  private,  to  be 
decided  according  to  the  same  rules,  and  carried  out  according  to 
the  same  principles. 

He  thought  over  the  subject  again,  as  a  Christian  only  can 
think ;  trusting  neither  to  the  honesty  of  his  own  intentions  nor 
the  flattering  opinions  of  his  friends,  but  seeking  that  his  judg- 
ment should  be  guided  by  God ;  and  in  the  morning  when  he 
met  the  Admiral  at  breakfast  his  resolution  was  finally  made 
known.  He  would  walk  over  that  morning,  he  said,  to  Ivors, 
consult  Sir  Henry  as  to  the  details  of  his  proceedings,  and  if 
necessary,  go  down  immediately  to  Ramsay,  and  with  the  assist- 
ance of  his  friends,  begin  his  course  of  operations. 

Poor  Lady  Augusta  would  have  been  considerably  disappointed, 
if  she  had  known  how  little  either  Helen  or  herself  had  to  do  with 
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Mr.  Egerton's  early  morning  visit.  It  happened  to  be  a  thoroughlj 
wet  day,  the  rain  coming  down  with  that  quiet  decision  which 
makes  the  expectation  of  blue  sky  as  hopeless  as  the  attempt  to 
combat  the  strong  determination  of  a  v^ry  soft-spoken  and  gentle- 
mannered  woman.  The  arrival  of  a  gentleman  in  a  mackintosh 
before  luncheon,  betokened  some  urgent  purpose  or  inclination, 
and  Lady  Augusta,  hearing  Claude's  voice  in  the  hall,  went  out 
to  meet  him. 

"  To  walk  over  on  such  a  wet  day !  How  very  good  of  you,  my 
dear  Claude !  You  must  be  wet  through.  Do  let  them  take  away 
that  dripping  coat;  and  won't  you  have  a  little  wine, — wine  and 
water, — brandy?-— don't  be  ashamed.  You  will  certainly  take 
cold." 

Claude  disburdened  himself  leisurely  of  his  mackintosh,  and 
handed  it  to  the  servant,  assuring  Lady  Augusta  at  the  same  time 
that  she  need  not  be  in  the  least  uneasy ;  he  was  quite  dry,  the 
walk  was  nothing.  He  had  come  hoping  to  find  Sir  Henry  at 
home. 

Lady  Augusta's  countenance  fell  a  little ;  but  Sir  Henry  was 
doubtless  a  mere  excuse.  ^'  He  is  at  home,  I  think,  I  am  not 
sure ;  we  will  inquire.  But  you  will  come  into  the  drawing-room, 
the  ladies  will  be  quite  glad  to  be  enlivened  by  a  visitor." 

The  last  thing  Claude  would  have  desired,  except, — yes,  he 
had  a  little  wish  to  see  whether  Helen  were  as  lovely  in  her 
morning  as  in  her  evening  dress.  As  for  Lady  Hume  and  her 
daughters,  he  considered  them,  just  then, — though  it  was  a  most 
uncourteous  opinion, — very  much  in  the  way. 

He  followed  Lady  Augusta  because  he  could  not  help  himself, 
thinking  painfully,  as  he  walked  by  her  side,  how  little  her 
kindness  could  deceive  him  now  as  to  her  real  character. 

Helen  was  not  in  the  drawing-room ;  she  had  been  there  a  few 
minutes  before,  but  was  gone.  Claude  was  as  disappointed  as  he 
could  be  in  regard  to  any  thing  about  which  he  cared  so  little  as 
seeing  or  not  seeing  her,  but  Lady  Augusta  was  restless.  She 
began  by  introducing  Claude  with  a  kind  of  badinage  upon  his 
early  visit,  but  still  her  eyes  wandered  round  and  round  the  room, 
first  to  one  door,  then  the  other.  It  was  the  consciousness  of 
her  secret  wishes  which  made  her  hesitate  to  ask  what  had  be- 
come of  Helen.  Miss  Hume  was  drawing,  copying  some  flowers 
from  nature,  very  well.  Claude's  straightforward  gentlemanlike 
manner  put  every  one  at  ease  with  him ;  and  when  he  admired 
them,  she  was  pleased,  and  feeling  thankful  for  encouragement 
which  she  rarely  received,  showed  him  some  othat^  ^\i\Oa.  ^^ 
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had  been  trying  the  previous  day.  He  did  not  think  her  so  moeh 
in  the  way  then ;  any  thing  that  was  unpretending,  and  was  in- 
clined to  open  to  him,  swoke  an  interest.  But  Lady  Augusta 
had  not  the  least  intention  of  allowing  him  to  be  interested  in 
any  one  but  Helen,  though  it  might  be  only  for  a  moment,  and 
with  poor,  plain,  dull  Miss  Hume.  She  ingeniously  diverted  tiie 
conversation  from  the  portfolio  to  the  conservatory,  keeping 
flowers  still  on  the  tapis;  and  Claude  was  called  upon  to  give  his 
opinion  upon  a  rare  Australian  plant  which  the  gardener  had  just 
succeeded  in  raising  from  seed.  This  drew  him  from  Miss  Hume, 
and  was  an  excuse  for  going  through  the  ante-room  and  the 
library,  into  the  conservatory,  where  probably  Helen  might  be 
found,  it  being  her  usual  refuge  from  visitors. 

They  lingered  in  the  library.  Claude's  attention  was  attracted 
by  a  bust  upon  a  little  table.  It  was  like  Helen,  but  not  very 
like.     He  asked  whether  it  was  intended  for  her. 

'^Dear  child !  yes,  but  it  is  a  failure.  A  bust  of  her  must  be, 
it  wants  life,  and  she  has  so  much." 

"Not  very  much  this  morning,  mamma,**  said  Helen's  voice, 
issuing  from  Lady  Augusta's  recess.  '*  I  am  so  comfortable  and 
so  lazy  here." 

"  Silly  child !  how  tiresome  of  you  to  run  away.  Here  is  Mr. 
Egerton  come  to  see  you ! " 

"  And  very  sorry  to  disturb  you,"  said  Claude,  coming  in  frcmt 
of  the  recess. 

Helen  was  seated  on  the  cushioned  window  seat,  cushions 
behind  her,  a  footstool  at  her  feet,  a  book  in  her  lap,  the  very 
image  of  indolent  enjoyment.  She  moved  a  little  as  Claude  owne 
up  to  her,  but  expressed  scarcely  civil  pleasure  at  the  sight  of 
him. 

Claude  failed  to  remark  her  manner,  he  was  looking  at  her 
countenance  and  dress,  as  he  might  have  looked  at  a  picture. 
They  quite  satisfied  his  taste,  and  were  even  so  pleasant  to  him, 
that  when  Lady  Augusta  sat  down  for  an  instant,  he  sat  down 
also ;  contented  to  delay  his  conversation  with  Sir  Henry,  for 
the  gratification  of  having  an  object  before  his  eyes  so  gracefully 
pretty  as  Helen  in  her  morning  dress. 

"  I  must  scold  you,  child,"  sai4  Lady  Augusta,  in  her  playful, 
fondling  tone;  a  tone  which  from  some  unacknowledged  cause 
made  the  blood  creep  in  Claude  Egerton's  veins.  "  You  really 
are  too  naughty ;  the  sound  of  a  bell  seems  to  scare  you." 

"  It  was  not  the  sound  of  the  bell,"  replied  Helen ;  "  It  was  the 
Hume  prosing :  I  could  bear  it  no  longer." 
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^  So  dreadfully  fastidioas  t  What  shall  we  do  with  her,  Claude? 
She  likes  no  one." 

^'  Because  there  is  no  one  to  like,"  continued  Helen, — '^  at  least 
here.     Who  could  like  Miss  Hume  ?" 

"  Who  could  dislike  her  ?  "  asked  Claude,  quietly. 

"  Well !  exactly.  One  never  likes  people  whom  one  couldn't 
dislike,*— vegetables,  without  flavours." 

'^  That  is  the  reason,  I  suppose,  why  it  is  necessary  to  use  so 
much  salt  in  discussing  them,  said  Claude,  in  the  same  unim- 
pressive tone,  which  gave  no  clue  as  to  whether  he  were  speaking 
in  jest  or  earnest. 

Lady  Augusta  was  not  certain  that  the  conversation  was  taking 
a  safe  course.  Helen  could  be  so  very  severe,  and  she  was  doubt- 
ful if  Claude  liked  severity  in  a  woman.  She  interposed :  *'  My 
love,  you  really  must  learn  to  be  more  charitable ;  you  are  spoilt. 
London  society  has  done  the  mischief,  Claude.  One  can  really 
collect  such  first-rate  people  about  one  there ;  clever,  scientific, 
refdly  good  people.  I  confess  myself  that  the  country  is  very 
stupid  after  it." 

*'  I  don't  find  it  more  stupid  than  London,"  said  Helen  ;  *^  of  all 
things  I  hate  fashionable  parties." 

"  Agreed,  cordially,"  exclaimed  Claude. 

Lady  Augusta  thought  the  subject  more  hopef\il,  and  pur- 
sued it.  "  At  any  rate,  my  dear,  you  can't  compare  London  to 
country  society.  London  may  be  foolish,  but  it  certainly  is  not 
dull." 

''Not  dull,  when  one  takes  the  trouble  to  laugh  at  it,"  said 
Helen ;  "  but  I  don't  know  whether  that  is  a  good  thing  to  do," 
and  she  sighed. 

"I  must  leave  Claude  to  fathom  the  mystery  of  that  sigh," 
observed  Lady  Augusta ;  ''  and  go  and  talk  to  Sir  Henry  about 
something  he  asked  me  to  remind  him  of.  Wait  for  me  one 
moment  here,  Claude,  and  I  will  tell  him  you  wish  to  see  him." 

Claude  felt  he  must  be  patient.  He  rose,  and  stood,  leaning 
against  the  wall,  waiting  for  Helen  to  speak,  whilst,  with  her  face 
towards  the  window,  she  was  watching  the  dripping  of  the  rain 
upon  the  gravel.  When,  after  a  few  seconds,  she  again  turned  it 
towards  him,  he  was  painfully  struck  with  a  change  in  its  expres- 
sion. He  would  have  called  it  haggard,  if  the  word  could  have 
been  applied  to  any  thing  so  young  and  fresh.  Mentally  haggard 
it  was,  certainly.  "  Such  a  dreary,  dreary  day,"  she  murmured, 
as  she  closed  her  book. 

"  Yes,  but  I  think  it  will  clear  by  and  by." 

E  4 
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"Do  you?*'  and  she  smiled  sarcasticallj.  "You  are  more 
hopeful  than  I  am.** 

"  There  is  a  peep  of  blue  sky  in  the  north-east.*' 

"  The  wrong  quarter ;  these  rains  always  go  on.  Oh !  Lady 
Hume!" 

"  It  must  be  trying,"  said  Claude,  in  a  tone  of  compassion. 

Helen  noticed  it.  "  I  don't  want  pity,"  she  said.  "  It  is  not 
Lady  Hume,  nor  any  one,  really." 

"  The  dull  book,  perhaps,"  continued  Claude. 

"  The  book  is  a  novel."     He  looked  grave. 

"  You  disapprove  of  novels  ?  " 

"  Only  under  certain  circumstances." 

"  Then  not  under  mine.     I  couldn't  exist  without  fiction." 

"  Reality  is  so  dull,  I  suppose,"  said  Claude. 

"  Yes,  but  it  ought  not  to  be  so,  ought  it  ?" 

She  spoke  frankly  and  earnestly,  and  Claude  answered  in  the 
same  way,  "Perhaps  it  never  is,  except  through  our  own  fault." 

"  It  is  pleasant  to  Susan,"  said  Helen,  with  an  air  of  thought; 
"  she  said  so  last  night.     But  then  she  has  so  many  to  love  her." 

"I  was  going  to  ask,"  —  Claude  hesitated, — "perhaps  you 
remember  I  was  going  to  ask  a  question  last  night?" 

"  Were  you  ?"  said  Helen,  indifferently.     "  I  forget." 

"I  have  just  remembered  it,"  continued  Claude.  "Y'ou  said 
last  night  that  you  could  not  make  out  the  use  of  the  world.  I 
wished  at  the  time  you  would  explain  yourself." 

"  Oh,  impossible  !  Explain  my  own  words  !  You  may  as  well 
ask  me  to  explain  my  own  mind.     But  the  world  is  a  puzzle." 

"  A  great  one,  unless  one  has  found  the  clue  to  it." 

"  Which  means  that  you  have  found  it.  You  are  wiser  than  I 
am,"  said  Helen, 

A  momentary  silence  followed,  then  she  added,  suddenly,  "  why 
are  you  going  into  Parliament  ?  " 

"  For  a  great  many  reasons,  which  it  would  take  a  great  deal 
of  time  to  explain,"  ho  replied. 

Helen  was  piqued,  and  answered  with  petulance,  "  I  have  no 
wish  to  pry  into  mysteries." 

"  There  is  no  mystery,"  he  said,  coldly ;  "  only  a  question  of 
comparative  duties,  which  would  be  very  uninteresting  to  you." 

"  I  don't  see  why  they  should  be.  I  like  to  hear  people  talk  of 
duties.  It  is  so  amusing  to  watch  the  difference  between  their 
theory  and  their  practice." 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  feel  that  you  could  watch  the  difference 
in  me,"  replied  Claude,  "  so  you  must  forgive  me  if  I  decline 
giving  you  the  opportunity." 
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His  maimer  was  bo  entirely  unlike  any  thing  to  which  Helen 
had  been  accustomed,  that  she  felt  very  much  inclined  to  be  angry. 

But  the  good-humoured,  kindly  expression  of  Claude's  face 
softened  her  in  spite  of  herself.  "  I  see  you  despise  me  too  much 
to  talk  to  me,"  she  said,  laughing.  "  You  were  always  a  philo- 
sopher.*' 

'^  I  despise  myself  rather.  I  dread  inconsistency ;  and  I  know 
you  would  be  the  first  to  mark  it." 

"  I  don't  thank  you  for  the  compliment.     I  only  like  truth." 

'*  We  are  agreed  on  that  point  at  least,"  replied  Claude,  earnestly. 

"  That  and  disliking  fashionable  society,"  said  Helen.  "  Two 
points  only." 

^'  But  truth  is  the  foundation  of  all,"  continued  Claude ;  "  so 
there  is  hope  for  us." 

"  No,"  said  Helen,  gravely ;  "  you  will  never  agree  with  me. 
There  is  nothing  to  agree  with;  only  in  thinking  that  it  is  a 
dreary  day."     She  turned  her  head  again  towards  the  window. 

Lady  Augusta  came  back  before  another  word  was  spoken,  and 
Claude  Egerton-  was  a  few  moments  afterwards  closeted  with  Sir 
Henry,  and  engrossed  in  politics. 

Claude  forgot  Helen,  but  Helen  did  not  quite  so  soon  forget 
Claude.  The  very  fact  of  his  coldness  made  her  remember  him. 
Her  last  recollections  of  him,  derived  from  the  days  when  she  felt 
that  she  was  a  child,  were  of  a  good-tempered,  kind  companion, 
who  would  laugh  and  talk  with  her,  go  for  long  walks,  and  ride 
races  in  the  park;  and  she  expected  to  find  him  now  an  easy 
agreeable  man  of  the  world,  who  would  help  to  keep  up  her  spirits 
on  a  wet  day,  and  with  whom  she  might  carry  on  as  much  repartee 
as  suited  her.  But  Claude,  to  own  the  truth,  could  not  be  called 
very  agreeable.  People  listened  to  him,  because  what  he  had  to 
say  was  generally  worth  listening  to ;  but  he  had  very  little  small- 
talk,  and,  unless  he  was  interested  in  a  subject,  was  much  more 
in  the  habit  of  being  silent  than  of  conversing.  His  indifference, 
too,  was  perplexing  to  Helen.  She  had  been  accustomed  lately 
to  such  an  amount  of  homage  for  her  beauty,  that  she  expected  it 
quite  as  a  matter  of  course,  and  felt  surprise  at  not  receiving  it, 
as  she  might  have  done  if  the  labourers  on  her  father's  property 
had  neglected  to  take  off  their  hats  to  her.  It  was  simply  surprise, 
not  conceit  or  mortified  vanity.  Helen  never  realised  to  herself 
why  she  was  so  courted.  Admiration  came  to  her  as  if  it  had 
been  her  birthright.  She  only  felt  that  it  was  strange  to  meet 
with  some  one  who  was  evidently  not  in  the  least  devoted  to  her, 
and  quite  as  willing  to  leave  her  as  to  be  with  her.    l\.\aa^ 
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Claude  interesting  rather  than  otherwise,  and  she  sat  for  nearly 
half  an  hour  in  the  library  window,  thinking  how  odd  "  some 
people"  were,-— some  people  meaning  Claude;  wondering  what 
made  them  bo  ;  wondering  what  objects  and  interests  such  persons 
could  have ;  with  a  good  many  other  thoughts  of  the  same  kind, 
ending  in  her  going  to  the  drawing-room,  and  finding  Captain 
Mordaunt  there,  quizzing  what  he  called  the  Egerton  solemnity, 
joining  in  the  laugh  till  her  spirits  were  so  raised  that  Lady  Hume, 
from  her  sofa  corner,  again  shook  her  head,  and  lamented  that 
Helen  should  be  such  a  flirt ;  and  at  last  retiring  to  her  own  room, 
disgusted  with  herself^  and  unable  even  to  find  interest  in  her 
novel,  because  she  had  a  secret  misgiving  that  Claude  would  think 
it  an  unprofitable  expenditure  of  time. 

Poor  Helen  !  that  was  by  no  means  an  unusual  state  of  mind 
on  a  wet  day.  If  it  had  not  been  caused  by  Claude,  it  would 
have  been  probably  by  some  one  or  something  else.  She  had  many 
resources  but  very  few  interests,  for  she  had  none  with  whom  to 
share  them.  She  was  indifferent  to  Lady  Augusta's  friends,  and 
had  never .  been  allowed  to  make  any  of  her  own.  As  for  the 
families  living  near  Ivors,  they  might  as  well  have  been  in  Aus- 
tralia for  any  thing  she  thought  or  cared  about  them.  She  knew 
no  one  except  as  a  distant  acquaintance.  And  even  her  cousins  at 
Wingfield  were  scarcely  more  to  her  in  the  way  of  companionship. 
They  were  too  busy  at  home  to  be  often  spared,  even  if  they  had 
been  often  invited  to  Ivors,  which  they  certainly  were  not. 

Lady  Augusta's  dread  of  evil  and  its  contamination  had  unques- 
tionably worked  for  good  in  one  way.  Helen's  mind  was  as  pure 
and  simple  at  nineteen  as  at  nine.  But  whether  that  were  due 
only  to  the  system  which  had  isolated  her  from  communion  with 
her  fellow-creatures,  might  have  been  doubted  by  those  who  looked 
at  Susan  Graham ;  open-hearted,  open-handed,  visiting  the  poor, 
giving  a  kindly  thought  to  the  rich,  free  to  come  or  go,  to  form 
little  plans  for  amusement  or  occupation  with  her  sisters  and  her 
fHends,  which  called  forth  independent  energy,  already  preparing 
for  any  future  duties  which  years  and  the  events  of  life  might 
bring  upon  her,  yet  as  pure,  as  simple  as  Helen ;  with  this  only 
difference,  that  whereas  Helen  had  scarcely  ever  heard  of  many 
common  forms  of  evil  and  their  consequences,  Susan  had  been 
told  so  much  and  no  more  as  would  open  her  heart  to  sympathy, 
and  give  her  the  discretion  required  to  deal  with  them  wisely, 
whenever,  in  the  course  of  circumstances,  they  might  be  brought 
more  immediately  before  her. 

"  Helen  will  be  forced  to  see  so  much  that  is  disagreeable  if 
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she  is  alloired  to  go  into  cottages,"  was  Lady  Augusta's  excuse 
for  not  permitting  ker  daughter  to  do  what  in  fact  she  neyer  did 
herself.  And  so  H^en  knew  nothing  of  the  labourers  or  their 
wives  and  children ;  but  she  stajred  at  home,  and  read  yerj  pretty 
religious  stories  about  the  poor,  and  now  and  then,  when  there 
was  nothing  else  yerj  particular  to  do,  made  a  child's  frock,  and 
on  the  occasion  of  any  general  subscription  put  down  her  name 
for  a  large  sum,  paid  by  her  father,  because  it  was  not  to  be  ex- 
pected that  she  should  give  so  much  out  of  her  allowance.  She 
had  no  idea  tiiat  she  was  in  any  way  neglecting  her  duties.  She 
was  unaware  that  any  thing  more  was  required  of  her. 

But  her  mind  preyed  upon  itself.  It  had  a  constant  craving 
which  could  never  be  satisfied.  Full  of  talent,  poetry,  enthusiasm, 
by  nature  tender-hearted  and  sympathetic,  yet  Helen  lived  only 
for  herself.  She  read,  worked,  drew,  talked,  —  but  self  was 
the  one  object,  and  it  was  insufficient  to  satisfy  her.  Lady 
Augusta  complained,  and  said  that  Helen  was  indolent:  most 
true,  but  she  had  been  made  so.  Pursuits  which  would  have  been 
interesting  when  carried  on  with  others  with  a  view  to  some  use- 
ful or  pleasant  ^id,  lost  their  charm  wh^i  followed  for  no  definite 
purpose,  and  were  thrown  aside.  So  also  she  was  changeable. 
Every  thing  which  gave  her  a  new  impulse  was  adopted,  merely 
because  it  was  excitement,  and  excitement  was  life,  and  Helen's  life 
was  dead.  True,  candid,  open  as  the  day,  by  the  disposition 
which  God  had  bestowed  upon  her,  yet  her  existence  was  an  un- 
reality— a  perpetual  discordance  between  principle  and  practice^ — 
which  she  had  learnt  to  laugh  at,  because  it  was  exhibited  before 
her  in  the  persons  whom  the  lessons  of  her  childhood  had  taught 
her  should  be  regarded  with  respect. 

Helen  Clare  was  a  problem  to  herself  and  to  others. . 


CHAPTER  IX. 


*^  Mamma,  Mr.  Egerton  is  returned  for  Ramsay ;  are  n't  you  glad  ?  " 
Anna  Graham  came  into  the  little  study,  where  Mrs.  Graham 
and  Susan  were  writing,  and  Isabella  reading.  '^Returned, 
are  you  sure?"  Susiui's  pen  was  laid  down,  and  she  addressed 
her  sister  with  an  eagerness  which  made  Anna  laugh. 

"  One  would  think  you  were  going  to  be  returned  yourself, 
Susan.     Yes,  I  am  sure,  quite ;  I  heard  it  from  Lady  A\x^>\%td»>^sA 
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Helen.  They  were  at  Grant's,  shopping,  and  I  went  in  as  I  came 
from  Mrs.  Lowrie's  to  buy  some  French  cotton  for  Mrs.  Berry. 
You  don't  mind  my  going  in,  dear  mamma,  do  you  ?" 

''Not  at  all  my  love;  I  don't  imagine  you  will  come  to  any 
mischief  by  buying  French  cotton.  But  tell  us  what  Lady  Au- 
gusta said." 

''  Oh  !  she  was  in  high  spirits,  and  so  gracious  !  She  talked  of 
.  coming  here  to  call  and  tell  you  all  about  it.  Helen  says*  Mr. 
Egerton  made  a  grand  speech  ;  and  he  came  in  with  an  immense 
majority.  *  Quite  a  political  triumph ! '  Lady  Augusta  called  it. 
Helen's  eyes  sparkled,  and  she  talked  so  fast !  I  never  saw  people 
in  such  a  state." 

"Or  who  made  others  in  such  a  state,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
laughing.  "  I  shall  object  to  your  buying  French  cotton  for  the 
future,  Anna,  if  the  consequences  are  so  alarming." 

"  It  will  be  pleasant  to  see  Helen  excited,"  said  Susan  ;  "  she 
has  been  always  depressed  lately." 

"  I  don't  see  why  she  should  be,"  observed  Isabella  in  a  melan- 
choly tone.     "  I  am  sure  she  has  enough  to  make  her  happy." 

Mrs.  Graham  replied  to  this  remark  by  a  slight  sigh,  observed 
only  by  Susan. 

"She  never  is  happy — not  what  I  call  happy," — observed 
Anna.  "  I  wouldn't  live  the  life  that  she  does  if  you  would  give 
me  fifty  thousand  instead  of  ten  thousand  a  year.  Dear  mamma ! 
I  am  so  thankful  that  we  are  not  too  grand  to  be  useful : "  and 
Anna  threw  her  arms  around  her  mother's  neck,  and  kissed  her. 

"  It  is  not  grandeur,  Anna,  which  prevents  persons  from  being 
useful,"  said  Mrs.  Graham :  "  you  will  learn  that  by  and  by. 
Some  of  the  grandest  people. — as  you  would  call  them — that  I 
have  ever  known  have  been  the  most  useful." 

"  Not  when  they  thought  about  their  grandeur,  though,"  said 
Anna. 

"  Helen  never  thinks  of  her  grandeur,"  observed  Susan. 

"  She  only  feels  it,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Education  has  done 
that.  Helen  is  naturally  exceedingly  unassuming,  but  she  has 
been  kept  aloof  from  every  one  till  she  looks  down  upon  them, 
and  takes  no  interest  in  them,  simply  because  she  knows  nothing 
about  them." 

"Lady  Augusta  never  intended  to  make  her  proud,"  said 
Isabella.  "  I  have  heard  her  preach  quite  a  sermon  upon  humi- 
lity." 

"  So  have  I,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;  and  a  smile  passed  over  her 
face,  which  she  checked  almost  immediately. 
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"  What  is  the  use  of  preaching  humility  and  practising  pride  ?" 
murmured  Susan  in  an  under  tone,  whilst  she  went  on  with  her 
writing. 

^'  I  don't  think  we  are  the  better  for  discussing  Lady  Augusta," 
said  Mrs.  Graham.  — "  Anna,  love,  I  wanted  you,  if  you  have 
time  to-day,  to  do  something  for  me." 

"  Dear  mamma  !  yes  —  any  thing  ;  **  and  Anna  leaned  over  her 
mother  fondly,  and  added,  "  I  always  have  time  for  you." 

"  I  want  you  to  make  up  the  account  of  the  subscription  for 
Kate  Hope,  and  copy  it  out.  Let  mo  see; — I  think  there  must  be 
six  copies  at  least.  —  I  dare  say  Isabella  will  help." 

Isabella  said  "  Yes,"  but  not  with  great  alacrity. 

'^  And  Susan  must  give  me  some  books  from  the  lending  library 
for  Mrs.  Lowrie's  servants,"  said  Anna,  "I  promised  her  she 
should  have  them." 

"The  books  want  covering,"  observed  Susan,  "and  I  have 
not  had  time  to  do  them." 

"Isabella  shall  cover  them,"  said  Anna,  "and  I  will  manage 
Kate  Hope's  account ;  I  can  do  it  quite  well." 

Susan  turned  to  her  mother.  "  Mamma,  I  don't  know  what 
you  will  say,  but  I  half-promised  Mrs.  Lowrie  that  her  girl, 
Harriet  Pearce,  should  come  and  read  with  our  little  maid  on 
Tuesdays  and  Thursdays.  Mrs.  Lowrie  says  that  it  would  be  such 
a  comfort  to  her  to  feel  that  she  had  some  one  besides  herself  to 
teach  Harriet.  Should  you  object  ?  I  said  I  would  talk  to  you 
about  it." 

"  Not  at  all,  my  love,  if  you  like  it.  It  is  not  much  more 
trouble  to  teach  two  than  one." 

"  Mrs.  Berry  has  been  talking  to  us  again  about  an  elder  class 
from  the  Sunday-school  girls,"  said  Anna ;  "  but  I  told  her  I  was 
afraid  we  could  scarcely  begin  it  this  winter." 

"  I  don't  think  we  can  possibly,"  said  Susan,  who  took  in  all 
that  was  said,  whilst  her  pen  moved  tolerably  fast. 

"  The  days  are  so  short,"  continued  Anna  ;  "  and  after  we  have 
had  our  school-room  work  in  the  morning  there  really  is  not  day- 
light enough  for  any  thing,  except  just  seeing  one  or  two  people, 
and  going  for  a  rushing  walk  on  the  Ivors  road." 

"  Unless  we  were  to  dine  later,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  Dinner  takes  up  such  a  great  deal  of  time  in  the  middle  of  the 
day." 

"  I  can't  bear  altering  the  dinner-hour,"  said  Isabella ;  "  it  is 
so  unnatural." 

"  If  we  dined  at  half-past  five  we  might  have  th^  q,W%  iot  ^^k. 
hour  before,"  said  Susan. 
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*^  Yes,  that  might  do :  the  girls  ought  not  to  be  out  laier  than 
five  or  six/'  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  No ;  that  was  what  Mrs.  Berry  said,"  observed  Anna.  "  I 
should  like  to  manage  it,  if  one  could.  Mr.  Berrj  is  so  anxious 
about  it :  he  says  that  it  would  be  keeping  a  hold  upon  them  to 
make  them  feel  thej  had  ladies  looking  after  them.  And,  mamm% 
do  you  know,  he  has  had  such  good  accounts  of  Jessie  Dawson, — 
the  girl  with  the  burnt  face,  you  remember,  — whom  I  taught  to 
knit  last  spring.  Her  face  is  quite  well,  and  she  has  a  place  as 
kitchen  maid  with  Mrs.  Berry's  aunt ;  and  she  sends  her  piurtiouUu* 
duty  to  me.  Isn't  that  grand?"  And  Anna  drew  herself  up 
playfully,  whilst  her  cheek  flushed  with  pleasure  at  the  conscious- 
ness of  having  done  something  to  deserve  gratitude. 

^^  I  don't  think  elder  classes  or  younger  ones  will  flourish  much, 
if  we  spend  so  much  time  in  talking  about  them,"  said  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham.    "  What  a  chatterer  you  are,  Anna." 

"  Only  I  must  tell  you,  dear  mamma ;  you  know  we  can't  set  to 
work  without  you.  Oh  dear  I  what  a  great  deal  there  is  to  do 
in  the  world  !  I  will  just  go  and  take  off  my  things,  and  then 
come  and  make  up  Kate  Hope's  account.  I  suppose  we  sha'n*!  go 
out  this  afternoon,  it  is  coming  on  to  rain." 

''  I  want  you  to  come  to  my  room  one  minute,  Anna,"  said  Susao, 
'^  and  to  bring  me  your  scrap-bag.  Mamma  wants  some  linen  tor 
the  almshouses,  and  I  want  some  for  Mrs.  Lowrie,  and  if  we  «re 
not  going  out  we  must  send  it." 

*^  Make  haste  then.  Lady  Augusta  will  be  here  in  a  minute. 
Why  are  people  so  tiresome  as  to  call  when  one  is  busy  ?  **  And 
Anna  hurried  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  Susan. 

Isabella  sat  with  her  book  before  her,  apparently  reading. 
"My  love,  all  this  talking  must  disturb  you,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  Why  don't  you  go  into  the  dining-room  ?  there  is  a  flre  there.* 

"  I  would  rather  stay  here,  thank  you,  dear  mamma,"  replied 
Isabella,  scarcely  raising  her  eyes. 

Mrs.  Graham  watched  her,  and  saw  a  tear  drop  upon  the  page. 
She  went  up  to  her  and  kissed  her.  "  Unhappy,  my  child  ?  "  she 
said  tenderly,  yet  not  anxiously. 

"  No,  dear  mamma,  it  is  nothing;  it  is  really  nothing."  Isabella 
brushed  her  hand  across  her  eyes. 

"  Only  the  old  malady,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

Isabella  half  smiled.  "  It  really  is  nothing ;  please  don't  ask 
me  ;  I  know  I  ought  to  be  happy." 

"  Yes,  indeed  you  ought ;  you  have  every  thing  to  make  you  so.** 

"  Except  people's  love,"  said  Isabella,  bitterly. 
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'^JVfy  dear  child,  that  is  wrong.  You  havo  love  ;  as  much  as 
any  human  being  has  the  least  right  to  wish  for  ;  my  love,  your 
sisters',  your  brother's  ;  the  love  of  friends  too." 

<<  Yes,  secondary  love,**  said  Isabella.  ^*  Dear  mamma !  •—  and 
she  clung  to  her  mother,  conscious  of  the  seeming  ingratitude  of 
her  words  «-^  "  I  know  you  love  me,  —  but  I  don't  deserve  it." 

"  We  none  of  us  deserve  any  love,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

^^  But  I  am  not  like  Susan  and  Anna.  I  am  disagreeable ;  I 
make  you  unhappy." 

"  Never,  except  by  being  unhappy  yourself,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  And  I  never  shall  be  like  them,"  continued  Isabella.  "  I  shall 
never  have  any  one  to  love  me  best." 

"  I  suppose  they  would  be  puzzled  to  find  out  any  one  who 
loves  them  best,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Certainly  it  would  not  be 
their  mother." 

"  Dearest  mamma,  you  are  so  good,  so  very  kind  ;  but  I  don't 
think  you  can  understand,  —  I  don't  think  any  one  can." 

*'  1  think  I  can,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  as  she  fondly  smoothed  her 
child's  glossy  hair  ;  adding,  <<  once  upon  a  time,  Isabella,  I  had 
the  same  fancies." 

"You,  mamma?  Impossible.  You  must  always  have  been 
loved." 

"  Yes,  as  you  are  :  but  the  love  was  thrown  away  upon  me. 
Your  dear  aunt,  Helen's  mother,  was  a  more  attractive  person 
than  I  was ;  she  was  beautiful,  as  Helen  is,  and  very  clever,  and 
she  was  the  elder,  and  so  was  brought  more  forward;  and  at 
length  I  became,  not  exactly  envious,  —  I  was  too  fond  of  her  to 
be  that,  —  but  discontented.  I  was  out  of  health  too,  that  had 
something  to  do  with  it.  I  used  to  get  into  low  spirits  for  no 
reason,  and  very  often  I  made  this  an  excuse  to  myself  for  being 
really  ill-humoured." 

Just  at  this  instant  Susan  looked  in  at  the  door,  but  went  away 
again  directly.  Isabella  started  up,  afraid  of  being  remarked. 
When  the  door  was  closed,  she  said  eagerly,  "  And  who  helped 
you,  mamma  ?  " 

"  A  curious  person,  —  an  old  nurse,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  **  She 
found  me  one  evening  crying  in  my  own  room,  and  asked  me  what 
was  the  matter.  I  said,  as  you  do,  that  I  didn't  know ;  that  I  was 
very  unhappy,  and  nobody  loved  me ;  and  a  good  deal  more  of 
the  same  kind,  more  indeed  than  you  would  say,  because  I  had 
been  allowed  to  have  my  own  way  as  a  child,  and  had  but  little 
notion  of  self-control.  She  let  me  go  on  for  a  long  time,  and 
listened  quietly,  and  at  last  —  I  think  I  see  her  no^  —  ^<^  ^c^c^ 
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her  head,  and  said,  '  Ah !  Miss  Frances,  self  comes  first,  and  self 
is  never  satisfied/  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  she  meant,''  said  Isabella,  a  little  moodilj. 

"  Exactly  my  own  words ;  though  I  doubt  if  they  were  quite 
sincere.  She  did  not  immediately  explain  them,  but  went  on 
questioning  me,  in  her  strict,  short  way,  as  to  what  I  had  been 
doing  all  the  day ;  what  I  had  read,  and  where  I  had  walked,  and 
what  work  I  had  done ;  and  at  every  answer  she  said,  '  Well,  and 
whom  did  that  please  ? '  And  in  almost  every  case  I  was  obliged 
to  answer,  myself.  Nurse  took  my  hand,  and  said,  solemnly,  *  Poor 
child !  myself  is  a  hard  tyrant.' " 

Isabella  looked  up  as  if  about  to  speak,  but  hesitated. 

"  I  know  what  you  would  say,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham.  "  You 
think  it  does  not  apply  to  you ;  and,  in  a  certain  way,  that  is 
true.  For  me,  I  had  been  ill  and  depressed ;  and  fancying  that  I 
had  a  right  to  amuse  myself  and  distract  my  thoughts  if  I  could, 
I  had  literally  lived  only  for  myself.  I  had  read  for  my  own 
pleasure,  worked  to  gratify  my  own  fancy,  talked  or  been  silent, 
walked  or  stayed  at  home,  entirely  to  please  myself.  I  gave  no 
pleasure  to  others,  and  as  a  natural  result  they  gave  no  pleasure 
to  me,  and  I  fancied  they  didn't  care  for  me." 

*^  But,  manmia,  I  do  work  for  others,"  said  Isabella. 

"  Because  you  are  obliged  :  there  is  very  little  voluntary  effort" 

''  I  do  the  things  ;  I  can't  help  their  being  unpleasant  to  me," 
was  the  reply. 

"  Yes,  dear  child ;  excuse  me,  you  can  help  it.  If  your  thoughts 
were  right,  your  feelings  would  be  right.  Just  tell  me,  do  you  ever 
give  yourself  the  trouble  of  planning  what  you  can  do  to  please 
or  help  others  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  occasion  ;  I  am  generally  told  what  I  am  to  do," 
said  Isabella. 

"  Then  I  have  very  much  failed  in  the  object  of  my  life,"  ob- 
served Mrs.  Graham,  sadly.  "  My  one  chief  desire  has  been  to 
educate  you  so  that  you  might  have  independent  springs  of  action, 
and  work  without  being  told." 

"  But  the  work  does  the  same  good  to  others,  whether  you  plan 
it  or  I  do,"  said  Isabella. 

"  Possibly ;  though  upon  that  point  I  have  a  doubt.  But  as 
regards  yourself,  nothing  interests  us  which  is  not  attended  by 
some  voluntary  effort.  If  you  give  yourself  the  trouble  to  plan 
what  you  can  do  for  others  your  work  will  become  interesting  ; 
otherwise  it  is  simply  mechanical.  What  is  defective  in  you,  my 
child,  is  less  selfishness  in  action  than  in  feeling.  The  first  step 
towards  right  feeling  is  made  in  the  management  of  the  thoughts* 
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"  But  all  the  work  in  the  world  will  not  procure  me  love," 
persisted  Isabella. 

"  Not  the  work,  but  the  unselfishness,  the  kind-hearted,  bene- 
volent feeling  which  is  always  thinking  of  others  and  forgetting 
itself  will.  I  will  tell  you  again  about  myself.  That  speech  of 
nurse's  had  a  great  effect  upon  me :  it  made  me  look  into  my  heart, 
and  discover  what  a  great  fault  I  had  been  indulging.  I  set  to 
work  resolutely  against  it,  and  I  hope  in  the  right  way,  for  I  was 
really  influenced  by  religious  principle.  I  tried  first  for  one  day, 
making  it  my  decided  object  to  do  every  thing  which  I  could  think 
of  that  would  give  pleasure  to  others ;  not  merely  leaving  undone 
selfish  actions,  but  doing  thoughtful  and  considerate  ones.  My 
mind  became  interested,  and  I  liad  no  leisure  to  dwell  upon  the 
fancy  that  no  one  loved  me.  The  next  morning  I  made  a  resolu- 
tion for  two  days,  then  for  a  week,  and  at  last  for  a  month.  I 
grew  much  happier,  and  could  not  help  seeing  that  every  one  was 
kinder  than  before,  and  more  glad  to  be  with  me  and  talk  to  me : 
and  at  the  end  of  six  months  I  was  actually  startled  to  find  how 
much  love  was  bestowed  upon  me.  Since  then  the  burden  of  my 
life  has  been,  not  that  I  have  so  little  love,  but  so  much  which  I 
can  never  deserve." 

"  But  best,  mamma,'*  said  Isabella ;  " to  be  loved  best!  " 

"  Dear  child,  we  must  talk  of  that  another  time.  Here  is  Lady 
Augusta's  carriage ;  only  when  we  give  our  own  best  love  where 
alone  it  is  due,  we  shall  never  complain  that  it  is  not  returned." 

A  thundering  knock  and  ring  made  Isabella  start  from  her  seat, 
and  rush  away  through  a  door  which  opened  into  the  dining-room, 
just  as  Lady  Augusta  Clare  and  Miss  Clare  were  announced  in 
the  study. 


CHAPTER  X. 

Lady  Augusta's  glance  around  the  small  apartment  was  most 
patronising.     She  was  evidently  in  the  best  possible  humour. 

"  You  really  look  so  extremely  comfortable  here,  my  dear  Mrs. 
Graham ;  so  usefully  employed.  Quite  a  charming  little  room, 
is  n't  it,  Helen  ?  " 

"  The  room  looks  as  it  always  does,"  said  Helen,  bluntly ;  but 
the  next  moment  she  added,  "  Aunt  Fanny's  rooms  always  do  look 
more  comfortable  than  any  others." 
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"  I  don't  know  why,  I  am  sure,  my  dear,*'  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  I  never  particularly  piqued  myself  upon  the  art  of  arranging 
furniture.  But  you  are  come  with  good  news,  I  hear,"  she  con- 
tinued, addressing  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Yes,  dear  Claude  is  returned  member  for  Ramsay.  Such  a 
delight  to  us !  and  I  thought  I  must  be  the  first  to  come  and  give 
you  the  happy  intelligence.  The  excitement  has  been  so  great  ! 
too  great  for  dear  Helen ;  she  looks  quite  pale." 

"  Because  I  sat  up  late  last  night,  reading,  mamma,"  said  Helen ; 
"  not  because  I  am  so  tremendously  rejoiced  about  Claude.  Only 
as  an  old  friend,  you  know.  Aunt  Fanny,  one  is  glad.  And  then 
it  has  been  something  to  talk  about,  and  Ivors  has  been  so  very 
dull  ;  I  declare  I  think  I  should  like  to  live  in  a  country  town." 
Her  eye  glanced  towards  the  side  window  of  the  little  study, 
from  which  a  view  could  be  had  of  one  of  the  smaller  streets  of 
Wingfield. 

"  You  would  have  pattens  to  listen  to  on  a  wet  day,  and  muffin- 
boys'  cries,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "I  don't  know  whether  you 
would  think  them  very  enlivening." 

"  I  should  like  them  for  change ;  any  thing  for  that.  Aunt 
Fanny,  where  is  Susan  ? " 

"  In  the  house,  somewhere,  my  love.  I  will  ring,  and  let  her 
know  you  are  here." 

"  Thank  you ;  but  please  don't  ring.  Let  me  go  and  find  her ;" 
and  Helen  hurried  out  of  the  room,  pleased  as  a  child  to  bo  free 
to  find  her  way  over  the  old-fashioned  house,  and  to  have  the 
chance  of  a  conversation  with  Susan  without  observation. 

"  She  is  such  a  strange  child,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  when  Helen 
left  the  room.  "  All  that  indifference  is  merely  put  on.  But  she 
will  not  show  her  feelings  to  any  one  except  me.  Between  our- 
selves, my  dear  Mrs.  Graham,  she  has  caused  me  some  anxiety 
lately ;  of  course  I  would  not  have  an  observation  made  for  the 
world,  but  her  spirits  have  drooped,  without  cause  apparently,  or 
at  least  any  that  the  world  would  see.  For  myself,  I  am  only 
too  observant ;  but  we  must  trust  it  will  all  be  right  by  and  by ; 
in  fact  I  feel  convinced  it  will." 

"Helen,  being  an  only  daughter,  may  probably  want  com- 
panionship," was  Mrs.  Graham's  matter-of-fact  reply  to  Uiis 
mysterious  speech. 

Lady  Augusta  grew  rather  stiff.  "I  think  not.  Helen  has 
enough  resources  to  be  sufiicient  for  herself.  It  has  been  my. 
great  aim  in  her  education;  and  she  has  no  fancy  for  society; 
she  dislikes  it  indeed.     I  had  real  difiiculty  in  making  her  go  out 
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in  London.  In  fact,  dear  child !  she  has  my  tastes.  She  much 
prefers  scientific  and  literary  pursuits  to  fashionable  amusements." 

"  She  is  very  simple,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham,  cautiously. 

"  Sweetly  simple  ;"  and  Lady  Augusta's  severity  relaxed.  "  As 
dear  Claude  was  remarking  to  me  only  the  day  before  he  left  us, 
to  go  down  to  Ramsay,  she  is  full  of  impulse,  but  it  is  all  natural. 
Yon  know  Claude  spent  a  fortnight  with  us,  just  before  the  elec- 
tion came  on.  They  saw  a  good  deal  of  each  other  then.  Poor 
fellow  !  it  was  a  great  change  from  Ivors  and  Helen,  to  the  coarse- 
ness and  bustle  of  the  election." 

A  light  broke  upon  Mrs.  Graham's  mind.  She  knew  that  after 
the  firet  electioneering  plans  were  settled,  Claude  Egerton  had 
been  invited  to  stay  at  Ivors,  and,  as  Lady  Augusta  said,  had 
spent  a  fortnight  there.  But  she  troubled  herself  very  little  at 
any  time  with  Lady  Augusta's  visitors,  and  had  looked  upon 
Claude's  stay  as  a  matter  of  course,  since  Sir  Henry's  advice  was 
likely  to  be  useful  to  him.  Now,  she  could  not  but  feel  that  some 
deeper  interest  was  concerned ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  it  was  clear, 
wished  her  to  understand  the  case,  though  she  did  not  choose  to 
explain  herself  more  clearly.  Mrs.  Graham  was  not,  liowever,  to 
be  tempted  to  inquire  more  particularly  into  the  meaning  of  what 
had  been  said,  and  contented  herself  with  remarking  that  Mr. 
Egerton  was  likely  to  be  a  very  hard-working  member  of  Parlia- 
ment, but  she  scarcely  imagined  he  would  be  an  eloquent  one. 

**  I  don't  know.  I  should  say  he  does  n't  know  his  own  powers. 
I  have  heard  him  speak  remarkably  well,  when  excited.  He  re- 
quires a  stimulus,  an  object.  Helen  differed  from  him  one  night, 
and  he  was  quite  brilliant,  and  exceedingly  clever  in  his  argu- 
ment. I  believe  he  entirely  converted  her ;  not  perhaps  that  we 
can  consider  such  a  fact  astonishing : "  and  Lady  Augusta  con- 
cluded he#  sentence  with  a  smile  of  great  meaning. 

Provoking  Mrs.  Graham  still  would  observe  nothing,  and  Lady 
Augusta  continued  :  "  But  I  must  not  forget  one  of  my  chief  ob- 
jects in  calling  this  afternoon,  independent  of  the  pleasure  of  see- 
ing you.  Sir  Henry  talks  of  having  some  festivities  in  honour  of 
the  new  member,  and  to  celebrate  the  Conservative  triumph,  and 
he  insists  upon  having  you  and  the  dear  girls  in  the  house.  I 
told  him  I  thought  it  would  be  impossible  to  persuade  you,  occu- 
pied as  you  are  ;  and  now  that  Christmas  is  so  near  at  hand,  and 
your  boy  coming  home  from  school,  I  was  afraid  it  would  be  full 
of  difficulties  ;  but  he  insisted  upon  my  coming,  and  of  course  I 
was  only  too  glad :  I  trust  you  will  think  of  it." 

Mrs.  Graham  was  very  much  obliged,  and  'woiiV^  \XiVQ^  ^^  Vt. 
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She  inquired  as  to  the  details  of  times  and  seasons,  but  found  that 
every  thing  was  unsettled.  Mr.  Egerton  might  be  kept  at  Ram- 
say ;  he  might  be  obliged  to  go  to  town ;  he  might  have  business 
at  his  own  place,  Helmsley;  every  thing  must  depend  on  his 
movements.  Possibly  any  entertainments  might  be  deferred  till 
after  Christmas.  Lady  Augusta  was  in  a  complete  maze  of  un- 
certainty, took  out  her  watch,  discovered  that  it  was  extremely 
late,  and  was  impatient  to  return  home.  But  she  was  delighted 
to  have  seen  dear  Mrs.  Graham,  and  hoped  soon  to  have  the  oppor- 
tunity of  showing  the  very  descriptive  letter  which  Mr.  Egerton 
had  written,  giving  an  account  of  the  polling  days,  and  the 
speeches, — a  letter,  she  added,  which  Helen  had  made  him  pro^ 
mise  to  write  when  he  went  away,  and  which  really  was  quite  i^ 
treat.     And  then  the  bell  was  rung  for  Helen. 


CHAPTER  XL 

Helen  was  not  very  well  versed  in  the  intricacies  of  Wingfield 
Court,  but  she  had  found  her  way  without  much  difficulty  through 
one  long  passage,  and  down  three  steps,  and  through  another 
short  passage,  to  Susan's  room,  an  irregular-shaped,  plainly-fur- 
nished little  apartment,  looking  out,  like  the  side  window  of  the 
study,  upon  the  street.  Susan  was  engaged  with  the  scrap-bag ; 
hoards  of  rags  and  pieces  of  linen  were  turned  out  of  it  upon  thQ 
bed. 

"  My  dear  Susan,  what  are  you  about  ?  "  was  Helen's  exclama-N 
tion,  as  she  stumbled  into  the  room  over  a  box  contaipyig  wom-v 
out  sheets,  which  Susan  had  just  drawn  forth  from  a  closet. 

"Preparing  to  keep  a  rag  shop,  you  would  suppose,"  replied 
Susan,  throwing  aside  her  scraps,  and  coming  forward  with  a. 
cordial  smile  on  her  face,  which  made  Helen,  as  she  kissed  her, 
declare  that  it  was  like  sunshine  to  look  at  her.  "  I  am  collect-^ 
ing  linen  and  rags  for  my  old  blind  friend  Mrs.  Lowrie.  Sha 
makes  lint  for  the  infirmary,  and  we  always  try  to  keep  her  sup-, 
plied." 

Helen  laughed  heartily,  "  You  are  the  most  absurd  people,  my 
dear  Susan.  One  would  think  you  had  a  concern  with  all  the 
business  of  all  the  dwellers  on  the  face  of  the  globe.  We  shall^ 
hear  ofyonr  making  skins  for  the  C^ilnmck  Tartars  next' 
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"Well!**  said  Susan,  "If  the  Calmuck  Tartars  settled  next 
door,  I  suppose  we  should  do  our  utmost  to  assist  them." 

"Oh  dear!**  and  Helen  jumped  upon  the  corner  of  the  bed, 
and  made  a  comfortable  support  to  her  back  with  a  bundle  of  old 
sheets  ;  "  this  is  a  very  odd  world  we  live  in.  Susan  are  n't  you 
out  of  your  wits  with  joy  because  Claude  Egerton  is  member  for 
Kamsay  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know ; "  and  Susan  put  on  a  look  of  consideration :  "  I 
believe  I  am  very  glad." 

"  Very  glad !     That  isn't  half,  nor  a  quarter  enough.     You  are 
to  be  in  the  seventh  heaven  of  felicity.     We  all  are." 
"  I  heard  you  were,"  said  Susan  a  little  satirically. 
"  From  whom  ?     Oh  !  I  know ;  that  little  tell-tale  Anna.     She 
entrapped  me  into  a  grand  description  of  Claude's  speech,  and 
then  ran  away  and  laughed  at  me." 

"  But  you  are  glad  really,  Helen  ?  "  said  Susan,  a  little  per- 
plexed at  her  cousin's  manner. 

"  Oh !  of  course.    I  always  am  what  I  ought  to  be." 
"  I  wish  I  could  say  as  much  of  myself,"  said  Susan,  smiling ; 
"  but  I  don't  understand  you  now,  Helen,  any  more  than  I  ever 
do." 

"  I  don*t  see  how  you  should,"  replied  Helen.  "  I  don't  under- 
stand myself.  The  fact  is,  Susan,  I  believe  I  am  frightfully  per- 
verse. When  I  am  told  I  am  to  be  glad,  I  am  not  glad  at  all ; 
I  am  frozen  up  into  an  icicle.  I  shall  thaw  again  though  presently." 
"  You  ought  to  be  glad  for  Sir  Henry's  sake,"  said  Susan. 
"  It  is  a  great  deal  his  work,  and  there  are  the  politics  to  be  con- 
sidered." 

"  Oh  yes  I  the  great  Conservative  triumph !  What  do  I  care 
for  Conservative  triumphs  ?  But  I  do  care  for  Claude  himself, — 
I  like  Claude  very  much :  don't  you  ?  " 

A  faint,  very  faint  tinge  of  deepening  colour  spread  itself  over 
Susan's  cheek ;  but  she  answered  without  hesitation,  "  Yes,  I  do 
certainly  like  him." 

"  Yes,  I  do  certainly  like  him,"  repeated  Helen,  mimicking  her 
cousin's  rather  slow  tones.  "  Save  me  from  ever  being  praised 
by  you,  Susan !  Why  you  ought  to  like  him  extremely.  He 
likes  you." 

"Does  he?"  Susan  was  seized  with  the  sudden  recollection 
of  the  claims  of  her  scrap-bag,  and  busied  herself  with  rolling  up 
strips  of  linen.  Perhaps  she  might  have  cared  to  know  how 
much  Claude  Egerton  liked  her,  but  Helen  was  not  communi- 
cative. 

r  3  .  ^ 
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"  I  like  him,"  continued  Helen,  following,  as  was  her  wont,  the 
topic  most  agreeable  to  her  own  mind,  "because  he  makes  one 
think :  that  is  more  than  most  people  do.  I  quarrel  with  him 
very  often ;  we  were  always  quarrelling  when  he  was  last  at 
Ivors.  I  dare  say  it  was  my  own  fault.  Susan,  dear,  I  wish  I 
was  as  good  as  you  are." 

"When  you  are  wishing,  wish  for  something  better  than 
that." 

"No;  I  should  be  quite  contented.  It  would  give  me  just 
the  pleasant)  comfortable  opinion  of  myself  that  I  want  Let  me 
have  some  of  those  strips,  like  a  good  child.  I  can't  bear  to  see 
you  making  a  martyr  of  yourself  over  them." 

"You  won't  know  what  to  do  with  them,"  said  Susan.  "I 
venture  to  say  you  never  rolled  up  a  strip  of  linen  in  your  life." 

"  It  is  time  I  should  learn  then.  Claude  says  there  is  a  good 
deal  to  be  learnt  in  the  world.  I  believe  he  thinks  that  it  would 
be  a  good  thing  if  I  were  to  set  about  learning." 

"  I  should  agree  with  him,"  said  Susan,  archly. 

"  Don't  preach.  I  am  not  in  the  humour  to-day.  I  only  like 
being  preached  to  on  wet  days.  The  words  drop  then  like  the 
rain  on  the  ground ;  it  all  suits.  I  think,  Susan,  Claude  means  to 
fall  in  love  with  Miss  Hume." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Susan,  without  raising  her  eyes  from  her 
work. 

"  Very  likely  I  Susan  you  are  enough  to  provoke  a  saint. 
Prosy,  plain,  particular,  pertinacious,  provoking  Miss  Hume! 
It  would  be  a  crying  sin.  I  declare  when  I  saw  him  bring  her 
in  flowers  to  copy,  and  offer  to  cut  her  pencils,  I  used  to  run  away, 
it  made  me  so  angry.  And  very  wrong  it  was  of  him,  too ! 
Lady  Hume  took  it  all  in,  and  considers  it  a  settled  thing.  I 
would  n't  answer  for  it,  that  she  is  not  at  this  very  moment  order- 
ing the  trousseau." 

"  So  absurd  you  are,  Helen  I  why  should  n't  a.  gentleman  bring 
flowers  for  a  lady  to  copy,  and  cut  her  pencils  for  her,  if  he  likes 
it?" 

"  Oh  I  but  it  was  all  done  in  that  particular  way,  —  Claude 
Egerton's  way.  I  wish  you  could  see  and  hear  him  as  I  do. 
That  quiet  tone,  deferential,  considerate, — moving  rose-leaves  out 
of  your  way,  lest  you  should  stumble  over  them.  Not  out  of  my 
way,  though.     He  is  always  at  daggers  drawn  with  me." 

"  No  wonder,  if  you  talk  in  the  wild  way  to  him  that  you  do 
Uie,"  replied  Susan. 

"  You  don't  think  I  would  venture  ?    No,  I  assure  you,  I  am 
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the  very  pattern  of  propriety  with  him ;  except, — every  now  and 
then,  I  like  to  startle  him.  We  argued  for  an  hour,  one  night. 
Mamma  thought  he  had  converted  me ;  not  at  all —  I  was  of  his 
opinion  at  the  beginning,  only  I  chose  to  contradict  him." 

"  He  will  soon  be  up  to  that,"  said  Susan,  "  he  is  quick  enough." 

"  Will  he  ?  I  don't  care.  It  is  all  in  the  way  of  amusement ; " 
and  Helen  sighed.     "  What  do  you  do  for  amusement,  Susan  ?  " 

"  I  have  so  little  time  for  it,"  replied  Susan,  "  I  don't  quite  know. 
There  is  always  something  when  I  want  it." 

"  And  time  seems  to  me  so  long.  That  is  one  of  the  points 
Claude  and  I  can  never  agree  upon.  He  says  there  is  so  much 
to  do  in  the  world,  and  I  say  I  never  can  find  it  out.  Would  he 
approve  of  rolling  up  strips  of  linen  do  you  think  ?  " 

'*  You  can  try :  take  home  some." 

"  I  would :  you  may  laugh,  Susan  ;  but  if  it  was  to  do  you  any 
good  I  would." 

"  Thank  you,  I  am  sure  you  would.  But  what  if  it  was  to  do 
some  one  else  good  ?  " 

'*  (^a  depend.  Perhaps  I  should  n't  like  the  person.  I  can't 
work  for  any  one  I  don't  like." 

"  My  strips  are  for  old  Mrs.  Lowrie,"  said  Susan. 

"  Or  the  Queen  of  the  Sandwich  Islands ! "  exclaimed  Helen. 
"  What  do  I  know  about  old  Mrs.  Lowrie  ? " 

Susan  shook  her  head.  "  Ivors  spoils  you,  Helen.  I  tell  you 
so,  often." 

"  And  Claude  says  the  same,"  replied  Helen,  thoughtfully. 

''  Most  likely  then  it  is  true." 

"Most  likely.  You  are  both  excellent  people.  I  have  the 
greatest  possible  respect  for  you." 

"  Only  you  won't  listen  to  us." 

"  I  don't,  on  principle.  The  world  would  be  so  dull  if  every 
one  was  good."  The  drawing-room  bell  rang,  and  Helen  started 
up.  "  A  summons  for  me !  Susan  we  have  not  said  any  thing 
interesting.  I  meant  to  say  a  good  deal.  When  will  you  come 
to  Ivors?" 

"  When  I  am  asked,  and  when  mamma  will  spare  me." 

"  Claude  will  be  back  soon.  There  are  to  be  great  festivities, 
poor  people's  di'  is,  school  toa-drinkings.  I  would  rather  have 
you  all  to  myself." 

"  So  would  I  you; — for  some  reasons,"  was  added  in  a  lower 
tone. 

"  I  should  be  a  changed  person,  if  I  could  stay  a  month  in  the 
house  with  you,  Susan,"  continued  Helen. 
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"  Then  I  hope  you  never  wiU.  I  should  n't  like  you  to  be 
changed,  except  in  some  things." 

"Exceptions  more  numerous  than  the  rule.  You  would  do 
more  for  me  than  Claude.     He  looks  down  upon  me." 

"  Oh,  no.     Impossible  !" 

"  He  does.  He  is  right  too.  Susan,  do  you  know  I  am  sure  I 
shall  never  marry.  I  should  die  of  a  good  man,  and  I  could  never 
be  happy  with  a  bad  one." 

"Apropos  to  Mr.  Egerton?"  asked  Susan,  laughing. 

Helen  laughed  too.  "  Not  quite ;  only  one  day  something 
somebody  said  put  it  into  my  head."  Helen  jumped  down  from 
the  bed,  unrolling  several  of  Susan  s  strips  of  linen,  and  ran  down 
stairs. 


CHAPTER  XII. 


Lady  Augusta  went  home  satisfied  ;  having  managed  a  difficult 
piece  of  domestic  diplomacy.  She  had  given  Sir  Henry's  family 
invitation,  so  as  to  ease  her  conscience,  yet  at  the  same  time  leave 
an  opening  for  limiting  it  if  it  should  be  found  desirable.  But 
she  had  done  more  than  this,  Mrs.  Graham  might  feign  not  to 
understand  her  meaning  ;  but  Lady  Augusta  felt  that  she  had 
dropped  a  seed  which  could  not  fail  to  take  root.  Without  com- 
mitting herself  to  any  assertions,  she  had  given  the  idea  that  there 
was  at  least  a  mutual  feeling  of  more  than  liking  between  Claude 
and  Helen,  and  this  would,  she  well  knew,  be  quite  sufficient  to 
engage  all  Mrs.  Graham's  interest  for  Helen,  and  prevent  the 
possibility  of  any  rivalry  springing  up  with  Susan.  For  Lady 
Augusta  thought  of  every  thing,  was  on  her  guard  against  every 
thing,  which  might  interfere  with  her  favourite  project.  Schem- 
ing herself,  she  gave  others  credit  for  being  scheming  likewise. 
The  possibility  that  Claude  might  be  attracted  by  Susan  had 
never  left  her  mind  since  the  day  when  they  sat  together  at 
dinner,  and  she  had  remarked  their  confidential  tone.  What  more 
desirable  for  Susan  ?  What  more  likely  to  be  the  aim  of  a  person 
in  Mrs.  Graham's  circumstances?  Well-born,  well-educated — 
but  poor,  and  having  very  little  opportunity  for  bringing  her 
daughters  into  notice,  and  settling  them,  as  it  is  called,  advantage- 
ously in  life.  Lady  Augusta  did  not,  as  many  less  politic  tacticians 
might  have  done,  seek  to  destroy  any  rising  interest  in  Claude's 
mind  by  observations  detracting  from  Susan's  merits.     "  If  you 
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wish  to  make  people  fall  in  love,  talk  about  them  to  each  other  ; 
praise  or  dispraise,  it  is  all  the  same/'  was  her  maxim:  and 
acting  upon  l^is,  she  never  mentioned  Susan's  name  to  Claude, 
even  to  find  fault  with  her.  But  she  determined  upon  a  course 
likely  to  be  more  efficacious,  —  that  of  so  preparing  and  preoccu- 
pying the  minds  of  Mrs.  Graham  and  Susan,  that  they  might  as 
by  instinct  keep  themselves  in  the  background,  and  leave  Claude 
and  Helen  together. 

For  Lady  Augusta  laughed  at  Mrs.  Graham,  patronised,  and 
pretended  to  look  down  upon  her,  but  she  implicitly  trusted  her. 
No  worldly  prospect  would,  she  knew,  for  a  moment  tempt  her  to 
place  the  advantage  of  her  own  child  in  competition  with  the 
happiness  of  another.  Once  give  her  the  idea  that  there  was  any 
feeling  of  regard  between  Claude  and  Helen,  and  if  it  had  been 
the  dearest  wish  of  Mrs.  Graham's  heart  which  was  to  be  sacri- 
ficed to  further  their  interests,  it  would  be  given  up  without  the 
hesitation  of  a  moment.  So  also  as  regarded  Susan :  let  her  con- 
sider the  engagement  as  likely,  and  any  fear  of  rivalry  would  at 
once  be  at  an  end.  Claude  would  be  an  object  of  indifference, 
and  the  indifference  would  show  itself  in  her  manner  and  conver- 
sation. And  then; — Lady  Augusta  knew  Claude  Egerton  well, 
— slow  to  believe  himself  liked ;  proud,  so  that  he  would  never 
trust  himself  to  the  risk  of  rejection  ;  needing,  as  reserved  people 
generally  do,  the  fascination  of  ease  and  animation  to  unlock  the 
portals  of  his  own  affections,  Susan  would  be  nothing  to  him. 
Lady  Augusta's  self-oongratulations  when  she  reached  Ivors,  and 
retired  to  her  own  room  to  meditate  upon  her  morning's  work, 
were  by  no  means  few. 

And  how  little  Claude  Egerton  knew  or  thought  of  all  these 
manoeuvres !  He  was,  so  he  would  certainly  have  said  himself, 
not  at  all  in  love,  and  not  in  the  least  intending  to  be  so.  He  had 
spent  a  fortnight  with  Helen ;  but  what  was  the  acquaintance  of  a 
fortnight  when  the  consequence  was  to  be  a  question  of  years  ? 
Perhaps  he  rather  piqued  himself  upon  his  prudence  and  stoicism, 
and  knowing  that  a  quick  appreciation  of  beauty,  both  in  nature 
and  art,  was  likely  to  be  a  snare  to  him,  was  peculiarly  on  his 
guard  against  it.  A  beautiful  person  came  before  him  to  a  certain 
extent  at  a  disadvantage;  he  suspected  vanity,  and  dreaded 
frivolity ;  and  there  might  have  been  a  little  self-satisfaction  (for 
Claude  was  but  human)  in  the  feeling  which  had  induced  him  to 
leave  Helen,  with  her  beauty  and  t^ents,  to  gather  flowers  and 
cut  pencils  for  plain,  uninteresting  Miss  Hume.  The  last  sus- 
picion which  would  have  crossed  his  mind  was  that  of  li\i.N\\!w%^ 
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shade  of  feeling  for  Helen  beyond  that  of  friendship  because  he 
had  known  her  from  a  child. 

Alas  for  Claude !  he  was  in  the  meshes  of  the  spider's  web, 
and  in  all  the  greater  danger  because  he  felt  himself  secure. 

The  election  was  over ;  the  honourable  member  for  Ramsay 
duly  chaired.  Dinners  had  been  eaten,  healths  drunk,  speeches 
made,  the  free  and  independent  voters  were  left  to  talk  over  the 
events  of  the  war,  and  the.  ancient  borough -town  returned  to  its 
pristine  state  of  dulness.  Mr.  Egerton  remained  for  more  than  a 
month  at  his  own  place — Helmsley,  — superintending  and  arrang- 
ing, forming  plans  for  his  tenants,  looking  over  his  farms ;  till 
within  a  week  of  Christmas.  Then  he  departed,  for  Christmas 
was  to  be  spent  at  Ivors. 

There  was  a  good  deal  of  pleasure  in  the  prospect.  Helmsley, 
indeed,  was  a  much  finer  place  than  Ivors,  but  there  was  no  com- 
panionship in  the  magnificent  painted  walls  and  broad  staircases, 
— the  suites  of  splendid  rooms,  —  the  rare  pictures,  —  the  gorgeous 
but  old-fashioned  furniture.  He  might  fill  his  house  with  his 
gentlemen-friends ;  but  Claude  Egerton  could  not  live  only  with 
men.  They  had  no  power  to  draw  him  out  of  himself.  They 
could  only  touch  the  surface  of  his  heart ;  and  underneath  there 
lay  a  deep,  deep  well  of  passionate  feeling,  which  had  never  yet 
been  fully  sounded,  but  which  at  times,  wlien  stirred  by  the  power 
of  music  or  of  poetry,  he  had  striven  to  fathom,  and  started  back 
alarmed  at  the  capacity  of  happiness  or  of  misery  which  it  re- 
vealed to  him,  Man's  society  and  man's  affection  would  never 
reach  the  sources  of  that  well ;  and  Claude,  even  when  he  mingled 
with  men,  and  shared  their  pursuits,  and  threw  himself  with  all 
the  ardour  of  his  character  into  the  work  which  he  shared  in 
common  with  them,  never  found  his  happiness  amongst  them. 
Early  recollections  of  domestic  life  haunted  him.  He  longed  for 
the  ties  of  home,  such  as  in  his  childish  memories  they  appeared 
to  him ;  and,  whilst  dreading  to  risk  their  real  loss  by  a  rash 
step,  he  yet  found  comfort  in  any  thing  which  gave  him  the  sem- 
blance of  the  life  for  which  ho  yearned.  So,  although  still  dis- 
trusting Lady  Augusta,  he  was  happy  at  Ivors,  because  she  was 
to  him  kind  and  soothing ;  and  caring,  as  he  supposed,  nothing 
for  Helen,  he  felt  pleasure  in  her  society,  because  she  was  graceful 
and  winning  in  manners,  pleasant  in  conversation,  and  feminine 
in  taste.  She  assisted  to  fill  up  the  space  which  was  one  day  to 
be  occupied  by  the  perfection  of  his  ideal.  For  Claude  had  his 
ideal,  as  most  persons  have.  The  recollection  of  his  mother  was 
its  basis ;  but  it  was  built  up  after  his  own  fancy, — not  quite  a 
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compound  of  superhuman  virtues  and  faultless  beauty,  but  some- 
thing very  nearly  approaching  to  it,  —  something  which,  if  it  must 
have  failings,  would  at  least  not  have  those  likely  to  clash  with 
his  own  peculiarities,  and  which  certainly  should  not  have  been 
formed  under  the  training  of  any  person  whom  the  Admiral  could 
designate  as  hollow-hearted. 

Strange  it  is  how  weak  we  all  are  in  the  point  on  which  we 
think,  and  perhaps  truly,  that  we  are  strong !  One  of  the  great 
objects  of  Claude  Egerton's  self-discipline  was  to  keep  himself 
free  from  prejudice;  and  yet  that  one  observation  made  by  his 
guardian  had  lingered  by  him,  and  influenced  his  judgment,  and 
distorted  his  perception,  until  perhaps  he  was  the  very  last  person 
competent  to  give  a  fair  opinion  of  Helen's  character. 

Yet  she  interested  him; — he  allowed  that  to  himself, — and 
felt  all  the  more  secure  because  he  could  do  so.  She  was  con- 
tinually unfolding  some  new  phase  of  mind,  and  thus  stimulating 
his  curiosity.  He  could  not  make  her  out.  She  was  paradoxical, 
—  uncertain.  There  seemed  really,  at  times,  a  great  deal  of  good 
in  her,  but  then  it  was  so  little  to  be  depended  on.  He  thought 
much  about  her,  in  that  calm,  speculative  way  in  which  ho  had 
accustomed  himself  to  think  of  most  women,  even  whilst  the  pre- 
parations for  his  election-business  were  engrossing  his  time :  and 
now,  when  it  was  all  over,  and  he  was  preparing  for  rest  and 
recreation,  he  thought  still  more.  But  the  meditations  were  con- 
sidered perfectly  safe.  Claude  Egerton  was  not  conceited  about 
most  things,  but  he  undoubtedly  had  too  good  an  opinion  of  him- 
self to  imagine  that  he  could  be  attracted  merely  by  beauty  and 
an  undisciplined  mind. 

And  in  that  state  of  feeling  he  set  off  for  Ivors,  on  a  bleak, 
snowy  morning  in  December ;  having  a  journey  of  some  fifty 
miles  before  him,  partly  to  be  made  by  railway,  partly  by  one  of 
those  remnants  of  bygone  days,  a  stage-coach.  Easy  and  com- 
fortable enough  it  was  to  wrap  himself  in  his  plaid,  and  place 
himself  in  the  corner  of  the  railway  carriage,  his  lips  hermetically 
sealed  against  conversation,  and  ruminate  upon  the  occurrences 
of  the  last  few  weeks ;  and  if  this  alone  had  been  his  mode  of 
locomotion,  the  fifty  miles  might  have  been  a  hundred,  and  he 
would  have  little  cared.  But  the  railway  transit  ended  most  un- 
fortunately soon,  and  then  came  a  long  delay  in  the  old-fashioned 
inn  of  an  old-fashioned  town  ;  the  room  into  which  he  was  shown 
dulled  with  smoke,  the  fire  decaying,  —  nothing  to  be  heard  but 
the  roll  of  an  occasional  cart,  crashing  its  way  over  the  half-melted, 
dirty  ice  in  the  road ;  nothing  to  be  seen  but  the  straggling  rays 
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of  the  December  sun,  making  only  more  visible  the  streaks  in  the 
window  pane,  and  the  dust  on  the  faded  crimson  drugget  which 
covered  the  floor. 

The  coach  would  not  start  for  an  hour  and  a  half.  Claude 
ordered  a  mutton  chop  and  some  sherry, — wandered  out  into  the 
town,  lionised  a  grand  old  church,  and  mourned  and  moralised 
over  the  churchwarden  glories  of  high  pews  and  heavy  galleries  ; 
returned  to  the  inn  and  ate  his  mutton  chop,  and  drank  as  much 
of  the  sour  sherry  as  he  thought  sufficient  to  satisfy  the  landlady's 
feelings  ;  paid  his  bill,  looked  again  despairingly  out  of  the 
window,  and  thought  the  hour  and  a  half  the  longest  he  had  ever 
known  ;  meditated  upon  a  fly,  and  gave  up  the  notion  when  the 
snow  came  down  ;  and  at  length,  precisely  as  the  clock  struck 
three,  had  the  satisfaction  of  seeing  the  lumbering  vehicle  round, 
though  with  difficulty,  the  angle  of  entrance  into  the  inn  yard, 
and  draw  up  in  front  of  the  Black  Eagle.  The  inside  was  empty ; 
that  was  no  slight  consolation  under  the  circumstances.  Claude 
took  his  seat,  devoutly  hoping  that  no  other  traveller,  equally 
venturous  with  himself,  would  be  found  ready  to  trust  to  the 
comforts  of  a  three-horse  coach,  when  the  snow  was  already,  in 
many  places,  some  inches  deep,  and  might  probably  be  many 
more  before  night  closed  in.  On  rolled  the  wheels  along  the 
broad  high  road,  with  a  slow,  proud  pace,  sucli  as  became  a  vehicle 
whose  ancestry  dated  from  the  far-famed  fly  coach  which  first 
started  from  London  in  the  reign  of  Queen  Anne,  occupying  three 
days  on  the  road,  and  requiring  its  passengers  to  take  their 
places  over  night,  that  they  might  be  ready  to  set  off  at  daybreak. 
Claude  gazed  drearily  out  of  the  window  upon  the  broad  white 
fields,  the  speckled  hedges,  and  the  trees  standing  out  clearly 
pencilled  against  the  leaden  sky,  and  felt  as  though  he  were  in  a 
new  and  unreal  world, — a  world  in  which  he  could  be  a  spec- 
tator only,  never  an  actor  ;  and  his  mind,  usually  so  active,  sunk 
into  torpor  ;  whilst,  instead  of  carrying  his  thoughts  on  to  the 
busy  future,  upon  which  he  had  now  pledged  himself  to  enter,  he 
suffered  it  to  rest  in  the  mere  perception  of  the  ceaseless  fall  of 
the  thick  snow-flakes,  giving  him  the  pleasant  sensation  of  life 
without  effort,  and  movement  without  obstacle. 

Many  miles  were  traversed  in  this  way :  lonely  cottages  seemed 
to  glide  by  ;  still,  silent  villages,  marked  by  grey  church  towers ; 
long  ranges  of  downs  ;  here  and  there  a  gentleman's  house  in  a 
park.  Claude  grew  more  awake  :  they  were  approaching  Wing^ 
field,  and  he  looked  out  for  Mrs.  Graham's  house  ;  but  he  could 
only  guess  where  it  would  be,  for  it  was  too  dark  to  see  distinctly. 
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It  was  pleasant  to  him  to  have  any  object  of  local  interest,  and 
Mrs.  Graham  was  a  person  peculiarly  attractive  to  him  ;  much 
more  so  than  her  children  ;   she  had  so  much  more  animation. 
He  was  leaning  rather  forward,  gazing  from  the  window,  when  a 
sudden  stop  in  the  progress  of  the  coach  threw  him  back  upon 
his  seat.     It  was  not  a  coach  accident,  the  horses  were  standing 
perfectly  still ;   but  the  coachman  was  calling  in  loud  tones  to 
some   one  in  the  road  :  "  Here's  a  business  ;  tell  us  what's  the 
matter  ? "    and  the  guard  called  also,  and  a  man's  leg  protruded 
itself  over  the  window,  as  the  individual  to  whom  it  belonged 
bent  himself  over  the  rail  of  the  coach  to  look  at  some  dark  object 
in  the  road.     Claude  pushed  open  the  door,  and  asked  for  infor- 
mation, but   could  obtain  no   reply  except  a  low  moan.      He 
jumped  out,  and  the  guard  at  the  same  moment  let  himself  down 
from  the  top.     "  She's  got  a  knock,  sir,  I'm  afraid  ;  a  good  job  it 
aint  no  worse."     A  young  girl  was  lying  on  the  ground  ;  Claude 
tried  to  raise  her  up  ;  she  moved,  but  seemed  in  pain.     "  'Twas 
a  near  job  we  hadn't  run  over  her,"  said  the  guard  ;  "she  was 
right  in  the  way.     Get  up,  my  good  creature  ;  'tis  but  a  bruise 
after  all;"  and  he  stretched  out  his  hand  to  assist  her,  whilst 
Claude  knelt  on  the  ground  and  put  his  arm  round  the  girl  to 
support  her.     In  endeavouring  to  avoid  the  coach,  her  foot  had 
slipped,  and  her  head  falling  against  a  stone,  she  was  partially 
stunned.     The  coachman,  impatient  at  delay,  comforted  himself 
by  declaring  his  conviction  that  "  she  would  soon  do  perfectly 
well ;  if  there  were  no  bones  broke  she'd  come  quite  to  herself  in 
another  second  or  two  ;  if  the  gentleman  liked  it,  they  might  try 
to  get  her  inside,  and  take  her  on  to  Wingfield :"  and  Claude  and 
the  guard  raised  the  girl  in  their  arms,  and  placed  her  in  the 
coach.     Claude  took  off  his  plaid  and  made  a  pillow  for  her  head ; 
and  when  he  found  that  the  motion  of  the  coach  gave  her  pain, 
made  her  rest  her  foot  on  the  opposite  seat.     He  had  a  woman's 
gentleness  of  manner  towards  any  thing  suffering  and  in  distress ; 
and  the  girl,  soothed  by  his  consideration,  recovered  herself  after 
a  time  sufficiently  to  talk  to  him.     "  Her  name  was  Hope,"  she 
said,  "Kate  Hope.     She  had  just  come  from  staying  with  an 
aunt ;  she  was  lame,  and  had  been  lame  a  long  time  ;    that  was 
the  cause  of  her  fall.     She  had  been  brought  by  a  cart  to  within 
B.  mile  and  a  half  of  Wingfield,  and  had  set  off  to  walk  the  rest  of 
the  distance.     She  was  going  that  night  to  Mrs.  Graham's  ;  she 
was  to  stay  there  for  a  week,  because  it  was  Christmas.     Mrs. 
Graham  and  the  young  ladies  had  always  been  her  friends  ;"  aM. 
she  went  on  to  describe  their  unceasing  iiU\e  wsX^a  oi  >BMii^'^'eR»> 
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carried  on  for  years,  in  a  simple  way,  fbll  of  gratitude,  but  as  if 
she  had  never  been  made  to  feel  the  burden  of  obligation. 

Claude  liked  to  hear  it ;  it  was  just  the  sort  of  kindness  which 
pleased  him, — unpretending  and  untiring.  He  questioned  the 
girl  more  closely,  and  found  that  her  father  was  one  of  Sir  Henry 
Clare's  tenants,  a  labourer  on  his  estate.  "  Lady  Augusta,**  she 
said,  "  had  been  very  good  to  her  mother  when  she  was  ill  with 
rheumatic  fever,  the  housekeeper  had  sent  some  broth  twice  a 
week,  and  Miss  Graham  had  several  times  given  her  half-a-crown 
from  Miss  Clare,  but  she  had  never  spoken  either  to  Lady  Augusta 
or  the  young  lady."  There  was  nothing  like  complaint  in  her  tone 
when  she  said  this  ;  she  evidently  thought  that  Lady  Augusta 
was  moving  in  a  sphere  beyond  her  rank,  and  could  not  be  ex- 
pected to  notice  her.  But  she  turned  from  her  to  talk  of  Mrs. 
Graham  with  an  eagerness  which  proved  how  near  the  subject 
was  to  her  heart. 

"  The  young  woman  is  to  stop  at  Mrs.  Graham's,  is  n't  she 
sir  ?"  said  the  guard,  coming  to  the  window,  as  the  coach  drew 
up  in  front  of  the  iron  gates. 

"  Yes  ;  is  this  Mrs.  Graham's  ?  Stay,  I  will  get  out  and  help 
her  ;"  and  Claude  made  the  guard  move  aside  whilst  he  carefully 
assisted  Kate.  It  was  a  matter  of  difficulty,  for  her  lame  leg  gave 
her  a  good  deal  of  pain.  Claude  could  not  allow  her  to  walK  up 
to  the  house  by  herself.  He  called  to  the  coachman,  "  Take  my 
luggage  on  to  the  Lodge  at  Ivors,  and  leave  it  there  ;  I  shall 
walk ;  now  lean  upon  me : "  and  he  made  Kate  rest  upon  his  arm, 
hastily  paid  his  fare,  and  the  coach  drove  off.  The  poor  girl  was 
too  bcTnldered  by  pain  to  know  exactly  how  much  she  had  to  be 
thankful  for,  though  she  did  try  to  murmur  something  about 
"giving  trouble,"  and  "  very  kind."  Claude  was  almost  afindd 
that  she  would  faint  before  she  reached  the  house  ;  but  by  slow 
and  cautious  steps  he  managed  at  length  to  bring  her  to  the  front 
door,  when  he  delivered  her  into  the  care  of  the  servant,  and 
went  himself  to  give  an  account  of  his  errand  to  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  My  mistress  and  the  young  ladies  are  in  the  study,  sir,"  ssld 
the  servant,  as  she  led  Kate  away  to  the  kitchen.  Mr.  !£gerton 
was  no  stranger  to  her  ;  if  he  had  been,  she  would  have  felt  then 
that  Kate  had  the  first  claim  upon  her.  Servants  invariably 
take  their  tone  from  their  masters  and  mistresses,  and  Mrs.  Gra- 
ham's Martha  had  been  taught  consideration  for  suffering  by  nine 
years  of  service.  Claude  passed  through  the  little  hall,  lighted 
by  a  small  lamp,  and,  turning  to  the  right,  knocked  at  the  study 
MxTT.      A  cheerful,   though  rather   surprised,    "  Come   in,"  an* 


IVOBS.  79 

swered  him.  A  more  bright  and  peaceful  home  party  could 
scarcely  have  been  seen.  The  little  room,  with  the  blazing  fire, 
the  lamp,  the  crimson  furniture,  and  the  well-filled  book  shelves, 
was  most  cheering  to  the  eye,  after  the  white  desolation  of  the 
snowy  fields.  Isabella  was  sitting  on  a  low  chair  near  her 
mother,  reading  aloud  ;  Anna  copying  music  ;  Susan  and  Mrs. 
Graham  working.  A  few  flowers,  a  present  probably  from  the 
Ivors  greenhouse,  were  on  the  table,  looking  peculiarly  lovely,  as 
flowers  always  do  by  lamplight ;  and  one  of  Susan's  drawings,  a 
small  copy  of  a  child's  head,  from  a  foreign  print,  had  been  placed 
near  them,  to  be  admired,  no  doubt,  by  her  mother  and  sisters. 

Claude  felt,  what  he  had  no  time  to  ponder  upon,  the  atmo- 
sphere of  peace,  simplicity,  and  reality,  which  always  pervaded 
Mrs.  Graham's  house.  His  arrival,  however,  disturbed  it.  Mrs. 
Graham  welcomed  him  cordially,  but  hurriedly  ;  she  felt  there 
must  be  something  amiss  to  bring  him  there. 

His  explanation  was  soon  made ;  and  even  before  it  was 
ended,  Susan  was  leaving  the  room  to  look  after  Kate's  comfort. 

"  She  can  bo  put  into  the  little  blue  room,  Susan,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham  ;  "  not  Martha's,  it  will  be  cold.  Tell  them  to  light  a 
fire  there,  and  you  can  carry  that  small  easy  chair  into  the  kitchen, 
for  her  to  rest  for  a  few  minutes,  till  the  room  is  ready.  I  will 
be  with  her  directly.  Thank  you,  Mr.  Egerton,"  as  Claude 
offered  to  take  the  chair  himself,  "  Susan  will  carry  it  easily,  it 
is  very  light  ; "  and  Susan,  laughingly,  insisted  upon  taking  the 
burden  upon  herself,  and  went  away. 

"  I  did  n't  know  whether  I  could  do  any  thing  else  for  you," 
said  Claude  ;  "whether,  if  it  should  prove  a  bad  injury,  the  girl 
had  better  be  taken  to  the  infirmary  ;  or,  perhaps,  I  could  give 
some  message  to  a  surgeon." 

"  Thank  you,  you  are  very  kind  ;  I  don't  think  the  infirmary 
will  do.  Poor  child !  she  has  come  here  to  spend  her  Christmas. 
We  could  n't  send  her  away,  we  shall  manage  very  well  with  her ; 
we  are  all  rather  accustomed  to  nursing  ;  the  surgeon,  too,  lives 
just  across  the  street,  so  that  if  we  want  him  we  can  send  for  him 
without  difficulty.  You  have  given  yourself  quite  trouble  enough 
already.     How  do  you  mean  to  go  on  to  Ivors  ?" 

"  Walk,  I  think  ;  it  is  little  more  than  a  couple  of  miles." 

"  In  the  snow  ?  and  so  cold ! " 

"  It  is  not  snowing  now  ;  it  was  not,  at  least,  when  I  came  in, 
and  I  have  had  enough  of  carriages  to-day.  I  shall  be  in  time 
for  dinner  at  Ivors.     They  never  sit  down  till  seven." 

"  It  is  past  six,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  ;  "  if  you  are  ^o\»^,  \  "csvaaX 
be  uncivil  enou^^h  to  say  that  you  had  better  set  oS" 
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"Yes;"  but  Claude  lingered  still;  probably  the  warmth  of 
the  fire  was  his  attraction. 

Susan  came  back  again.  "  Mamma,  Martha  and  I  have  moved 
Kate  into  the  dining-room,  and  put  her  upon  the  little  sofa,  till 
her  room  was  ready.  Cook*s  brother  was  in  the  kitchen,  and  it 
was  n't  quite  comfortable  for  her.  We  made  her  take  off  her  boot, 
and  she  has  one  of  my  slippers  on.  She  seems  better  now,  and 
Martha  is  going  to  get  her  some  tea." 

"  A  change  from  the  high  road  and  the  snow  ! "  said  Clande. 

"  Poor  Kate !  I  am  so  sorry  for  her ! "  continued  Susan.  "  She 
has  been  looking  forward  so  to  this  visit!  But  she  says  she 
does  n't  care  for  any  thing  now  she  is  here.  How  vexed.  Miss 
Harvey  will  be  about  it  too,  mamma  !  She  had  quite  set  her 
heart  upon  seeing  Kate  to-morrow." 

"  It  is  unfortunate  ;  but  really,  Mr.  Egerton,  you  must  go.** 

"  You  are  going  to  Ivors,  I  suppose  ?"     said  Susan. 

"  Yes,  to  walk  there.     Have  you  any  commands  ?" 

"  Only  my  love  to  Helen,  and  I  will  come  over  to  see  her  the 
first  day  I  can,  —  that  is,  if  the  house  is  not  filled  with  grand 
visitors  :  if  it  is,  she  must  come  and  see  me." 

"  She  will  have  to  entertain  her  visitors,"  said  Claude. 

"  That  is  Lady  Augusta's  business,  and  Helen  always  manao^es 
to  have  her  time  free.  She  has  been  so  busy  with  her  drawing 
lately,  and  done  such  beautiful  things."  Susan  looked  at  Claude 
with  a  pleased  expression  of  face,  as  though  certain  that  she  had 
said  something  very  agreeable  ;  but  he  did  not  appear  to  notice 
her  remark. 

"  You  will  try  and  see  the  Admiral  to-morrow,  I  dare  say  ? " 
said  Mrs.  Graham.     "  Ho  has  been  looking  anxiously  for  you.** 

"  I  had  thought  of  going  to  the  Lodge  first,  but  Sir  Henry  put 
so  many  reasons  before  me,  I  could  n't  very  well  say  no  to  him." 

"  Sir  Henry,  I  am  sure,  could  not  possibly  do  without  you," 
observed  Mrs.  Graham. 

"Nor  Lady  Augusta,  nor  any  of  them,"  exclaimed  Susan. 
**  Every  thing  has  been  put  off  till  Mr.  Egerton  came." 

"  Has  it  ?  They  are  very  good !"  Claude  spoke  abstractedly, 
and  took  up  his  hat.  "  I  shall  come  and  inquire  after  your  invalid 
to-morrow." 

Kate  won't  thank  you  for  calling  her  an  invalid,"  said  Susan. 

She  thinks  nothing  of  her  lameness ;  and  I  don't  really  think 
the  bruise  is  very  much." 

Claude  did  not  insist  then  upon  coming  the  next  'day.  He 
turned  away  from  Susan,  and  wished  Mrs.  Graham  good  night. 

Just  at  that  instant  Martha  came  into  the  room,  beggmg  to 
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speak  to  Miss  Graham ;  and  Susan  bade  Claude  a  very  hurried 
good-bye,  with  her  head  full  of  other  things,  and  hastened  away, 
Claude  departed  also. 

"Mamma,"  said  Susan,  when  she  happened  to  be  alone  with 
her  mother  in  the  study,  about  half-an-hour  afterwards,  "  I  don't 
think  Mr.  Egerton  was  in  such  haste  to  be  at  Ivors  as  I  should 
have  expected." 

"His  mind  was  preoccupied,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "He  was 
thinking  what  he  could  do  for  Kate." 

"  Helen  would  n't  approve  of  that  cold  way  he  puts  on  when  he 
speaks  of  her,"  said  Susan.  "  Mamma,  I  hope  Lady  Augusta  is 
not  wrong." 

"  She  takes  care  not  to  be,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  She  has  never 
told  me  any  thing, — only  implied  it." 

"  But  it  would  be  very  terrible  for  Helen,  if  he  is  cold,"  said 
Susan.  "If  she  cares  for  him,  that  is — but  I  don't  know,  —  I 
don't  understand  it." 

"I  dare  say  they  will  manage  their  little  affairs  very  well, 
whether  we  understand  them  or  not,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Pro- 
bably they  don't  quite  know  their  own  minds  yet." 

"Perhaps  noj; ;  but  I  think Mamma,  do  women  ever  care 

for  men  who  don't  care  for  them  ?"  Susan  looked  at  her  mother 
very  earnestly. 

"  Sometimes  ;  not  often,  we  may  hope." 

"It  would  be  so  sad,— so  lowering,  humiliating  :"  and  Susan 
shuddered. 

"  Sad,  my  child,  not  humiliating.  There  is  nothing  really 
humiliating  but  that  which  is  sinful." 

"  Oh,  mamma !  yes — yes.  To  feel  that  one  had  thrown  away 
one's  affection, — that  one  had  offered  it  even  in  thought,  and 
been  rejected !  It  would  lie  on  my  heart,  and  crush  me."  Susan 
clasped  her  hands  together,  and  her  eyes  sparkled  for  a  moment 
with  eagerness,  and  then  became  dim  with  proud  tears. 

Her  mother  drew  her  towards  her  and  kissed  her.  "  There  is 
a  rest  for  that  burden  as  there  is  for  all  others,  my  darling  ;  but 
God  grant  you  may  never  need  it.  Yet  remember  that  the  grief 
which  received  from  man  crushes  us  to  earth,  when  received  from 
God  bears  us  to  heaven." 

"  Poor  Helen ! "  murmured  Susan,  brushing  away  a  tear. 

But  Mrs.  Graham  smiled,  and  said,  "  There  are  many  sadder 
prospects  in  the  world  than  hers,  though  Claude  Egerton  may 
prefer  the  certainty  of  a  warm  fire  within  doors  to  the  chance  of  a 
snow-storm  without." 

G 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 

The  Ivors  party  were  assembled  in  the  library  :  Sir  Henry  and 
Lady  Augusta,  Maurice  and  Helen.  There  was  no  one  staying  in 
the  house  ;  invitations  had  all  been  left  till  the  arrival  of  Claude 
PLgerton. 

"  A  clever  pamphlet  enough ! "  said  Sir  Henry,  throwing  down 
a  Txitter  upon  the  Poor  Laws :  "  why  don*t  you  read  it>  Maurice  ?" 

'*  Thank  you.  sir,  I  don't  know  that  it  would  particularly  in- 
terest me." 

"  It  ought,  though.  If  you  ever  mean  to  go  into  Parliament, 
you  must  get  up  the  question." 

"I  shall  think  about  it  when  the  necessity  comes,  sir,  I  dare 
feay.     In  the  meantime 
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'•  You  prefer  the  police  reports  in  the  Times,"  said  Helen,  rising 
slowly  from  her  seat,  and  looking  over  her  brother's  shoulder. 

"  Weil  enough,  for  want  of  something  better.  It  does  n't  much 
matter  what  it  is  when  one  has  been  out  shooting  all  day." 

"  How  many  brace  did  you  kill  ?  "  asked  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Only  two.  Hume  and  I  had  wretched  sport.  By  the  bye, 
sir.  Moss  tells  me  there  are  loads  of  poachers  about;  he  wants 
more  help." 

"  Not  my  tenants,  I  trust,"  said  Sir  Henry. 

''  I  did  n't  inquire.  I  think,  though,  that  I  heard  some  one  say 
they  belong  chiefly  to  the  hamlet  at  Crayke,  where  those  brok^- 
down  cottages  are." 

Lady  Augusta  joined  in  the  conversation,  putting  aside  what 
looked  like  a  printed  i-eport  of  some  society.  "  Crayke  is  really 
a  disgraceful  place,  from  all  they  say  of  it.  I  really  think,  Sir 
Henry,  you  might  just  as  well  part  with  that  corner  of  the  pro- 
perty.    It  is  a  great  deal  too  near  Wingfield  to  be  any  good  to  us." 

"  It  might  be  improved,  I  suppose,"  said  Sir  Henry. 

"  Small  hope  of  that,  sir,"  replied  Maurice,  "  if  the  stories  Moss 
tells  are  true." 

"It  wants  draining,"  said  Sir  Henry,  thoughtfully.  **The 
marsh  makes  the  place  unhealthy." 

"  And  it  V70uld  cost  hundreds  to  drain  it  properly,"  said  Lady 
Augusta.  "I  was  looking  the  other  day  at  some  agricoltui^ 
report,  I  forget  what, — I  had  it  here  ;"  and  she  began  searchiBg 
amongst  some  papers  on  a  side  table. 

"No  occasion  to  look,  my  dear,"  observed  Sir  Henry,  shortly; 
"  I  know  as  well  as  you  do  that  draining  is  an  expensive  process.'' 
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"  And  till  it  is  drained,  of  course  nothing  can  be  done  with  it," 
said  Lady  Augusta ;  "  and  you  will  only  get  a  wretched  set  of 
people  to  live  there,  bringing  every  kind  of  vice  into  the  neigh- 
bourhood. Helen,  remember,  I  won't  have  you  go  by  that 
Crayke  lane." 

"  I  never  do,  mamma ;  the  people  are  far  too  disagreeable." 

"  And  now  I  think  of  it,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  "  I  doubt  whether 
some  rule  ought  not  to  be  made  about  the  school.  If  we  give  our 
fete  to  the  children,  we  can*t  possibly  have  the  Crayke  children 
with  the  others." 

"I  don't  see  the  necessity  of  omitting  them,  my  dear,"  said  Sir 
Henry,  "if  there  is  no  illness  amongst  them." 

"  Oh !  but  there  may  be ;  one  never  can  answer  for  it.  I  shall 
give  orders  to  Mr.  Brownrigg  to  have  them  kept  away.  I  don't 
want  to  disappoint  them,"  she  added,  seeing  Helen's  impatient 
look  of  disapprobation ;  "  they  shall  have  their  tea  and  cake  at 
home;  but  I  really  must  insist  upon  it,  they  don't  come  to  the 
house." 

"  They  are  a  dirty  little  set,  as  one  would  wish  to  see,"  said 
Maurice ;  "  they  quite  swarm  round  one,  when  one  rides  through 
the  place." 

**  Of  course,  most  objectionable  !  So  near  Wingfield,  too.  It 
really  is  very  sad  to  see  the  state  of  the  people  in  this  neighbour- 
hood. I  don't  believe,  myself,  any  thing  will  be  done,  till  we  have 
sisterhoods  to  work  amongst  the  poor  :  there  is  no  other  way  of 
reaching  them." 

Draining,"  said  Sir  Henry,  quietly. 

You  are  laughing  at  me.  Gentlemen  always  do  laugh  at 
these  suggestions,  of  which,  begging  their  pardon,  they  know 
nothing.  The  moral  influence  of  sisterhoods  has  been  proved  to 
be  enormous ;  and  why  set  them  down  as  Bomish  ?  Look  on  the 
continent, — at  Germany, — see  what  is  done  there.  It  is  simply 
a  prejudice  which  is  at  work  against  them." 

*'  I  never  said  it  was  not  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Henry,  taking  out 
his  pocket-book,  and  making  a  memorandum,  headed  by  the  words, 
"  Crayke,  and  draining." 

*'  Most  interesting,  this  is,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  again  referring 
to  her  report.     "  Helen,  love,  you  must  read  it." 
'    "  By  and  by,  mamma.     When  I  have  nothing  else  to  do,"  she 
udded,  in  an  under  tone,  to  Maurice. 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  of  good  done  in  Wingfield,  in  one  way 

and  another,  I  believe,"  observed  Sir  Henry.   "  Berry  works  inde- 

fatigably,  so  does  his  wife."  • 

o  2 


84  iyoBS« 

"  It  is  a  pity  they  have  so  neglected  their  children,"  observed 
Lady  Augusta,  shortly.  "  Grace  Berry  is  really  the  most  gauche 
creature ;  I  felt  the  other  day  as  if  I  could  not  possibly  ask  her 
here  again.  And  her  brother  may  be  a  very  good  young  man  ; 
but  he  is  so  shy  one  can  get  nothing  out  of  him." 

"  Grace  is  a  good,  honest  girl,**  said  Sir  Henry. 

"  So  you  would  say  of  your  housemaid  j  but  what  can  one  ex- 
pect from  those  Wingfield  people  ?  '* 

.  "  Frances  Graham  gets  on  wonderfully  well  with  them,"  said 
Sir  Henry. 

"  Chacun  a  son  gout.  The  very  way  they  dress  is  enough  to 
disgust  one.  Flowers,  lace,  satins,  and  the  perpetual  *  my  lady/ 
and  '  your  ladyship.'  It  really  is  too  intolerable.  I  give  Mrs. 
Graham  wonderful  credit  for  enduring  it." 

"  But  they  are  not  all  of  that  stamp,"  observed  Sir  Henry,  "  Mrs. 
Graham's  friends  are  really  superior  people.  She  manages  to 
show  civil  attentions  to  the  others,  but  she  qufte  knows  how  to 
keep  them  at  a  proper  distance." 

"  My  dear  Sir  Henry," — and  Lady  Augusta  spoke  emphatically, 
-^"I  see  what  you  are  aiming  at, — politics  I  those  dreadful  poli- 
tics !  But  remember  I  can't  give  in.  If  once  we  break  through  our 
rule,  and  keep  open  house,  we  shall  have  all  the  mob  of  the  country 
to  entertain.  I  have  acted  upon  principle — one  sacred  principle 
*— all  through  my  marled  life.  I  have  most  religiously  kept  our 
dear  child  from  whatever  might  have  a  lowering  effect  upon  her  taste 
and  feelings;  and  I  cannot,  I  assure  you  I  cannot,  be  prevailed  upon 
to  swerve  from  that  principle  now.  Just  when  she  is  entering 
life,  when  her  perceptions  are  most  acute,  most  sensitive,  I  must 
surround  her  with  every  thing  that  is  high  and  ennobling.  Indeed, 
Sir  Henry,  you  make  me  very  anxious  when  you  propose  such 
things ; "  and  Lady  Augusta  drew  out  her  embroidered  handker- 
chief to  wipe  away  her  anxiety,  and  Sir  Henry  took  refuge  from 
his — in  the  Poor  Laws. 

Helen  sat,  as  she  had  been  sitting  for  the  last  quarter  of  an 
hour,  leaning  her  elbow  upon  the  arm  of  her  chair,  resting  her 
forehead  on  her  hand,  and  thinking — what  were  her  thoughts  ? 

"  Mr.  Egerton,  my  lady,  in  the  hall.  He  begs  you  will  not 
wait  dinner  for  him.    He  has  walked  from  Wingfield." 

Helen  started  up,  so  did  Lady  Augusta.  Sir  Henry  was  in  the 
hall  before  the  servant  had  time  to  return  to  Claude ;  Lady 
Augusta  followed. 

"Walked  from  Wingfield?  my  good  fellow,  what  did  yott 
do  that  for  ?    But  you  are  come  at  last,  and  good  luck  to  ye^  as 
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the  Irish  say,**  and  Sir  Henry  shook  Claude  cordially  by  both 
hands. 

"We  were  becomuig  quite  anxious  about  you  dear  Claude," 
murmured  Lady  Augusta,  laying  her  soft  fingers,  with  their 
brilliant  rings,  upon  Claude's  rough  winter-coat.  "  You  know 
your  way  to  your  room — your  own  room — unoccupied  since  you 
left  us.  Don't  hurry,  don't  distress  yourself;  we  are  only  our- 
selves— a  family  party.  But  just  let  Helen  and  Maurice  have  the 
pleasure  of  shaking  hands  with  you  before  you  go  upstairs." 

Maurice  was  still  sitting  comfortably  by  the  fire.  He  was  not 
much  in  the  habit  of  disturbing  himself  for  any  one,  much  less 
for  an  old  friend  like  Claude  Egerton,  with  whom  he  felt  quite 
at  home.  But  Helen  was  already  at  the  drawing-room  door,  ready 
to  welcome  Claude  with  one  of  her  sweetest  smiles,  and  a  cordial 
"  I  am  so  glad  to  see  you  ! "  which  went  to  his  heart  much  more 
than  Lady  Augusta's  anxiety.  Yes,  it  was  pleasant  to  find  one 
house  in  which  every  one  brightened  at  his  approach. 

"  Now  we  won't  keep  you,"  said  Lady  Augusta.  "  Dinner  will 
be  ready  in  ten  minutes,  and  you  shall  tell  us  your  adventures 
presently." 

"  Political  adventures  too ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Henry.  "  Lady 
Augusta  and  Helen  have  n't  heard  half  from  me  what  you  can  tell 
them  yourself.  Curious  discoveries  in  human  nature  to  be  made 
in  a  contested  election,  eh,  Claude?" 

And  Claude  smiled  an  assent,  but  did  not  promise  to  relate  his 
discoveries,  perhaps  shrinking  from  the  recollection  of  the  scenes 
of  which  he  had  been  unavoidably  a  witness. 

He  made  his  appearance  again  in  a  quarter  of  an  hour,  as  short 
a  time  as  could  have  been  expected,  considering  the  condition  in 
which  he  had  arrived. 

Dinner  was  ordered  immediately ;  a  comfortable  little  dinner  in 
what  was  called  the  study,  a  much  more  sociable  apartment  than 
the  large,  handsome,  but  dreary  dining-room. 

"  This  is  very  home-like,"  was  Claude's  observation,  as  he  seated 
himself  next  to  Helen  at  the  round  table. 

"  Glad  to  hear  you  say  so,  my  dear  fellow,"  observed  Sir  Henry, 
giving  him  his  hand.  "  There  is  no  one  I  wish  to  feel  more  at 
home  at  Ivors  than  yourself." 

And  Helen  turned  to  Claude,  and  added,  "  We  shall  not  enjoy 
such  comfortable  little  dinners  next  week,  when  all  the  gaieties 
commence." 

"  But  we  must  hear  your  adventures,"  began  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Let  him  eat  his  soup,  my  dear ; — and  some  wine.     Dale^  %iH^ 
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Mr,  Egerton  the  wine.  Two  miles'  walk  on  a  December  evening, 
with  snow  some  inches  deep  on  the  ground " 

"  Is  nothing  to  boast  of,  or  to  think  of,"  said  Claude  lightly. 
<*  Helen,  I  have  a  message  for  you  from '  your  cousin  Miss 
Graham." 

"  Oh  I  you  stopped  at  Wingfield,"  said  Lady  Augusta.  There 
was  a  great  effort  to  show  that  she  thought  it  quite  natural  that 
he  should  do  so,  but  it  failed.  Claude  perceived  the  change  in  her 
tone,  and  looked  up  in  surprise.  Helen,  too,  glanced  at  Lady 
Augusta,  and  went  on  eating  her  soup  in  silence. 

"Yes,  I  stopped  at  Wingfield,"  continued  Claude,  "  to  give  Mrs. 
Graham  the  charge  of  a  poor  girl  who  had  been  knocked  down, 
or  rather  who  had  fallen  in  trying  to  escape  being  knocked  down 
by  the  coach." 

Lady  Augusta  was  relieved.  *<  Oh !  very  kind  of  you  I  extremely 
considerate  !  but  that,  my  dear  Claude,  you  always  were." 

"  I  don't  know  that,"  replied  Claude,  bluntly.  "Mrs.  Graham 
is  the  considerate  person — and  her  daughter,  Susan; — I  must 
call  her  .Susan  to  you,"  he  added,  laughing,  and  addressing  Helen, 
"  Don't  tell  her  I  take  such  a  liberty ;  I  am  decidedly  Mr.  Egerton 
to  her,  as  she  once  told  me." 

"  Susan  is  very  proper,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  the  words  seeming 
to  make  their  way  with  difficulty  through  her  half-closed  lips. 

"  Susan  is  wonderfully  good,"  said  Helen.  "  The  way  in  which 
she  adopts  all  the  old  women  and  dirty  children  in  Wingfiel^  is  a 
perfect  example.  I  declare  sometimes,  when  I  am  with  her,  I 
begin  to  think  that  every  one  who  is  not  collecting  rags  or  teaching 
the  alphabet  is  leading  a  useless  life." 

"  There  are  different  occupations  according  to  different  positions 
in  life,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  oracularly.  "  Susan  Graham's  circle 
is  not  that  which  would  suit  you,  Helen." 

"  Not  at  all,  mamma ;  I  never  dreamt  for  one  moment  that  it 
would.  She  has 'been  reading  sermons  every  day  for  the  last  ten 
years  to  a  blind  old  lady,  who  is  growing,  besides,  so  deaf,  that  I 
wonder  Susan  has  n't  cracked  her  voice  long  before  this,  in 
attempting  to  make  her  hear." 

"  It  is  the  fashion,"  observed  Maurice ;  "  all  young  ladies  take 
to  that  kind  of  thing  now.  They  run  after  sermons  and  services 
as  they  do  after  the  opera." 

"  That  scarcely  applies  to  Miss  Graham,"  said  Claude. 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  observed  Sir  Henry.  "  Susan  Graham 
has  n't  a  particle  of  cant  about  her.  A  nice,  good-humoured  girl, 
who  dresses  well,  talks  well " 
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"Nay,  my  dear  Sir  Henry,  excuse  me,  that  is  just  what  Susan 
Graham  does  not  do ;  she  is  very  estimable  but  decidedly  dull. 
Claude,  may  I  trouble  you  to  cut  up  that  chicken?''  and  Lady 
Augusta  became  suddenly  interested  in  the  appetites  of  the  party, 
and  particularly  anxious  that  Helen  should  make  up  for  some 
deficiency  in  that  respect,  which  she  professed  to  have  remarked 
lately.  But  the  conversation  would  come  round  again  to  the 
unwelcome  topic,  or  to  something  approaching  it,  in  spite  of  Lady 
Augusta's  efforts.  Sir  Henry,  slow  of  comprehension  in  matters 
of  feeling,  and  very  trying  to  his  wife  in  consequence,  insisted 
upon  knowing  the  particulars  of  Kate  Hope's  accident,  and  what 
had  been  done  for  her.  "  He  knew  the  Hopes,"  he  said,  "  they 
were  Crayke  people.  He  had  never  heard  any  thing  about  a  lame 
daughter;  he  supposed  the  housekeeper  could  tell  every  thing 
about  her,  she  had  lists  of  the  poor  people." 

"  You  know  her,"  said  Claude,  addressing  Helen ;  "  she  told 
me  you  had  often  sent  her  half-a-crown  by  your  cousin." 

"  Possibly !  I  don't  remember.  Does  she  want  any  more  now  ?  " 
asked  Helen,  with  interest 

Claude  smiled.  "  I  dare  say  she  does,  but  I  am  not  quite  the 
person  to  say.  You  could  hear  from  your  cousin  easily.  The 
girl  is  going  to  stay  there," 

"Stay  at  Mrs.  Graham's?  A  girl  from  Crayke?"  inquired 
Lady  Augusta  in  a  tone  of  alarm. 

"  To  spend  her  Christmas,  I  believe,"  said  Claude. 

"  A  most  singular  fancy,"  observed  Lady  Augusta.  "  1  don't 
know  any  one  more  peculiar  than  Mrs.  Graham." 

"  Is  the  Crayke  young  lady  to  take  up  her  abode  in  the 
drawing-room,  and  do  worsted-work  ?"  inquired  Helen. 

"  Not  quite,  I  imagine ;  but  I  really  asked  no  questions.  It 
seemed  to  me  that  there  was  a  good  deal  of  kind  thought  bestowed 
upon  her." 

"  And  a  good  deal  of  unwise  action,"  continued  Lady  Augusta, 
solemnly.  "Unquestionably,  Mrs.  Graham  risks  a  great  deal 
by  the  way  she  brings  up  her  girls.  What  did  you  tell  me,  Helen, 
the  other  day,  of  the  curious  parties  she  has  in  the  winter  ?" 

"  Children's  parties,"  said  Helen,  "with  games,  and  a  Christmas* 
tree,  and  that  sort  of  thing ;  to  which  she  asks  the  very  oddest 
people;  persons  one  never  heard  of, — aborigines,  Hottentots. 
Susan  owned  to  me  that  it  was  a  considerable  tax;  but  aunt 
Fanny  has  such  an  idea  of  duties  to  society,  and  what  she  calls 
opening  the  door  for  kindness." 

"  And  you  don't  agree  with  her  ?"  said  Claude. 
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"  I  don't  know.  I  don't  disagree ;  that  is,  I  never  thought 
about  it ;  only  one  always  fancies  that  society  is  a  question  of 
taste.  And,  really,  I  don't  see  why  one  is  to  put  oneself  out  of 
the  way  for  vulgar  people." 

"  Principle,  not  taste,  my  dear  Helen,"  observed  Lady  Augusta. 
"Vulgarity  arises  from  some  defect  in  the  mind.  That  is  my 
objection  to  it.     You  must  agree  with  me,  Claude  ?" 

"I  suppose  I  must,"  said  Claude,  thoughtfully,    "only, — I 
don't  know  whether  I  do  the  world  injustice, — but  it  strikes  me 
sometimes,  that  with  two-thirds  of  the  people  whom  one  meets,  it 
is  merely  a  question  of  the  disease  external,  or  internal." 
"  I  think  that  too,"  said  Helen,  gently. 

"Do  you?"  Claude  looked  pleased.  "I  am  glad  we  are  be- 
ginning with  agreement." 

"  I  am  in  a  good  humour  to-day,"  replied  Helen.  "  Besides,  as 
a  rule,  I  can't  bear  my  fellow-creatures  ;  so  it  is  a  comfort  to  find 
fault  with  them." 

Claude  laughed,  looking  at  the  same  time  as  if  he  thought  he 
ought  to  be  grave,  and  Helen,  to  try  him  a  little  more,  began  a 
ludicrous  account  of  some  absurd  people  of  pretension,  whom  she 
had  met  with  in  a  railway-carriage. 

When  she  was  not  personal,  he  could  enjoy  her  descriptions  as 
much  as  any  one.  His  spirits  rose,  partly  from  the  mere  fact  of 
being  amused,  partly  also  from  the  home  feeling,  to  which  he  was 
peculiarly  susceptible  after  his  loneliness.  There  was  something 
also  in  Helen's  ease  which  put  him  at  ease :  he  repeated  anecdotes 
of  his  own  experience,  in  pretension  and  vulgarity ;  and  being 
led  on  by  Sir  Henry,  was  persuaded  at  last  to  give  some  of  his 
best  election  stories,  which  Helen  enjoyed  from  their  novelty. 
The  dinner  was  altogether  a  very  merry  one.  Claude  liked  the 
unusual  phase  of  himself,  which  contact  with  Helen  exhibited. 
It  was  a  pleasant  feeling,  which  he  never  had  in  the  society  of 
men.  He  sat  by  her  the  greater  part  of  the  evening,  made  her 
sing  some  of  his  favourite  songs,  promised  to  teach  her  qjiess  by 
way  of  occupation,  if  they  were  snowed  up ;  and  being  made  en- 
tirely one  of  the  family,  agreed  to  meet  at  a  council  the  next 
morning,  to  decide  the  programme  of  proceedings  for  the  Christmas 
festivities. 

But  approve  of  her  ?  Certainly  he  did  not.  Trust  her  ?  How 
could  he  ?  with  the  Admiral's  warning  ringing  in  his  ear.  Marry 
her?  The  thought  did  not  even  cross  his  mind.  He  went  to 
sleep  that  night  thinking  of  his  ideal  of  a  woman,  and  dreamed  of 
Helen. 
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The  snow  continued  for  some  days,  and  very  heavily ;  the  roads 
were  pronounced  impassable.  Claude,  however,  made  one  great 
effort,  and  walked  over  to  the  Lodge,  where  he  found  the  Admi- 
ral gouty,  and,  as  a  consequence,  cross;  angry  with  him  for 
having  gone  to  Ivors  first,  which  was  a  plan  he  had  before  quite 
acquiesced  in ;  angry  with  Mrs.  Graham  because  she  did  not 
come  to  see  him,  though  he  had  himself  sent  her  a  message  to  beg 
she  would  not  venture  in  the  snow :  angry  more  than  all  with 
himself  for  being  angry. 

"  There,  you  must  forgive  me,  my  boy,"  he  said,  giving  his 
hand  to  Claude,  after  the  grumbling  spirit  had  a  little  exhausted 
itself.  "  You'll  have  the  twinge  yourself,  some  day,  then  you'll 
understand." 

"  I  think  I  can  understand  now,  sir,  without  it ;  at  any  rate,  I 
shall  try,  that  I  may  n6t  require  such  a  sharp  lesson  to  teach  me. 
My  father  had  the  gout,  you  know." 

"Ah!  yes,  poor  fellow!  I  remember.  But  it  is  apt  to  pass 
over  one  generation,  so  there's  a  hope  for  you.  Oh  dear !  move 
the  stool;  a  little  nearer;  gently,  now,  gently.  Where's  that 
fellow  Barnes  gone  ?" 

"He  left  us  to  ^alk,  sir,  I  suppose." 

"  Fool !  —  I  beg  your  pardon,  Claude.  Ring  the  beU,  and  tell 
him  I  want  him." 

Barnes  was  only  in  the  next  room,  and  returned  immediately. 
"  Barnes  give  me  my  letters ;  not  those,  what  are  you  thinking  of? 
Oh  dear !  don't  mind  me,  Claude.  There,  give  me  the  letters, — 
now  go,"  and  Barnes  retired  in  perfect  good-humour. 

"  A  man's  a  saint,  Claude,  that  keeps  his  temper  with  the  gout. 
Just  open  the  letters ;  there's  one  I  want  to  show  you.  It's  about 
Frances  Graham's  business.  You  know  I  am  trustee  for  her  and 
the  chil^en.  You'll  tell  it  by  the  hand :  a  capital,  clear,  round 
hand ;  it's  little  Susan's  copying." 

Claude  found  the  letter,  read  it,  and  discussed  it ;  a  note  from 
Susan  was  read  also,  giving  her  mother's  opinion  upon  the  point 
in  question,  which  had  something  to  do  with  the  sale  of  some 
property. 

"  Frances  Graham  has  n't  been  to  see  me  for  a  week,"  observed 
the  Admiral,  "  else  there  would  n't  have  been  the  need  for  writing ; 
but  she  knows  how  to  make  her  girl  useful.  A  lawyer  could  n't 
have  written  a  better  letter  than  that." 
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"  Not  so  good,  probably,"  observed  Claude.  "  He  certainly 
would  have  used  more  words." 

"  Short,  and  to  the  purpose.  It's  the  way  with  all  the  child 
does,"  observed  the  Admiral,  looking  Claude  full  in  the  face. 
"  Deeds,  not  words.     It's  a  motto  you  like,  Claude,  eh  ?" 

Claude  gave  an  assent,  not  hearty  enough  to  please  the  Admi- 
ral, who  changed  the  subject  suddenly  and  became  political,  and 
Claude  was  soon  deep  in  the  history  of  his  election  ;  the  Admiral 
cross-questioning  him  in  a  tone  which  might  have  suited  a  bar- 
rister who  feels  his  strong  point  about  to  be  undermined.  But  even 
politics,  though  generally  an  engrossing  topic,  did  not  long  please. 
A  ring  at  the  bell,  which  proved,  however,  only  to  be  a  message, 
brought  the  Admiral  back  again  to  more  personal  matters.  He 
thought  it  might  have  been  Mrs.  Graham,  and  would  not  be  satisfied 
by  hearing  from  Claude  that  the  roads  were  in  such  a  state,  it 
would  be  out  of  the  question  for  a  lady  to  attempt  the  walk. 

"  Not  walk  ?  why  not  ?  Shell  go  about  enough  in  Wingfield, 
m  answer  for  it.  If  she  could  n't  come,  the  girls  might.  I 
thought  better  of  Susan ;  but  they  are  all  alike.  I  suppose  your 
fine  ladies  at  Ivors  don't  put  their  noses  out  of  doors  ?  " 

^'  I  beg  your  pardon,  sir  ;  Helen  and  I  walked  for  some  time 
in  the  colonnade  this  morning." 

The  old  man  half  turned  himself  round  in  his  chair,  and  a  frown 
contracted  his  forehead.  *'  Helen  and  you !  How  long  has  that 
been,  I  should  like  to  know  ?  "  His  eye  was  almost  fierce  in  its 
expression. 

Claude  felt  his  colour  rise,  very  absurdly,  as  he  was  aware,  but 
that  consciousness  did  not  tend  to  decrease  his  uncomfortable 
feeling.  He  answered  lightly :  "  We  have  always  called  each 
other  by  our  Christian  names,  sir.  You  know  we  are  cousins ; 
at  least,  so  Lady  Augusta  will  have  it.  It  is  easier  to  say  Helen 
than  Miss  Clare.  You  are  not  alarmed  for  me,  are  you?"  and 
he  laughed  rather  awkwardly. 

"Did  you  ever  see  a  spider  spread  a  net  for  a  fly?"  asked  the 
Admiral,  sharply. 

Claude  looked  annoyed.  "  My  dear  sir,  you  must  forgive  me  ; 
I  really  can't  talk  of  such  nonsense  seriously.  Helen  Clare  is 
pretty  and  amusing  enough,  but  not  at  all  the  kind  of  person  I 
should  choose  for  my  wife,  which  I  suppose  is  what  you  mean, 
even  if  I  were  thinking  of  marrying,  which  I  really  am  not." 

"  Well !  —  so  far,  well ! "  said  the  Admiral,  his  face  relaxing ; 
"  but  that  old  woman  at  Ivors  would  be  a  match  for  a  hundr^ 
such  youngsters  as  you,  my  boy.   Cousins,  indeed !  have  n't  I  aera 
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hundreds  tied  together  for  life,  like  or  not  like,  merely  because 
they  began  by  being  cousins.  Trust  me,  Claude,  keep  yourself 
out  of  the  snare.  The  girl's  well-looking  enough,  though,  for 
myself,  I'd  rather  have  one  glance  of  my  little  Susan's  honest  eye, 
than  twenty  thousand  of  such  fly-away  looks  as  hers  ;  but  she's 
not  made  for  you.  A  fashionable,  flimsy  creature,  that  would  slip 
through  your  fingers,  and  leave  you  without  a  grain  of  comfort ! 
Be  on  your  guard,  I  say." 

"  Thank  you,  sir,  for  the  warning.  When  I  begin  to  think  of 
Helen  Clare  for  a  wife,  I  will  remember  it." 

"  Trust  Lady  Augusta  for  giving  you  time  for  that.  Why,  my 
good  fellow,  if  she  has  set  her  heart  upon  it,  shell  have  you  in 
for  it,  licence,  ring,  cake,  and  favours,  all  ready,  and  you  fastened 
up  before  you  can  turn  round  and  ask  whether  your  hand  is  your 
own." 

"  You  do  me  too  much  honour,  sir,  by  imagining  that  Lady 
Augusta  has  any  such  designs.  When  she  has  all  London  to 
choose  from,  she  will  scarcely  take  the  trouble  to  plan  so  much  to 
^trap  a  humble  individual  like  myself." 

"Humble I  with. twelve  thousand  a-year;  you  are  too  great  a 
fool,  Claude ! " 

"  There  are  men  with  twenty  thousand  and  a  title  to  be  had  for 
the  seeking,"  said  Claude,  laughing. 

"  Maybe !  But  you  don't  know  the  woman  as  I  do.  She's  a 
schemer  on  principle.  That's  a  worse  kind  of  schemer  than  any 
other.  She'll  have  you,  Claude,  not  merely  because  you  have 
twelve  thousand  a-year,  but  because  she  sets  you  down  as  a  man 
to  stand  high  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.  Lady  Augusta  Clare  care 
for  money  or  rank !  Oh,  no  !  "  and  the  Admiral  burst  into  an 
irritable  laygh.  "  Talent, — reputation, — goodness, — goodness," 
he  repeated  the  word,  ironically ;  "  Those  are  the  prizes.  If  they 
all  ride  together  in  a  coach-and-six,  well  and  good !  and  if  they 
don't,  ten  chances  to  one  that  they  never  reach  my  lady's  door ; 
but  the  coach-and-six  are  not  to  be  put  to  weigh  in  the  balance, 
oh,  no  I " 

Claude  laughed  again,  and  this  time  more  freely.  "  If  I  am 
t^en  in,  sir,  as  you  would  call  it,  it  would  certainly  not  be  for 
want  of  warning ;  bul^  I  think,  if  you  saw  Helen  and  myself  to- 
gether, you  would  agree  with  me  that  no  two  people  could  be 
more  safe." 

"  Safe  !  my  good  fellow  ;  there's  no  one  safe.  Just  look  round 
the  world,  and  see  whero's  the  clever  man  that  has  got  a  sensible 
wife,  —  not  one  in  a  hundred.  The  more  wisdom  a  man  has  ii\ 
his  head,  the  more  folly  he  is  likely  to  have  in  Yiia  \ie?^T\,r 
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"  Thank  you,  sir ;  but  I  don't  pique  myself  upon  my  wisdom, 
80  1  feel  that  the  observation  does  n't  apply  to  me  ;  and  for  Helen, 
you  would  scarcely  call  a  man  a  fool  for  marrying  her." 

"  I  would  though.  What  does  a  man  want  in  a  wife  ?  Not  a 
whirligig  thing,  that  changes  with  every  change  of  the  wind,  and 
knows  no  medium  between  crying  and  laughing ;  but  a  steady, 
good-humoured,  rational  companion,  ready  with  a  smile  at  any 
moment,  able  to  help  him  through  his  difficulties,  putting  number 
one  always  in  the  background.  No  pupil  of  Lady  Augusta  Clare 
ever  did  that,  Claude." 

"  I  see  no  reason  why  she  should  n't  be  taught  to  do  it,"  replied 
Claude.  "Besides,  I  really  think  you  do  Helen  injustice,  sir. 
She  certainly  is  not  selfish." 

"  What  do  you  call  selfishness,  then  ?  Look  at  Susan  Graham, 
working  for  others  from  morning  till  night ;  taking  all  the  trouble 
from  her  mother  in  housekeeping ;  looking  after  the  poor  and  the 
schools ;  writing  a  capital  hand  —  yes,  a  capital  hand,"  and  the 
Admiral  took  up  Susan's  letter  again :  "  she's  a  girl  worth  some- 
thing. But  for  the  other!  a  fine  lady,  with  her  flounces  and 
furbelows,  why  she's  fit  for  nothing  but  to  work  shepherdesses  in 
that  worsted-work  they  are  always  at." 

Claude  looked  grave.  The  Admiral  added,  pettishly,  "  Why 
don't  you  speak,  man  ?     What  are  you  thinking  of?  " 

"  Nothing  that  would  please  you,  I  am  afraid,  sir." 

"Have  it  out, —have  it  out.  What's  the  mischief?  Is  the 
girl  Mrs.  Egerton  already?"  and  the  Admiral  made  a  sudden 
move  which  obliged  him  almost  to  scream  with  pain. 

Claude  arranged  the  gouty  cushions,  and  answered  slowly  as  he 
did  so :  "  Helen  would  not  thank  you  for  the  suggestion,  sir.  She 
has  no  wish  to  be  Mrs.  Egerton ;  but  if  she  were  my  wife,  or  the 
wife  of  any  man  whom  she  loved,  she  has  powers  of  self-devotion 
which  would  make  her  give  up  every  thing  for  her  husband's 
happiness." 

"  Self-devotion !  Fiddlesticks !  How  is  a  woman  to  learn  self- 
devotion  after  marriage,  when  she  has  done  nothing  but  learn 
self-love  before  it  ?  " 

"  Wo  differ  a  little  there,  my  dear  sir.  I  grant  you  that  Lady 
Augusta's  training  would  have  taught  selfishness,  if  any  training 
could ;  but  Helen  is  wonderfully  unspoilt,  and  has  a  very  noble 
nature." 

"  Well !  so  have  other  people ;  so  has  my  little  Susan,"  said  the 
Admiral. 

"  Miss  Graham  does  seem  a  very  amiable  person,"  was  Claude's 
eoJd  reply. 
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It  was  too  much  for  the  Admiral's  patience.  He  threw  himself 
back  in  his  chair,  muttering  to  himself,  "  He's  gone,  —  the  boy's 
gone.  Amiable,  indeed !  amiable !  I  had  rather  hear  him  saj^ 
she's  a  vixen." 

Claude,  sorry  to  have  annoyed  him,  took  up  the  defensive  tone* 
"  My  dear  sir,  you  really  misunderstand  me.  Of  course,  I  don't 
mean  to  institute  any  comparison  between  Helen  and  Miss  Gra- 
ham, or  Miss  Anybody." 

"  Anybody !  my  good  fellow ;  hold  your  tongue,  if  you  don't 
mean  to  drive  me  frantic." 

And  Claude  was  for  a  moment  silent,  and  then  continued  again. 
"  I  assure  you,  my  dear  sir,  I  have  the  greatest  respect  for  Miss 
Graham ;  if  it  were  only  as  being  Mrs.  Graham's  daughter.  You 
know  Mrs.  Graham  is  one  of  my  oldest  and  best  friends ;  I  could 
not  but  feel  great  respect." 

"  Ring  the  bell,  Claude."  The  Admiral's  lips  were  firmly  shut, 
and  he  only  opened  them  again  to  order  Barnes  to  bring  luncheon. 

Claude,  innocent  and  ignorant  of  his  offence,  tried  in  vain  to 
bring  him  back  to  good  humour.  He  ate  his  luncheon  in  silence, 
refused  even  to  let  Claude  pour  out  his  glass  of  wine,  and  was,  in 
fact,  thoroughly  put  out. 

Claude  knew  him  sufficiently  well  to  understand  how  to  manage 
him.  He  took  no  notice,  but  went  on  for  some  time  talking  upon 
indifferent  subjects ;  and,  when  he  found  he  could  obtain  no  reply, 
had  recourse  to  a  book.  When  the  Admiral  prepared  for  his  after- 
noon's nap,  Claude  prepared  for  his  departure. 

"  I  shall  come  and  see  you  again,  sir,  the  very  first  day  I  can, 
and  bring  you  the  sketch  Sir  Henry  and  I  have  drawn  out  upon 
the  Poor-Law  Question :  I  should  like  to  have  your  opinion  of  it." 

No  answer. 

Claude  looked  about  for  his  gloves,  and  went  towards  the  door. 
The  Admiral  thought  he  was  going. 

"  Claude,  I  say,  Claude !  "  The  voice  was  weak  and  gruff,  but 
anquestionably  relenting.     Claude  turned  back  directly. 

" Do  you  want  anything,  dear  sir?  your  pillows  moved?" 

The  Admiral  caught  his  hand.  His  eyes,  dim  with  age,  were 
still  more  shadowed  with  tears.  "  Tm  a  fool,  Claude,  —  forgive 
me :  but  the  child  is  like  my  own ;  so  are  you.  There,  go,  and 
God  bless  you !  and  don't  be  taken  in  by  Lady  Augusta." 

Poor  old  man  !  He  had  marred  his  own  object  by  those  last 
words.  They  sent  Claude  away,  —  again  thinking  upon  Helen, 
and  precisely  in  the  way  most  likely  to  interest  him  in  her.  All 
noble  dispositions  are  inclined  to  take  part  with  the  8y&c\i«i^^\  ^ixA 
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Claude  was  singularly  generous, — anxious  to  support  the  injured, 
willing  to  confess  himself  in  the  wrong.  The  Admiral  had  in- 
fused into  his  mind  a  suspicion  of  Helen's  sincerity,  before  he 
could  be  said  to  know  her ;  and  for  a  while  it  had  worked  to  her 
prejudice.  It  might  have  continued  there  still,  but  for  this  inter- 
view, in  which  prejudice  had  been  so  clearly  shown  that  he  was 
at  once  put  upon  his  guard.  In  defending  her,  he  had  brought 
out  his  own  secret  opinions,  and  had  said  things  which  he  had 
never  yet  allowed  to  himself.  He  had  called  her  wonderfully  un- 
spoilt, —  capable  of  self-devotion :  never  till  that  day  had  he 
realised  the  fact ;  but  it  was  a  truth,  and  he  dwelt  upon  it  plea- 
santly, with  a  feeling  of  rest.  Ivors  was  more  charming  to  him 
than  it  had  been  before ;  the  thought  of  Helen  was  a  greater  at- 
traction. He  went  over,  in  his  own  mind,  all  that  the  Admiral 
had  said  of  her  and  of  Susan,  with  the  secret  feeling  that  the  pre- 
judice which  worked  so  strongly  against  the  one  might  be  equally 
misleading  in  favour  of  the  other,  —  allowing  Helen's  faults,  but 
excusing  them,  —  allowing  Susan's  virtues,  but  distrusting  them. 
Meddling  with  such  matters  is,  indeed,  playing  with  edged  tools. 
Claude  Egerton  had  advanced  many  degrees  nearer  what  the 
Admiral  would  have  thought  the  edge  of  the  precipice,  by  the 
time  he  reached  Ivors. 


CHAPTER  XV. 

Christmas-Day  fell  upon  a  Tuesday.  Public  festivities  were  to 
begin  on  the  Wednesday  following,  in  the  form  of  a  grand  school 
f§te,  with  a  Christmas-tree  and  magic-lanthorn,  to  be  given  in  the 
hall  at  Ivors  to  the  children  of  the  Ivors  school, — not  a  National 
school,  but  one  especially  under  Lady  Augusta  Clare's  superinten- 
dence. The  school  treat  was  Lady  Augusta's  pet  plan  for  giving, 
as  she  said,  a  tone  of  right  feeling  to  the  whole.  It  would  show 
that  the  rich  could  sympathise  with  the  poor,  and  treat  them  with 
consideration.  She  felt  it  was  setting  a  good  example  in  the 
neighbourhood ;  and  this  they  were,  of  course,  bound  to  consider. 
Her  eloquence  showed  itself  not  only  in  speaking,  but  in  venting. 
She  despatched  three  sheets  of  note-paper  upon  the  subji^crt  by 
way  of  an  invitation  to  her  cousin,  Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  andscnt 
similar,  though  shorter,  documents  to  her  aunt,  Mrs.  Grej^/and 
her  intimate  friend,  Miss  Manners,  in  all  which  she  took  6are  to 
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insist  upon  the  principle  on  which  such  entertainments  were  to  be 
conducted;  —  the  sacrifice  made  by  the  rich,  —  the  gratitude 
necessarily  felt  by  the  poor.  Very  well  written  notes  they  were, 
*»the  sentences  well  rounded,  the  words  well  chosen, — the  only 
objection  to  them  being  that,  like  most  of  Lady  Augusta's  pro- 
ductions, they  were  so  full  of  many  meanings  as  to  end  in  having 
none. 

^'  Mamma  takes  the  school  children  under  her  care,"  said  Helen 
to  Claude,  as  they  stood  talking  together  by  the  fire,  after  a  long 
breakfast  on  the  Saturday  before  Christmas-day.  "  I  propose  that 
we  take  the  grown  up  children  under  ours.  Do  you  know  whom 
we  are  to  have?" 

"  Humes,  Mordaunts,  Grahams,"  he  stopped. 

"  Grahams,  not  to  be  put  in  with  the  rest  of  the  world,"  said 
Helen,  "  I  like  my  cousins  a  great  deal  too  well  for  that." 
.    He  began  again,  "Humes,  Mordaunts." 

Helen  interrupted  him,  "  Please  be  merciful ;  they  are  the  only 
names  I  have  heard  for  the  last  six  months,  and  I  am  heartily 
weary  of  them." 

"  The  only  names  I  have  heard  either,"  replied  Claude,  "  unless 
I  go  back  to  the  Dobsons,  Smiths,  and  Browns,  of  Ramsay." 

"  Then  you  have  not  seen  mamma's  list.  I  may  as  well  show  it 
you,  if  we  are  to  take  counsel  about  it."  Helen  produced  a  paper 
from  her  pocket-book.  "  Now  then,  for  materials.  Lady  Louisa 
Stuart,  a  hundredth  cousin,  elderly,  blue,  six  feet  high ;  writes  in 
magazines,  quotes  Shakespeare  till  one  is  inclined  to  wish  he  had 
never  lived,  and  will  do  very  weU  for  Lady  Macbeth,  if  we  get  up 
a  tableau." 

"  Mrs.  Grey  I  a  good,  dear  old  lady  of  seventy,  who  likes  every 
body,  and  thinks  mamma  an  oracle.  Miss  Manners,  my  abomina- 
tion !  Don't  tell  mamma  that ;  she  is  her  very  dear  friend.  A 
mixture  of  science  and  Germanism,  drowned  in  ologies,  and 
devoted  to  Kant.  A  woman  who  talks  desperately  of  Being  and 
!Existenoe,  and  makes  you  heartily  wish  you  could  forget  her  own. 
Mr.  Drayson !  a  good  man  I  believe ;  at  least,  I  never  heard  any 
harm  of  him  except  that  every  body  runs  after  him.  I  don't  see 
what  business  he  has  to  leave  his  parish  just  now :  but  he  knows 
best  He  won't  do  for  a  charade  or  a  tableau,  so  we  may  put  him 
aside." 

"  I  don't  see  any  thing  very  hopeful  for  charades  if  these  are  all 
we  are  to  have,"  said  Claude. 

"  You  are  so  impatient.     There  is  one  of  Maurice's  friends,  a 
Mr.  Pearson,  a  barrister ;  and  mamma's  cousin,  Captaia  M«t^^\SLW\>^ 
more  stocked  with  good  nature  than  with  bravaB)  \mt  ^\i<^.  V^Ack 
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very  well  for  a  door-post;  and  there  will  be  Miss  Hume,  and 
Mary,  and  my  three  cousins ;  and,  oh !  I  forgot,  Jane  Aubrey, 
Lord  Ste3me's  daughter,  and  perhaps  Lord  Steyne  himself.  Jane 
is  a  very  good-natured  girl,  very  clever, — pretty  too.  I  have  seen 
her  make  an  admirable  Eebeccd." 

"And  they  all  come  on  Wednesday  to  the  school  treat,  do 
they?"  inquired  Claude. 

"  Nearly  all,  I  believe.  You  know  when  we  do  a  good  deed,  it 
is  as  well  to  let  the  world  know  it ;"  said  Helen,  looking  at  him 
archly. 

"  You  are  sarcastic,"  replied  Claude. 

"  Am  I  ?  I  only  say  what  I  think.  Mr.  Berry  and  Aunt 
Fanny  give  a  school  treat  in  Wingfield  every  year,  but  the  world 
are  not  asked  to  it,  and  so  they  get  no  praise  for  it." 

"  It  is  the  clergyman's  duty,"  said  Claude,  in  a  dry  tone. 

"  Some  one  else  can  be  sarcastic  besides  me,"  observed  Helen. 
"  After  all,  it  is  a  comfortable  thing  to  be  in  a  position  in  which 
one  has  no  duties,  or  next  to  none ;  a  very  little  goes  such  a  great 
way  then." 

A  sigh  followed  the  remark,  and  Helen  sat  down  in  the  arm- 
chair by  the  fire,  and  began  to  study  a  newspaper. 

"  If  you  would  learn  to  say  what  you  really  mean,  you  would 
help  both  yourself  and  others,  Helen,"  observed  Claude,  thought- 
fully. 

"  Words  are  nothing.  What  does  it  signify  whether  they  have 
a  meaning  or  not  ?" 

"  Words  form  our  characters  as  much  as  actions  do,"  said  Claude. 

"  Characters  form  words,  you  mean." 

"  No ;  begging  your  pardon.     I  always  say  what  I  mean." 

"  I  shall  turn  you  over  to  discuss  Being  with  Miss  Manners,** 
said  Helen,  pettishly ;  "  I  don't  understand  metaphysics." 

Claude  smiled  faintly.  "  I  shan't  thank  you  for  that,  by  your 
own  account.     But  we  won't  talk  metaphysics  if  you  dislike  it." 

**  I  don't  dislike  it ;  at  least  not  more  than  I  dislike  every  thing 
and  every  body.'* 

Claude  was  silent. 

Helen  pretended  to  read,  but  she  looked  up  after  a  few  mo- 
ments, and  said  simply,  and  in  a  tone  of  earnestness,  "  Have  I 
offended  you?" 

He  started,  and  his  eye  flashed  eagerly;  then  became  again 
cold  and  severe,  as  he  answered,  "  I  have  no  right  to  be  offended 
with  you,  and  there  is  nothing  to  be  offended  at." 

"But  vexed,  have  I  vexed  you  ?    I  should  be  very  sorry.*' 

The  tone,  so  musically  gentle,  and  the  bright,  candid  glance  of 
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Helen's  eye,  would  have  touched  a  far  colder  temperament  than 
Claude's.  But  he  kept  a  strict  guard  over  himself,  and  answered 
with  apparent  indifference :  "  You  vex  me  for  yourself,  for  nothing 
else." 

"  I  have  said  something  naughty,"  said  Helen,  folding  her  hands 
like  a  penitent  child.  "  Please  forgive  ;  I  don't  know  at  all  what 
it  was." 

Claude  laughed,  and  answered,  "I  ought  by  this  time  to  be 
accustomed  to  hear  that  you  dislike  everybody.  I  have  been  told 
so  often  enough." 

,"  Fagon  de  parler"  said  Helen.  "  I  would  not  on  any  account 
commit  murder." 

"But," — he  paused,  and  turned  away;  "it  is  no  good;  I  only 
bore  you." 

"  If  you  were  but  a  clergyman,  you  might  preach,"  said  Helen, 
provokingly. 

"  Yes,  and  not  being  one  I  must  hold  my  tongue." 

"  Now  I  think  of  it,  I  should  like  to  be  a  clergyman  of  all  things," 
exclaimed  Helen.  "  I  should  so  delight  to  be  able  to  get  up  in  a 
pulpit,  and  tell  everybody  what  I  thought  of  them.  Naughty 
again,  isn't  it  ?"  she  added,  with  another  of  those  winning  glances, 
for  which  Claude,  in  spite  of  himself,  watched  as  for  the  flash  of 
the  summer  lightning. 

"  I  doubt  which  would  be  the  most  annoyed  when  your  sermon 
was  ended,"  he  said,  "  yourself  or  your  hearers." 

"Myself  annoyed,  because  I  spoke  the  truth ?" 

"  It  would  not  be  truth,  any  more  than  it  is  truq  to  say  that  you 
dislike  everybody." 

"  I  am  the  best  judge  of  my  own  words ;  and  at  any  rate  I  don't 
ask  for  an  opinion  upon  them,"  said  Helen,  petulantly. 

Claude  smiled.  "This  is  too  silly  in  us,  Helen;  we  always 
contrive  to  end  in  this  way.     I  don't  know  why." 

"  But  I  do,"  replied  Helen.  "  Because  you  are  always  cavilling 
at  my  words, — preaching  to  me." 

"  Well !  I  am,  I  am ;  I  confess  it.  I  am  very  tiresome,  very 
troublesome.  I  am  not  so,  at  least  I  hope  not,  to  any  one  else. 
But,  Helen,  you  do  yourself  injustice, — and  I  ought  not  to  care, 
^butldo." 

His  face  became  crimson,  then  pale,  and  muttering  something 
about  letters  to  write,  without  another  word  he  left  the  room. 

Claude  paced  the  colonnade  in  a  tumult  of  agitation,  angry 
with  himself,  ashamed,  frightened.  What  had  he  said,  done,  felt  ? 
Did  Helen  understand  ?    Would  she  put  any  interpretation  on  his 
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words  ?  was  there  really  any  interpretation  to  be  put  ?  He  did 
not  know  why  he  had  spoken  in  that  way, — he  had  no  intention 
of  doing  so  a  moment  before.  Yet  he  was  the  last  man  in  England, 
— so  at  least  he  considered  himself,  to  be  led  away  by  a  hasty 
feeling.  What  he  had  said  was,  however,  really  nothing.  He 
had  declared  himself  vexed  that  Helen  should  do  herself  isjustioe; 
perfectly  true,  and  very  natural.  Why  that  strange,  confusing, 
consciousness  of  indiscretion  should  have  crossed  him  he  could  not 
tell;  but  it  was  there,  he  was  unable  to  escape  from  it.  He  tried 
to  forget  it,  but  it  would  not  go.  Care !  yes,  he  did  care  for 
Helen  ;  her  growth  in  goodness,  her  consistency,  and  rightminded- 
ness,  as  he  might  and  ought  to  care  for  any  one  who  had  been  the 
friend  and  playmate  of  his  boyhood,  but  she  was  nothing  to  him. 
He  had  his  dream,  his  ideal  to  rest  upon ;  and  Helen,  wayward, 
petulant,  proud,  severe  with  others,  indulgent  to  herself,  was  as 
far  removed  from  the  gentle,  humble,  self-denying,  sympathising 
being  of  his  imagination,  as  if  she  had  been  the  creature  of  another 
world.  Yet  he  thought  of  her ;  her  face  haunted  him ;  her  voice 
rang  in  his  ears ;  she  was  before  him  wherever  he  turned,  with 
her  graceful  movements,  her  bewitching  smile.  The  very  moment 
after  he  had  said  she  was  nothing  to  him,  he  was  dwelling  upon 
every  word  she  had  uttered,  thinking  what  she  meant,  what  she 
felt ;  conjecturing  what  there  might  be  beneath  the  thick  veil  of 
self-delusion  and  inconsistency ;  longing  to  reach  her  true  mind, 
to  direct  and  guide  her,  to  lead  her  to  high  and  noble  objects. 
Thought  travelled  on ;  he  grew  calmer,  his  pace  slackened.  He 
pictured  Helen  not  as  she  was,  but  as  she  might  be;  lovely, 
winning,  candid,  generous,  affectionate  still ;  but  self-controlled,  ' 
earnestly  religious,  her  life  given  to  her  fellow-creatures,  her  heart 
to  God.  It  was  a  hope  of  Heaven  rather  than  of  earth  which 
followed ;  it  made  his  heart  beat  rapidly,  his  blood  rush  wildly 
through  his  veins. 

For  the  first  time  Helen  Clare's  reality,  and  Claude  EgOTton's 
ideal,  had  in  imagination  met  and  become  one. 


CHAPTER  XVI. 


The  weather  changed  suddenly  on  Christmas  Eve  ;  a  thaw  came, 
with  a  bright  sun,  the  snow  melted  rapidly,  and  the  i*oads  were 
even  more  impassable  than  before,  for  those  who  disliked  mud. 
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But  the  Admiral  was  happy.  The  gout  was  gradually  leading 
him ;  and  Mrs.  Graham,  less  afraid  of  a  dirty  road  than  of  the 
bitter  wind,  which  might  have  been  injurious  to  Isabella,  whose 
constitution  was  delicate,  had  offered  to  pass  Christmas  Day  with 
him.  They  were  to  be  at  the  Lodge  the  evening  before,  all  but 
Charlie,  who  had  been  carried  off,  much  against  his  sister's  will, 
to  spend  a  little  time  with  a  schoolfellow,  and  was  not  expected 
nA  Wingfield  for  some  days.  « 

The  old  man  dwelt  upon  the  thought  of  having  so  many  about 
him  with  a  child's  pleasure  ;  settled  himself  with  the  housekeeper 
which  rooms  were  to  be  occupied,  and  gave  particular  directions, 
even  to  the  minutiae  of  lighting  fires.  Loneliness,  though  he  had 
been  accustomed  to  it  for  years,  had  in  no  way  rendered  him  mis- 
anthropical, and  there  were  associations  clinging  to  Mrs.  Graham 
and  her  children,  which  at  times  put  forth  young  fresh  shoots  of 
life  and  feeling,  as  the  green  leaves  spring  unexpectedly  from  the 
fallen  trunk,  about  to  be  carried  away  as  dead. 

Yet  there  was  a  lurking  uneasiness  in  his  mind  upon  one  point. 
He  would  not  face  it  or  acknowledge  it ;  but  Barnes  observed 
that  afternoon,  that  whenever  the  Admiral  mentioned  Mr. 
Egerton's  name,  it  was  with  an  expression  of  complaint,  as  if 
some  passing  annoyance  had  for  the  time  come  between  them. 
Claude  had  been  over  to  the  Lodge  again,  but  he  had  arrived  at 
an  unfortunate  moment,  when  the  Admiral  was  suffering  a  good 
deal,  and  could  not  talk  to  him  ;  nothing,  therefore,  had  been  said 
on  either  side  to  brighten  any  uncomfortable  remembrances  of  the 
last  conversation. 

"  Stir  the  fire,  and  make  a  blaze,  Barnes,"  said  the  Admiral,  as 
the  clock  struck  a  quarter  to  four.  "They  must  be  here  in  a 
minute ;  and  tell  Mrs.  Easton  to  go  and  look  at  the  bedroom  fires 
again.  Is  the  cart  come  back  from  Wingfield  yet,  with  Mrs. 
Graham's  boxes  ?" 

"  It  is  expected  every  minute,  sir.  Mrs.  Graham  said  it  was  to 
call  for  them  at  three,  and  she  and  the  *young  ladies  would  walk." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  know.  Go  down  the  avenue,  and  look  if  they  are 
coming." 

Barnes  went,  and  returned  ^th  no  tidings,  and  was  sent  again, 
and  came  back  to  report  that  the  ladies  were  coming  up  to  the 
house,  and  a  gentleman  Avith  them  ;  he  thought  it  was  Mr. 
Egerton. 

The  Admiral  rubbed  his  hands  together,  slowly ;  it  was  a  trick 
he  had  when  anything  pleased  him.  "  Stir  the  fire  again,  Barnes ; 
draw  the  arm-chair  out.     I  hear  them^  don't  I  ?     Why  do  t\\K^ 
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ring  the  bell?"  He  sat  up  in  his  chair,  knocking  his  stick  against 
the  floor :  Barnes  left  the  room.  "  Don't  shut  the  door ;  what  do 
you  do  that  for?  Leave  it,  I  say."  If  his  foot  had  been  one 
degree  less  swollen,  he  would  certainly  have  risen,  and  walked 
across  the  room. 

The  party  lingered  for  a  minute  in  the  hall,  laughing  and 
talking,  taking  off  goloshes  and  cloaks ;  the  Admiral's  voice  was 
heard,  "Come  in,  Frances!  Why  don't  you  come?  what  are  you 
waiting  for  ?  Egerton,  are  you  there  ?  Come  in,  man.  What, 
my  little  Susan ! "  and  as  Susan,  being  the  first  ready,  hastened 
to  answer  the  call,  he  caught  her  in  his  arms,  kissed  her  on  both 
cheeks,  turned  her  to  the  light,  that  he  might  look  at  her,  and 
then,  making  her  bend  down  to  him,  stroked  her  face  as  he  would 
that  of  an  infant,  and  said,  tremulously,  "  There,  kiss  me  again, 
child ;  you  make  a  fool  of  me." 

He  held  her  hand  in  his,  even  when  Mrs.  Graham  came  in, 
looking  at  the  same  time  for  Claude,  who  was  still  in  the  hall, 
speaking  to  Barnes. 

"  Thank  you,  Frances,  my  dear,  for  coming  to  cheer  an  old 
man.  And  Isabella  and  Anna,  too ;  let  me  look  at  you,  my  pretty 
ones."  But  he  did  not  look  at  them,  or  at  least  only  for  a  mo- 
ment;  his  eyes  again  being  directed  to  the  door. 

"Mr.  Egerton  came  with  us,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"Mr.  Egerton !  Pshaw  !  Claude  to  you  !  why  not  ?" 

"  Well !  Claude,  if  you  will,  my  dear  sir,  and  if  he  will.  I  like 
it  much  better ;  only  one  must  pay  proper  respect  to  members  of 
Parliament.  He  walked  into  Wingfield,  to  ask  some  questions 
about  Kate  Hope,  the  lame  girl  I  wrote  you  word  about ;  you  re- 
member, I  dare  say." 

"  Lame  girls !  not  a  bit.  What  has  Claude  Egerton  to  do  with 
lame  girls  ?  Susan,  darling,  just  rub  my  foot,  gently,  very 
gently." 

Susan  took  off  her  bonnet,  laid  it  on  the  floor,  and  knelt  down 
beside  him. 

"  And  so  you  walked,  did  you  ?  Barnes  says  the  roads  are  in  a 
great  mess.  But — here  he  is ;"  Claude  came  into  the  room,  and 
the  Admiral  broke  off  abruptly. 

Claude  seemed  a  little  doubtful  of  his  reception,  and  with  reason. 
The  Admiral  held  out  his  hand,  and  shook  it  cordially,  but  his 
tone  was  grumbling.  "  I  thought  you  were  snowed  in  at  Ivors,  or 
locked  up ;  it's  all  much  the  same.  I  suppose  you  have  done  no- 
thing but  sit  over  the  fire,  and  tell  stories  to  your  fine-lady  friends. 
You  couldn't  remember  an  old  man." 
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Claude  made  an  apology,  but  only  laughed  a  little  consciously. 
Mrs.  Graham  came  to  his  assistance. 

"Mr.  Egerton  had  a  bad  cold,  he  told  me,  the  day  before 
yesterday,  and  to-day  you  see,  my  dear  sir,  ho  has  taken  the  first 
opportunity  possible  to  come  to  you."  ^ 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Claude  ;  "  you  make  more  excuses  for  me 
than  I  should  make  for  myself.  I  always  trust  to  my  friends' 
knowledge  of  me,  to  put  me  right  at  last.  I  don't  think  I  am 
given  to  change." 

The  Admiral  was  brought  round  by  having,  as  he  imagined, 
given  pain,  and  said,  heartily,  "  Some  folks  might  stay  away  for 
ever,  and  I  wouldn't  ask  twice  for  them;  but  Claude  Egerton 
isn't  of  that  number.     Susan,  my  love,  aren't  you  tired  ?" 

Claude  brought  a  chair  for  Susan  to  sit  down,  but  she  declined 
it.  "  I  suppose  I  could  not  take  your  duty  from  you,"  he  said, 
and  he  stretched  out  his  hand,  and  laughingly  compared  it  with 
hers.     "  I  should  scarcely  have  so  light  a  touch." 

"  It  is  a  woman's  business,"  said  Susan ;  "  I  couldn't  give 
it  up." 

The  Admiral  caught  her  hand  and  looked  at  it.  "A  useful 
little  hand,  eh,  Frances?"  and  he  appealed  to  Mrs.  Graham: 
"  What  do  you  say  ?  " 

"  We  have  tried  to  make  it  so ;  I  don't  know  how  we  have 
succeeded,"  was  the  reply. 

"Very  badly,"  said  Susan.  "Isabella  and  Anna  can  both 
make  cakes,  and  mine  are  all  so  heavy  they  are  not  eatable." 

"  I  didn't  know  that  making  cakes  was  a  nineteenth  century 
accomplishment,"  observed  Claude.  "I  fancied  that  it  was  a 
great-grandmother  practice." 

"I  like  great-grandmother  practices,"  said  Susan. 

"In  theory,"  remarked  Mrs.  Graham.  "You  wouldn't  like 
them  if  you  had  to  carry  them  out  thoroughly". 

Claude  spoke  eagerly.  "  No  indeed ;  give  me  a  woman  of  the 
present  day,  if  she  is  fit  for  anything." 

"  If,"  muttered  the  Admiral  to  himself. 

Claude  continued:  "It  is  not  fair  to  judge  of  any  age  by  its 
exceptions ;  one  must  take  classes  as  a  whole,  and  as  they  are 
represented  in  books  of  the  day.  Look  at  the  Spectator,  for 
instance,  a  very  fair  specimen  of  the  habits  and  tone  of  mind  of 
the  period.  One  would  scarcely  wish  to  see  English  ladies  now 
what  English  ladies  were  when  the  Spectator  was  the  popular 
book  of  the  day." 

"  Fine  ladies  for  your  taste,  then ! "  said  the  Admiral  testily : 
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"  singing,  dancing,  and  flirting,  and  reading  novels  ;  that  is  not  our 
way,  is  it,  my  little  Susan  ?  " 

Susan  smiled,  was  going  to  reply,  but  hesitated. 

"  Please  speak,"  said  Claude ;  "  say  what  you  were  going  to 
say." 

"  I  was  going  to  say  that  I  understood  you,"  replied  Susan, 
slightly  blushing,  •*  but  perhaps  I  don't." 

"  I  think  you  do,  I  have  no  doubt  of  it ;  Mrs.  Graham  I  am 
sure  does." 

Susan  was  silent,  and  rubbed  a  little  more  diligently.  Mrs. 
Graham  answered :  "  We  all  understand.  Queen  Anne's  virtues 
are  not  really  inconsistent  with  Queen  Victoria's;  and  Queen 
Victoria's  are  much  the  more  graceful  of  the  two." 

"  And  I  like  graceful  virtues,"  said  Claude. 

"  Of  course,  all  young  men  do,"  muttered  the  Admiral. 

"And  virtues  not  full-blown,  but  opening,  ripening,**  said 
Claude;  "giving  one  the  pleasure  of  interest  and  hope." 

Mrs.  Graham  checked  a  smile  which  was  upon  her  lips,  and 
said,  rather  gravely :  "  Yes,  when  one  is  tolerably  sure  that  they 
will  eventually  come  to  perfection." 

"  One  may  be  sure  where  there  is  truth,  don't  you  think  so, 
mamma  ?"  said  Susan. 

Claude  interrupted  the  reply:  "Truth,  candour,  warmth  of 
feeling,  —  all  must  come  right  then." 

"  Pshaw ! "  escaped  from  the  Admiral. 

Susan  spoke  again,  a  little  as  though  it  were  an  effort.  "  One 
can  bear  with  so  much  where  there  is  truth,  it  makes  up  for  so 
many  faults." 

"  Yes,"  Claude  paused ;  and  the  next  moment  added  hurriedly  : 
"and  where  there  have  been  temptations  and  difficulties,  one 
can't  be  surprised  at  faults." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  are  talking  about,"  interrupted  the 
Admiral,  gruffly ;  "and  you  don't  know  yourself.  You  had 
better  all  go  up  stairs,  Frances,  and  take  off  your  bonnets." 

Susan  stood  up;  her  sisters  and  Mrs.  Graham  followed  the 
suggestion,  but  the  Admiral  detained  her,  he  wanted  his  pillow 
smoothed. 

Claude  was  silent  and  thoughtful.  Presently  he  said,  ab- 
ruptly, "  Helen  wants  to  talk  to  you ;  you  will  be  at  Ivors  church 
to-morrow." 

"  I  hope  so ;  we  intend  to  be.     We  shall  meet  after  the  service." 

"  She  is  interested  in  Kate  Hope's  case,  and  would  like  to  do 
s(Mnething  for  her." 
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"  Would  she  ?  how  kind  ?  but  it  is  like  her,  she  is  always 
generous.** 

"  She  has  more  money  than  she  knows  what  to  do  with,**  said 
the  Admiral. 
.    "  A  reason  with  many  people  for  doing  nothing,"  replied  Claude. 

"  Helen  would  do  a  great  deal  if  she  were  put  in  the  way  of  it,*' 
observed  Susan  eagerly;  "but  no  one  helps  her.  She  always 
makes  mo  think  of  a  hidden  gem.'^ 

"  A  diamond  uncut,"  said  Claude  in  a  low  voice. 

"Requiring  a  monstrous  deal  of  cutting,*'  remarked  the  Admiral, 
quickly. 

Susan  leant  over  his  chair  and  kissed  him,  and  whispered  that 
he  was  hard  upon  Helen. 

He  looked  at  her  fondly,  sadly  :  "  Not  so  hard  upon  her,  child, 
as  you  are  upon  yourself :  now  run  away." 

Claude  followed  her  into  the  hall.  "  May  I  say  one  word  to 
you  ;  I  would  have  said  it  to  Mrs.  Graham  if  she  had  given  me 
the  opportunity." 

Susan  stopped  to  listen  at  the  foot  of  the  stairs.  Her  manner 
and  attitude,  so  simply  kind,  unaffected,  lady-like,  though  without 
any  pretension  to  actual  grace,  struck  him  forcibly.  His  cold, 
rather  stiff  tone  changed ;  he  spoke  to  her  as  a  friend :  "I  am 
sure  you  will  forgive  me, — understand  me, — you  will  not  think  1 
am  taking  a  liberty;  but  if  you  can, — this  poor  girl  is  an  object 
of  interest  to  Helen,  and  I  think  it  would  please  her ;  it  might  be 
good:" — he  corrected  himself,  and  concluded  hastily,  "any means 
by  which  she  could  be  put  in  the  way  of  being  useful  she  would 
like  :  I  said  I  would  mention  it.*' 

Susan  had  an  impulse ;  she  was  not  in  the  habit  of  yielding  to 
impulses,  but  she  did  to  this  one.  She  held  out  her  hand  to 
Claude,  and  said  :  "  Yes  ;  indeed  you  may  depend  upon  it :  Helen 
is  so  noble  she  can  never  live  for  herself."  The  blood  rushed  to 
her  cheeks  in  a  moment,  as  with  the  consciousness  that  she  had 
betrayed  her  own  knowledge  of  his  feelings ;  and,  withdrawing 
her  hand  with  difficulty  from  Claude's  cordial  grasp,  she  hurried 
up  stairs. 


CHAPTKB  XVII. 


This  evening  was  a  happy  one  for  the  Admiral,  notwithstanding 
his  incipient  distrust  of  Claude  Egerton's  matrimonial  intentions. 
His  mind  had  retained  through  life  much  of  a  child's  easy  forget- 
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fulness  of  annoyance ;  and  when  he  found  himself  tolerably  free 
from  pain,  with  Mrs.  Graham  to  talk  to  him,  Susan  sitting  by  his 
gouty  stool  reading,  and  Isabella  and  Anna  at  work  at  a  side- 
table,  just  as  if  they  were  at  home,  he  forgot  every  thing  but  the 
comfort  of  having  loving  faces  around  him. 

"  You  had  best  come  and  live  with  me  entirely,  Frances,  as  I 
have  told  you  many  times :  plenty  of  room  here,  and  you'd  have  it 
all  your  own  way."  Mrs.  Graham  smiled.  "  Ah !  you  may  smile ; 
I  know  what  you  think !  One  mind  to-day  another  to-morrow ; — 
but  that's  not  my  fashion,  except  (and  he  laughed)  when  the 
twinges  come,  and  then  you  would  bear  with  them." 

"I  might  bear  with  them  better  than  you  would  with  us,  my 
dear  sir  ; — you  have  lived  too  long  alone." 

"  Bachelor  ways,  you  mean ;  —  I  should  be  all  the  better  for 
being  worked  out  of  them." 

"  Not  at  seventy-eight.     You  would  grow  tired  of  us." 

"  And  we  should  grow  tired  of  you,  you  may  as  well  add,"  said 
the  Admiral. 

Mrs.  Graham  hesitated  for  an  instant,  and  looked  round  at  her 
children. 

"  Your  mother  and  I  want  some  quiet  words  together,"  said  the 
Admiral.  "There's  a  fire  burning  brightly  in  the  next  room; 
take  your  work  in  there,  girls.  Forgive  me,  Susan,"  and  he 
stretched  out  his  hand  to  her ;  "  you  shall  come  back  before  long. 
Isabella,  you  don't  mind  being  treated  like  a  child  ?  "  Isabella 
came  up  to  his  chair  :  —  "  You  look  better  and  brighter  than  you 
used  to  do,  my  pretty  one ; — go  and  dance  the  polka,  if  you  like,  in 
there." 

Isabella  laughed.  "  We  are  too  busy  for  the  polka.  Mamma, 
we  needn't  hurry  about  going  to  bed  if  we  have  not  finished  our 
work?" 

"  Not  a  bit ;  stay  up  all  night  if  you  like  it.  Liberty  Hall 
here  ! "  said  the  Admiral.  "  Not  a  word,  Frances ;  I  am  master  in 
my  own  house." 

"  Exactly  what  I  wish  you  always  to  remain,  my  dear  sir," 
said  Mrs.  Graham,  as  her  children  left  the  room ;  and  laying  her 
hand  kindly  upon  his,  she  added,  **and  what  you  scarcely  could  bo 
if  we  lived  with  you." 

"  And  why  not  ?  What's  to  hinder  me  from  going  my  way, 
and  you  from  going  yours  ?  " 

"  Because  our  interests  would  be  different.*^ 

« I  don't  see  that." 

"  Our  objects,  perhaps  I  ought  to  say,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  I  am  bound  to  consult  what  I  think  to  be  my  children's  good." 
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"  Well,  and  they  would  learn  no  harm  here,'*  said  the  Admiral. 

"  No  harm ;  but  would  it  be  for  their  highest  good  ?  We  should 
differ  sometimes  about  that." 

"  And  I  should  give  in,"  said  the  Admiral :  "  I  have  given  in 
all  my  life.     You  may  laugh,  but  I  have." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  I  know  you  have  given  in  continually  in  great 
matters,  but  in  little  ones  I  don't  think  you  know  how  you  would 
be  fretted." 

"  Well,  then,  you  must  give  in  sometimes,"  said  the  Admiral. 

"Ah!  there  would  be  the  difficulty.  I  am  afraid  I  couldn't 
promise." 

"  What !  not  with  all  your  boast  of  fine  principles.  Where's 
the  use  of  them  ?  " 

"  I  try  not  to  boast,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham,  quietly.  "  What  I 
fear  is,  that  my  principles  would  teach  me  not  to  give  in,  and  that 
in  consequence  we  should  not  be  happy.  The  children  require  so 
much  careful  training  still." 

"  Children !  Fine  young  women,  you  mean !  It's  a  shame  to 
keep  them  in  leading-strings." 

"  Exactly  so ;  but  then  I  must  try  and  place  them  where  they 
can  best  learn  to  run  alone." 

"  Well  and  there's  room  enough  here." 

"  Too  much.  A  great  deal  of  space,  and  not  sufficient  to  occupy 
it.  I  mean,"  added  Mrs.  Graham,  seeing  the  Admiral's  impatient 
expression  of  countenance,  "that  to  bring  them  here  would  be 
removing  them  from  all  their  little  duties  and  interests  in 
Wingfield,  and  placing  them  in  a  position  of  luxury  to  which 
they  have  never  been  accustomed,  and  which  could  not  be  theirs 
for  life." 

"  I  don't  see  why  it  shouldn't  be,  why  I  am  to  think  so  much 
of  my  nephews  and  cousins,"  muttered  the  Admiral. 

"  My  dear  sir,  you  know  we  have  discussed  that  point  before 
when  we  were  not  influenced  by  private  wishes.  We  both  feel 
that  God,  by  our  natural  relationships,  marks  out  the  channels  in 
which  our  wealth,  if  we  have  it,  is  ordinarily  to  flow.  You  could 
not  give,  and  I  could  not  receive  consistently  with  our  notions  of 
j  ustice.  We  have  gone  on  happily  for  several  years  with  this 
understanding,  why  should  it  be  altered  now  ?  " 

"But  you  might  live  here  for  the  present,"  repeated  the  Admiral, 
turning  from  the  subject  which  he  disliked,  to  that  which  pleased 
him.  Mrs.  Graham  only  smiled.  She  did  not  dare  remind  him 
again  that  the  next  day  his  wishes  might  change ;  but,  dwelling 
upon  her  own  feelings,  she  said,  "  I  think,  if  you  understood  my 
three  girls  thoroughly,  you  would  see  how  much  better  suited  to 
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them  their  present  life  is  than  that  which  they  would  lead  here. 
They  want  occupation,  all  of  them,  Isabella,  especially ;  she  is  so 
morbid,  naturally  ;  her  mind  preys  upon  itself  if  it  has  not  enough 
to  interest  it  in  others." 

"  She  would  be  dull  here,"  said  the  Admiral,  a  little  moodily. 

"Not  dull,  exactly,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham;  "but  the  easy, 
luxurious  life  would  foster  all  her  weaknesses.  She  is  rery  excit- 
able, enthusiastically  fond  of  music  and  poetry,  and  can't  exist  in 
inaction.  With  a  mind  of  that  description  it  is  not  enough  for 
safety,  at  least  so  I  think,  to  live  out  of  the  gay  world  and  avoid 
novels  and  poetry.  Imagination  will  supply  all  these,  and  do 
quite  as  much  mischief.  What  is  wanted  is  healthy  occupation, 
kind  sympathies,  something  which  shall  draw  it  out  of  itself  in 
thought  for  others.  Ease  and  leisure  would  do  Isabella  more 
harm  than  foolish  books." 

"  And  so  you  are  all  to  sacrifice  yourselves  to  Isabella  ?  **  said 
the  Admiral. 

"  I  could  say  something  of  the  same  kind  as  regards  the  others," 
replied  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Anna  has  a  superabundant  amount  of 
energy  which  would  make  her  perfectly  miserable  if  it  had  not 
some  vent.  And  she  is  not  old  enough  to  find  this  for  herself, 
wherever  she  may  be  ;  and  Sqsan " 

"  Aye  !  my  little  Susan  !  what  fault  do  you  find  with  her  ?** 

"  None,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  emphatically,  "  of  all  my  children 
she  is  the  most  fitted  for  any  position :  about  whom  I  have  the 
least  anxiety." 

"  Any  position,"  murmured  the  Admiral.  He  moved  himself 
round  slowly,  looked  Mrs.  Graham  fully  in  the  face,  and  added : 
"  Claude  Egerton  is  a  fool." 

Mrs.  Graham  became  suddenly  pale,  but  she  answered  cahnly, 
*•'  God's  providence  is  in  these  things.  We  had  better  not  speak 
of  them.     No  doubt  Mr.  Egerton  will  choose  for  his  own  happi- 


ness." 


"  Folly  I  Frances,  you  make  me  angry.  Do  you  mean  to  say 
that,  if  Claude  throws  himself  away  upon  yonder  gay,  singing, 
flirting  girl  at  Ivors,  he  will  have  half  the  chance  of  happiness 
that  he  would  have  if  he  took  to  our  little  Susan?" 

"  Helen  does  not  flirt,  dear  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  eamestlr ; 
"  and  Susan  is — may  be — too  like  Claude  to  make  him  happy." 

"  Too  like  !  what  on  earth  do  men  require  in  a  wife  but  some- 
thing like  themselves?" 

"They  require  what  they  want,  not  what  they  have,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham, 
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"  Humph  I "  was  the  Admiral's  only  reply. 

Mrs.  Graham  continued,  "  You  will  forgive  me,  I  am  sure,  for 
asking  that  this  subject  may  be  a  sealed  one  between  us.  I  have 
the  greatest  dread  of  allowing  my  mind  to  form  any  wishes  in 
such  matters :  I  could  never  trust  myself  in  action  if  I  did.  Of 
course  I  don't  mean  that  I  would  interfere  to  prevent  my  children 
from  marrying,  but  I  would  wish  to  leave  such  an  event  simply 
and  entirely  in  the  hands  of  God.  Especially  when,  as  in  the 
present  case,  I  see  reason  to  believe  that  He  has  ordered  a  certain 
course  of  circumstances,  I  should  desire  to  acquiesce  in  it,  and,  as 
far  as  I  might  be  permitted,  to  further  it." 

"  I  don't  see  the  thing  as  you  do.  That  old  step-mother  sets 
the  snare,  and  he  falls  into  it." 

Mrs.  Graham  could  scarcely  restrain  a  smile,  but  she  answered 
gravely,  "  I  am  afraid  We  look  at  instruments  till  we  forget  the 
Hand  that  guides  them.  It  is  no  matter  to  me  how  the  feeling 
may  have  been  brought  about,  if  only  it  exists." 

"  But  does  he  care  for  her  ?  What  does  he  see  in  her  beyond 
her  pretty  face?"  inquired  the  Admiral. 

"  A  great  deal,  I  dare  say,  which  I  can  see  too,"  replied  Mrs; 
Graham.  "  Helen  is  to  me  my  sister's  child,  not  Lady  Augusta's 
step-daughter." 

"Ah,  well,  yes!"  muttered  the  Admiral, more  complacently. 
"But  I  can't  forget: — she's  been  trained,  taught.  The  old, 
woman  has  beien  at  her  ever  since  she  was  seven  years  old." 

"  And  has  done  marvellously  little  to  ruin  her,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham.  "Helen's  faults  are  external.  Lady  Augusta  has 
never  destroyed  the  truth  of  her  character." 

"  And  you  wouldn't  try  to  set  Claude  Egerton  right  ?  "  asked 
the  Admiral,  in  a  tone  which  showed  that  he  was  ashamed  of  his 
own  proposition.  "  You  wouldn't  bring  him  and  Susan  together, 
and  open  his  eyes  before  it  is  too  late  ? " 

Mrs.  Graham  started.  "  Not  for  the  world !  It  might  be  fatal 
to  the  happiness  of  both,  even  if  it  were  not  cruel  to  Helen." 

"  And  if  Susan  loses  her  heart  without  our  troubling  our- 
selves ?  "  said  the  Admiral  :  "  such  things  have  been." 

"  And  may  be,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham,  thoughtfully  and  sadly ; 
"  but  I  have  the  greatest  confidence  in  Susan.  She  is  quite 
aware  that  Mr.  Egerton  admires  Helen ;  even  if  the  feeling  goes 
no  farther,  that  alone  would  be  a  sufficient  safeguard." 

"  You  women  have  such  trust  in  yourselves,"  was  the  Admiral's 
reply,  as  he  rang  the  bell  for  tea ;  and  a  pang  shot  through  Mrs*. 
Graham's  heart,  which  she  did  not  pause  to  anaVyae. 
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CHAPTER  XVm. 

The  Christmas  service  at  Ivors  church  was  over.  Sir  Henry, 
Ladj  Aagosta,  and  Maurice  waited  in  the  church  porch  for  the 
carriage.  Claude  and  Helen  walked  towards  the  gate  leading  into 
the  high  road.  Thej  were  silent.  Claude  looked  back  occasion- 
allj  at  the  church,  but  Helen's  ejes  were  bent  upon  the  ground. 

^^  We  will  come  this  waj,"  said  Claude,  as  a  party  of  strangers, 
talking  loudly,  followed  closely  upon  them.  He  turned  into  a 
little  side  path,  carefully  kept,  and  marked  at  intervals  by  fuchsias 
and  laurels.  It  led  them  by  a  large  stone  tomb,  enclosed  bj  high 
railings. 

Helen  paused  before  it,  and  Claude  saw  that  he  had  brought 
her  to  her  mother's  grave. 

He  read  the  inscription  to  himself,  with  the  text,  "  God  be 
merciful  to  me  a  sinner." 

"  It  was  her  own  choice,"  said  Helen.  "  She  was  very 
humble." 

^'  And  true  and  earnest,"  continued  Claude :  '^  I  felt  it  when  I 
saw  her,  though  it  was  once  only,  when  I  was  a  boy." 

"  She  was  Uke  Aunt  Fanny,"  said  Helen.  "  Papa  says  I  might 
have  been  like  her  too  if  she  had  lived  ;  but  that  could  not  have 
been." 

Claude  regarded  her  earnestly.     "  Is  it  so  impossible  ?  ^ 

"  I  am  wi&ul,"  said  Helen,  "  and  changeable,  and — oh  !  more 
than  you  know  or  can  think ; "  and  she  stooped  down  to  gather 
an  ivy  leaf,  and  turned  away  her  head  to  hide  the  tears  which 
gathered  in  her  eyes. 

"  And  humble,"  said  Claude,  gently,  "  if  you  think  of  yourself 
so. 

Helen  raised  herself^  and  looked  at  him  fixedly.  "No,  not 
humble.  I  speak  evil  of  myself,  but  I  could  not  bear  that  others 
should  speak  evil  of  me.  I  don't  know  why  I  should  say  this," 
she  added  ;  "  some  think  that  it  is  bad  to  talk  of  oneself,  even  of 
one's  faults." 

"To  some  persons,  perhaps,  —  those  who  do  not  care  for  or 
feel  with  you,"  said  Claude,  his  voice  slightly  trembling  ;  «  but, 
Helen,  that  would  not  be  with  me." 

'•  It  may  be  better  that  it  should  be,"  she  replied.  "  You  would 
soon  be  weary  of  my  confessions." 

«  Scarcely,  if  I  could  be  any  comfort  or  help  to  you." 
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Helen  smiled.  There  might  have  been  a  little  disdain  in  the 
expression,  and  Claude,  in  a  moment,  was  chilled ;  and  added, 
coldly,  "  Of  course  I  have  no  wish  to  intrude  upon  your  confi- 
dence." 

Helen  answered  him  frankly: — "I  annoyed  you  by  smiling; 
you  are  very  apt  to  take  offence.  I  was  not  thinking  of  you,  but 
of  myself,  and  the  hopelessness  of  making  you  or  any  one  under- 
stand a  maze  of  inconsistencies." 

"  And  therefore  you  will  never  give  any  one  the  opportunity 
of  trying  to  understand  them,"  said  Claude. 

"  It  is  not  a  case  for  experiment,"  said  Helen.  "  If  we  give  our 
confidence,  and  are  not  understood,  there  is  a  barrier  raised  for 
ever.  No,  Claude,  if  we  are  to  be  friends,  we  had  better  bo  con- 
tented to  remain  as  we  are,  enigmas  to  each  other." 

"  Am  I  an  enigma  to  you  ?"  he  asked  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  in  many  ways :  what  you  live  for,  what  you  care  for, 
why  you  should  throw  so  much  energy  into  everything  you  do, 
— into  all  this  parliamentary  business,  for  instance.  Some  people 
understand  it,  I  see.  Aunt  Fanny  does;  so  does  Susan:  their 
minds  are  like  yours." 

"  Their  principles,  perhaps,  rather,"  said  Claude.  "  In  some 
things  we  must  all  be  alike,  Helen.  We  have  the  same  feelings, 
passions,  affections.     There  must,  therefore,  be  the  groundwork 

of  mutual  understanding  between  us  all,  especially .     We 

have  known  each  other  so  many  years." 

"  Not  known,"  said  Helen.  "  We  don't  know  each  other  now." 
She  spoke  rather  sadly,  and  moved  on,  seemingly  anxious  to  be 
with  the  rest  of  the  party.  Claude  followed  her.  They  drew 
near  to  Lady  Augusta.  Mrs.  Graham  and  Susan  had  joined  her ; 
Isabella  and  Anna  were  already  gone.  Claude  quickened  his 
step,  and  came  up  to  Helen  as  they  approached  the  porch.  "  I 
am  going  to  the  Lodge,"  he  said  :  "  would  it  be  impossible  for 
you  to  go  too  ?" 

Helen  hesitated.     "  I  am  not  sure :  I  should  like  it." 

Claude  caught  at  the  words  "  like  it."  "  Should  you,  really  ? 
There  could  be  no  reason  against  it.  And  I  might  explain, — if 
it  were  possible,  that  is, — and  if  you  would  care  to  hear.  I 
would  rather  not  be  an  enigma  to  you." 

Helen  was  silent. 

"May  I  propose  it  ?  Do  you  think  Lady  Augusta  would  object  ?  " 
he  added,  anxiously. 

Helen's  answer  was  still  indistinct.  Hurrying  forward,  she 
left  him,  and  began  talking  quickly,  and  rather  nervously,  to  her 
aunt  and  Susan. 
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Claude  lingered.  His  heart  beat  so  rapidly  that  he  was  almost 
faint.  Yet  why  should  it  ?  He  had  risen  that  morning  calm, 
collected,  strong  in  purpose,  renouncing,  as  he  believed,  all  thought 
of  Helen,  as  she  might  be, — looking  upon  her  only  as  she  was. 
He  had  compared  her  with  his  own  ideal,  and  with  Susan  Grraham's 
excellencies,  and  pronounced  her  wanting.  He  had  said  to  him- 
self that  the  Admiral  was  right,  and  she  was  unsuited  to  hkn, — 
that  she  could  not  make  him  happy, — that  she  would  disappoint 
him, — that  it  was  vain  to  think  of  educating  a  woman  after 
marriage, — that  the  petty  (^stractions  and  frettlngs  of  domestic 
life  must  mar  the  work.  He  had  reasoned  like  a  sage ;  and  then 
he  had  gone  down  to  breakfast, — listened  to  Helen's  sweet,  oordial 
tones  of  Christmas  greeting, — watched  her,  as  with  her  animati(«, 
grace,  and  beauty  she  made  herself  the  life  and  ornament  of  the 
breakfast  party,— walked  in  the  colonnade  and  thought  c^her, — 
accompanied  her  to  church,  and  knelt  by  her,  — <  and  the  reason 
of  the  sage  was  gone. 

A  weak  man  might  have  dreaded  his  weakness.  Claude  Eger- 
ton,  strong  in  his  strength,  placed  himself  without  fear  ia  the 
post  of  danger.  He  came  up  to  Helen  and  Susan  just  as  they 
were  told  the  carriage  was  ready,  and  whilst  Susan  was  beginning 
to  talk  to  Helen  about  Kate  Hope.  Helen  said  nothing  about 
going  to  the  Lodge  ;  she  might  have  forgotten  it  or  changed  her 
mind.  She  only  seemed  desirous  that  her  cousin  should  be  at 
Ivors  very  early  the  next  day,  in  order  that  they  might  have  some 
time  together  before  the  arrival  of  the  visitors,  who  were  to  be 
present  at  the  schodi  feast.  All  her  interest  seemed  concentrated 
in  this ;  she  scarcely  noticed  Claude,  and  answered  him  abruptly 
when  he  addressed  her.  Claude  was  better  then ;  more  the  master 
of  himself,  but  he  was  still  bent  upon  having  Helen  with  him. 
He  recollected  that  he  was  anxious  for  her  good,  and  had  wished 
her  to  talk  to  Mrs.  Graham  and  Susan  about  Kate  Hope,  ia  order 
to  give  her  some  feeling  of  usefulness.  He  was  not  aware  that 
any  other  motive  injQiuenced  him ;  but  when  Lady  Augusta  sum- 
moned Helen  to  the  carriage  he  interposed  his  own  wish.  "  It 
seemed  a  pity,"  he  said,  "  to  interrupt  Helen  and  Miss  Graham 
when  they  were  so  busy  with  their  conversation.  If  Lady  Augusta 
did  not  object,  he  was  going  himself  to  the  Lodge  for  luncheon, 
and  if  Helen  liked  to  go  too,  he  could  easily  escort  her  back,  the 
distance  was  not  great."  Lady  Augusta  was  only  too  willing,  as 
long  as  "  dear  Helen  "  did  not  tire  herself,  that  was  the  only  thing 
to  be  considered ;  and  Claude  turned  to  Helen,  considering  her 
assent  a  matter  of  course,  —  and  Helen  declined. 
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Claude  went  to  the  Lodge ;  but  even  Mrs.  Graham's  charity 
could  scarcely  allow  that  he  was  agreeable.  Certainly  not  as  he 
should  have  been  on  Christmas  Day. 

Helen  had  acted  from  instinct.  She  had  no  time  for  reason, 
and  at  the  moment  no  particular  cause  for  feeling.  It  was  only 
when  she  reached  home,  and  thought  over  the  little  incidents  of 
the  morning,  that  she  could  at  all  understand  why  she  had  so 
suddenly  changed  her  mind.  Ajid  even  then  it  was  not  clear  to 
her.  She  shrank  from  putting  an  interpretation  upon  Claude's 
manner  which  it  might  not  properly  bear.  It  seemed  undignified, 
unwomanly,  to  suspect  feelings  which  might  have  no  existence ; 
she  turned  away  from  the  thought ;  it  disturbed  her.  She  liked 
Claude  very  nuich;  it  pleased  her  to  talk  with  him,  he  was  a 
person  who  she  felt  might  do  her  good,  give  her  interest,  even 
gain  her  confidence,  but  this  was  all.  She  laid  aside  her  bonnet 
and  cloak,  and  with  them  determined  to  lay  aside  these  new,  un- 
comfortable suspicions ;  but  the  resolution  was  more  easily  made 
than  kept.  Claude  came  back  from  the  Lodge,  grave  and  out  of 
spirits ;  and  Helen  found  herself  wondering  what  was  the  cause. 
She  tried  to  speak  to  him  in  her  usual  tone,  but  his  answers  were 
short;  he  would  not  carry  on  any  conversation.  At  last  even 
Sir  Henry  remarked  his  manner,  and  then  he  said  he  had  a  head- 
ache, and  went  to  his  room.  Helen  thought  him  cross  and  dis- 
agreeable, and  was  disappointed  in  him.  She  had  fancied  him 
above  fits  of  ill-humour;  and  if  he  was  ill,  it  was  weak  and 
unmanly  to  give  way.  He  appeared  at  dinner  time,  better,  and 
more  like  himself;  but  still  he  talked  entirely  to  Sir  Henry  upon 
politics,  and  Lady  Augusta  could  with  difficulty  make  him  give 
his  opinion  upon  the  few  questions  which  arose  as  to  the  next 
day's  proceedings. 

Altogether  it  was  a  dull,  uncomfortable  Christmas  Day,  and 
entirely  owing  to  Claude.  Helen  went  to  b<3d  really  angry  with 
him.  In  the  morning  she  had  been  particularly  happy,  because 
particularly  full  of  good  rescdutions.  The  service  at  church  had 
soothed  her,  and  the  short  conversation  with  Claude  had  touched, 
and  softened,  and  given  her  hope  of  sympathy.  That  all  should 
have  vanished  so  suddenly  without  cause,  was  provoking  and 
perplexing.  Life  was  as  unsatisfactory  as  ever  to  her  before  she 
laid  her  head  on  her  pillow  that  night,  for  if  a  gleam  of  sunshine 
came,  it  seemed  destined  to  be  immediately  darkened  with  a  cloud. 
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CHAPTER  XIX. 

"  Dear  Susan !  this  really  is  most  delightful,"  was  Helen's  ex- 
clamation, the  next  morning  when,  about  eleven  o'clock,  Susan 
made  her  appearance,  in  what  was  especially  called  Miss  Clare's 
room.  "  I  was  so  afraid  when  I  heard  the  bell,  that  it  was  that 
dreadful  woman.  Miss  Manners." 

"  I  passed  her  on  the  road,  I  suspect,"  replied  Susan,  "  in  a  fly; 
her  man  on  the  box  and  her  maid  inside ;  and  such  an  array  of 
luggage !  Does  she  always  arrive  so  early,  and  with  such  appur- 
tenances ?     She  must  be  a  trying  individual  to  live  with." 

"  Rise  at  live,  coffee  at  seven,  breakfast  at  ten,  luncheon  at  two, 
dinner  at  six,  tea  at  eight,  supper  at  eleven.  I  have  heard  her 
run  through  the  hours  fifty  times.  She  looks  upon  her  mode  of 
life,  as  I  suppose  a  monk  of  La  Trappe  does  upon  his  silence.  It 
covers  all  sins.     The  one  thing  she  can't  pardon  is  sleep." 

"  May  it  never  be  my  fate  to  live  with  her,"  said  Susan,  "  though 
I  could  envy  her.  We  were  late  last  night,  and  I  feel  now,  in 
consequence,  as  if  I  had  been  at  a  ball." 

"Late  !  were  you?"  said  Helen,  "and  mei;ry,  I  suppose." 

"  Yes,  very.  The  Admiral  was  in  such  high  spirits  at  having 
us  with  him." 

"  Just  the  reverse  of  us.  We  were  in  the  depths  of  dulness ; 
Claude  Egerton  worst  of  all.  What  did  you  do  to  him,  Susan,  at 
the  Lodge?" 

"He  was  very  dull  with  us,"  said  Susan,  "and  I  thought—" 
she  paused. 

"  Well !  what  did  you  think  ?   I  long  to  have  an  excuse  for  him." 

"  I  thought,"  and  Susan  seemed  a  little  confused,  and  afraid  of 
her  own  words,  "  that  perhaps  he  would  have  been  better  pleased 
if  you  had  been  there  to  walk  back  with  him." 

Helen  laughed  consciously.  "  He  asked  me.  I  thought  I 
would ;  but — I  don't  know  why — I  changed  my  mind  when  it 
came  to  the  point." 

"  He  won't  like  that,"  said  Susan,  rather  gravely. 

"  Which  won't  much  signify  to  me,"  replied  Helen. 

Susan  looked  up  quickly.  "  Do  you  mean  you  would  really  not 
care  to  vex  him?" 

"Care!  why  should  I?" 

"He  is  so  good,"  said  Susan.  "I  should  be  very  sorry  to 
worry  him." 
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"  Precisely  the  reason  why  I  enjoy  it.  Don't  put  on  that  demure 
look,  Susan,  dear.  It  is  only,  you  know,  for  the  pleasure  of  bringing 
out  his  goodness.  But  what  makes  you  so  bent  upon  upholding 
him  ?» 

"  It  is  merely  because  I  respect  him  very  much,"  replied  Susan. 

"  And  so  do  I  sometimes  respect  him,  till  I  am  out  of  breath 
with  respect ;  but  it  is  not  a  very  pleasant  feeling." 

"  Don't  you  think  so?"  said  Susan,  quietly. 

"  No,  any  more  than  it  is  pleasant  to  raise  one's  head  till  it 
aches  for  the  gratification  of  looking  at  a  painted  ceiling:  one 
loses  all  sense  of  pleasure  in  the  painfulness  of  the  position.  Give 
me  something  that  I  may  laugh  at,  and  with ;  tease  one  moment 
and  make  friends  with  the  next.  That  will  never  bo  Claude 
Egerton." 

"  Never ! "  said  Susan,  emphatically.  "  But,  Helen,  if  you  were 
not  always  true,  I  should  think  now  that  you  were  untrue." 

"  Should  you — ^why  ?  "  and  Helen  slightly  coloured. 

"  Because  it  is  not  the  way  you  used  to  talk.  You  have  agreed 
with  me  so  often  in  liking  people  who  are  superior." 

"  Perhaps  I  have  in  other  cases." 

"  Perhaps  you  agree  in  this,  only  you  won't  acknowledge  it." 

"I  don't  know."  Helen's  manner  changed,  and  she  became 
more  serious.  "  I  might  have  said  differently  yesterday,  but  I 
can't  bear  moods ;  and  if  he  is  so  respectable,  why  does  he  have 
them  ?  " 

"  If  you  yourself  caused  them,"  replied  Susan,  "  you  ought  not 
to  complain  of  them."  There  was  some  hesitation  in  the  tone  in 
which  this  was  said,  and  Susan's  eyes  for  one  moment  rested 
anxiously  on  her  cousin,  and  then  were  bent  again  upon  the  ground. 

"  He  has  no  right  to  have  moods  because  of  any  thing  which  I 
do,"  answered  Helen  with  some  dignity ;  "  we  are  friends  only." 

Susan  started, — ^Lady  Augusta's  name  escaped  her  lips,  and 
then  she  was  silent. 

Helen  regarded  her  in  surprise.  "  What  do  you  mean  by  all 
this,  Susan  ?  "  she  exclaimed.     "  There  is  some  mystery." 

"  None,  nothing, — dear  Helen,  we  may  all  have  been  mistaken." 

Helen  drew  herself  up.  "  You  are,  indeed,  if  you  think  that 
Claude  is  any  thing  to  me,  or  that  I  am  any  thing  to  him.  I  don't 
understand  interference  with  my  private  feelings." 

"  Then  your  private  feelings  should  not  be  spoken  of  so  loudly, 
my  love  ! "  said  a  voice  behind  her.  And  Helen  and  Susan  turned 
and  saw  Lady  Augusta. 

Helen's  cheek  flushed  angrily.     "  My  own  room !    I  did  not 
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expect—"  She  paused,  not  daring  to  trust  herself.  Susan, 
though  unconscious  of  any  offence,  was  the  picture  of  guilt. 

"  A  room  ceases  to  be  private,  Helen,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  with 
quiet  sarcasm,  "  when  the  door  is  left  open,  and  conversation  is 
carried  on  in  a  tone  which  may  be  heard  by  the  whole  house. 
Susan,  you  will  excuse  my  requesting  you  to  leave  us ;  and,"  she 
thought  for  an  instant, — "  I  must  beg  that  none  of  Helen's  impru- 
dent and  undignified  remarks  may  be  repeated." 

Helen's  face  expressed  the  wild  passion  of  her  childhood.  She 
caught  her  cousin's  hand,  as  Susan  was  leaving  the  room,  and  ex- 
claimed ;  "  Tell  her,  Susan,  tell  her  ; — ^what  have  I  said  ?  Impru- 
dent, undignified  ?  I  spoke  but  the  truth,  and  I  will  say  it  again 
before  fifty  thousand  witnesses." 

"  That  will  not  be  required,  my  love ;  even  one  may  be  too 
many.     Susan,  I  must  again  beg  you  to  leave  us." 

Aid  Helen  tossed  her  cousin's  hand  away,  exclaiming  ;  "  Yes, 
go ;  I  am  equal  to  my  own  cause  ! "  and  with  a  sudden  check  upon 
herself,  sat  down  opposite  to  Lady  Augusta ;  her  hands  folded 
together,  her  figure  upright  and  still, — only  betraying  her  feel- 
ings by  the  sudden  paleness  of  her  face  and  the  deep  crimson  spot 
which  burned  upon  it. 

Lady  Augusta  carefully  closed  the  door,  returned  again  to  the 
fire,  and  stirred  it  with  the  most  provoking  slowness  ;  then, 
standing  before  it,  said  in  the  same  unruffled  manner :  "  This 
excitement,  Helen,  does  not  suit  you ;  it  belongs  to  your  child- 
hood.    I  desire  only  to  give  you  a  warning." 

"  I  will  take  care  to  guard  against  interruption  another  time," 
replied  Helen. 

"You  are  angry,  my  love,  unjustly.  I  wish  there  was  no  one 
in  the  house  who  had  more  reason  for  anger.  But  Claude, 
alas:" 

"  Mamma ! "  Helen  rose  from  her  seat,  and  came  opposite  to 
Lady  Augusta,  and  spoke  in  a  tone  harsh  with  agitation  ;  "  I 
don't  wish  to  hear  his  name." 

"  Yet  he  may  wish  to  hear  yours,  Helen ;  and  he  would  have 
great  cause  for  complaint,  if  he  were  to  know  the  tone  in  which 
you  think  fit  to  speak  of  him." 

"  I  am  free,"  exclaimed  Helen  ;  "  my  opinion  and  my  feelings  are 

my  own.     Claude  has  never  given  me  cause "  she  stopped, 

remembered  his  manner  on  the  preceding  day,  and  was  silent. 

*'  Conscience  !  I  see  it,"  continued  Lady  Augusta  ;  "  Claude  has 
given  you  cause,  at  least,  to  treat  him  with  the  respect  due  to  a 
man  who  looks  upon  you  with  more  than  common  interest." 
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"  I  can't  weigh  the  difference  between  common  and  uncommon 
interest,"  replied  Helen  ;  "  but  it  frets  me,  it  would  fret  any  one, 
to  have  feelings  imagined  which  don't  exist." 

"  Not  on  your  side,  probably,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  quietly. 

"  Nor  on  Claude's ! "  exclaimed  Helen ;  yet  the  denial  was 
accompanied  by  a  glance  which  seemed  as  if  it  would  penetrate 
into  the  secret  recesses  of  Lady  Augusta's  knowledge. 

But  no  glance  had  ever  yet  mastered  the  intricacies  of  the 
chambers  of  that  heart ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  with  perfect  pla- 
cidity, answered ;  "  You  must  not  inquire  as  to  Claude's  feelings 
from  me.  Those  who  know  the  most  are  seldom  the  most  at 
liberty  to  speak ;  but  I  would  warn  you,  Helen,  that  a  careless 
word  may,  when  we  little  think  .it,  wound  the  tenderest  point. 
If  you  do  not  care  for  Claude,  at  least  do  not  be  unkind  to 
him." 

Helen's  eyes  filled  with  tears  of  self-reproach.  "Unkind! 
Mamma,  you  know  I  would  not  pain  even  an  insect.  But  it  is 
not  true — it  is  impossible.  He  cannot  like  " — she  stopped — "  yes, 
he  does  like  me,  but," — a  burning  blush  crimsoned  her  face, — "  he 
cannot  love  me." 

Lady  Augusta  kissed  her, — ^it  was  her  only  reply, — and  left  the 
room. 

Two  o'clock  came ;  the  Ivors  household  was  in  a  state  of  un- 
wonted agitation.  There  was  to  be  an  early  dinner, — a  sacrifice 
on  the  altar  of  duty.  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  and  Mrs.  Grey  had 
just  arrived,  and  were  gone  upstairs  to  take  off  their  bonnets. 
Miss  Manners  and  Maurice's  friend,  Mr.  Pearson,  had  made  their 
appearance  more  than  an  hour  before;  Miss  Manners  having 
seized  upon  the  gentleman,  with  whom  she  had  a  slight  acquaint- 
ance, as  he  was  walking  from  Wingfield,  and  forced  him  to  share 
her  fly,  in  order  that  she  might  learn  the  latest  Oxford  intelligence. 
Claude  wandered  from  room  to  room  in  the  midst  of  the  bustle, 
very  much  as  if  he  had  no  concern  in  it,  though  Lady  Augusta 
put  him  prominently  forward,  introducing  him  to  her  guests  as 
the  real  cause  of  the  festivities.  She  seized  upon  him  before 
dinner,  and  when  she  was  going  upstairs  with  Lady  Louisa 
Stuart,  —  "  Louisa,  my  dear,  Mr.  Egerton,  our  new  member ;  our 
own  member,  I  should  say.  Claude,  Lady  Louisa  Stuart.  I  am 
quite  glad  to  have  the  opportunity  of  introducing  two  such  good 
conservatives  to  each  other." 

"  Every  new  member  on  the  side  of  established  principle  is  a 
great  gain  in  these  troubled  days,"  began  Lady  Louisa,  a!jeakvci% 
with  a  full  round  voice,  which  seemed  to  encB&eYi^T  ^ot^"&  %sA^^ 
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them  double  force.      "  What  is   it  the  Archbishop  of   York 

says  ? — 

*  We  are  aJl  diseased, 
And  with  our  surfeiting  and  wanton  hours 
Have  brought  ourselves  into  a  burning  fever, 
And  we  must  bleed  for  it.* " 

Claude  looked  a  surprised  ignorance  both  of  surfeiting  and  fever. 
Lady  Augusta  laughed,  "  You  forget,  my  dear  Louisa,  that  the  only 
archbishop  likely  to  be  reckoned  amongst  Mr.  Egerton's  acquaint- 
ances, is  a  worthy  gentleman  of  the  nineteenth  century.  But 
Claude  will  understand  soon.  It  is  very  pleasant,  very  fresh  and 
inspiriting,  to  live  in  those  wonderful  Shakspearian  days,  as  if 
they  were  real.  I  quite  long  to  see  that  little  Essay  on  '  Much 
ado  about  Nothing,'  which  you  promised  to  send  me  the  other 
day.  What !  must  n't  I  speak  about  it  ?  "  for  Lady  Louisa's  face 
expressed  a  proper  amount  of  bashfulness  on  the  subject  of  her 
own  compositions.  "  You  need  n't  mind  Claude.  He  is  quite  one 
of  ourselves — quite.  By  the  bye,  Claude,  do  me  the  favour  just 
to  look  into  the  library,  and  see  if  Helen  is  there,  and  tell  her  I 
want  to  speak  to  her  in  my  dressing-room." 

Claude  obeyed,  listening,  whilst  he  crossed  the  hall,  to  the  roll- 
ing tones  of  Lady  Louisa's  voice,  as  she  walked  slowly  up  the 
stairs,  discoursing  in  sentences  which,  if  they  were  not  Shake- 
sperian,  were  formed  after  the  same  model. 

He  found  Helen  in  the  library.  Miss  Manners  with  her.  He 
knew  it  must  be  Miss  Manners,  from  her  sharp  features,  restless 
eye,  and  the  easy  tone  which  none  but  a  very  dear  friend  of  Lady 
Augusta  would  have  ventured  to  adopt  with  Helen.  She  was  at 
home  with  Claude  directly,  no  introduction  was  required :  "  Mr. 
Egerton,  of  course  ;  I  knew  it  must  be — a  singular  consciousness 
that  is  which  touches  the  inward  perception  so  instantaneously." 

Claude  bowed  and  gave  his  message ;  Miss  Manners  listened 
with  the  air  of  one  who  considered  that  it  equally  concerned  her- 
self, and  delivered  her  opinion  upon  it.  *'  You  must  go,  my  dear, 
your  good  mamma  needs  you.  Don't  let  her  fatigue  herself. 
The  working  of  the  mind  on  these  occasions  is  exhausting.  I 
recommend  a  little  care  for  yourself  too,  and  a  glass  of  sal  volatile, 
or  camphor  julep :  you  are  wofully  pale." 

Helen  was  very  pale  when  Miss  Manners  addressed  her,  but 
Claude's  eye,  as  it  turned  upon  her,  brought  the  colour  back 
again  to  her  cheeks. 

"  Don't  mind  me,  my  dear,"  continued  Miss  Manners,  "  I  shall 
find  my  own  way  to  my  room.     I  can  seud  my  maid  to  inquire  if 
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there  is  any  difficulty,  add  I  sha*n't  trouble  about  dress.  Early 
dinners  don't  need  dress." 

Helen's  eye  involuntarily  turned  to  Claude.  Perhaps,  looking 
at  Miss  Manners*  black  cloth  jacket  and  crumpled  frills,  she 
thought  that  early  dinners  did  sometimes  need  dress." 

"  Go,  my  dear,  go,"  continued  Miss  Manners ;  and  as  Helen 
still  seemed  inclined  to  delay,  she  went  herself  to  the  door,  and 
opened  it.     "  I  don't  want  you  to  go,  Mr.  Egerton." 

Helen  murmured  to  herself,  "  Odious  woman  ! "  but  she  had 
been  accustomed  to  obey  Miss  Manners  by  a  kind  of  instinct,  and 
she  went.  Claude,  being  less  habitually  obedient,  took  no  notice 
of  the  suggestion  of  the  lady's  wish  to  cultivate  his  acquaintance, 
but  followed  Helen  into  the  hall. 

"  She  is  odious  ! "  exclaimed  Helen,  as  the  door  closed  behind 
them ;  and  she  stood  still,  leanirng  against  the  balustrade  of  the 
staircase. 

"  She  is  absurd  I"  said  Claude.  "  One  must  look  upon  her  in 
that  light." 

"  Yes,  if  one  can."  But  Helen  seemed  wanting  in  strength  and 
spirits  for  the  effort. 

"  You  are  tired,"  said  Claude,  anxiously,  "and  ill ?" 

"No,  no,  there  is  nothing  the  matter."  Helen  tried  to  pass 
him  to  go  up  the  stairs. 

He  placed  himself  in  her  way.  "  I  have  not  seen  you  before, 
this  morning,  Helen ;  at  least,  scarcely  with  the  opportunity  of 
speaking  to  you." 

"  I  have  been  engaged,"  said  Helen,  pausing  evidently  against 
her  will. 

"And  you  would  not  let  me  help  you  in  any  thing  ?"  continued 
Claude.     "  I  deserve  that  for  yesterday." 

"  I  don't  understand,"  said  Helen.  "  We  had  no  quarrel  yester- 
day." 

Claude  looked  annoyed,  and  answered  shortly,  "I  thought  I 
might  have  displeased  you  by  my  dulness.     I  was  dull." 

"  Yes,"  said  Helen,  "  you  were,  certainly ;  but  you  seem  better 
to-day." 

The  matter-of-fact  speech  threw  Claude  back ;  and,  in  a  re- 
proachful tone,  he  said  :  "  I  know  that  I  have  no  right  to  expect 
sympathy  with  dulness  from  you,  whatever  may  be  the  cause." 

"  I  must  go  to  mamma,"  was  Helen's  hasty  reply,  and  passing 
Iiim  on  the  other  side  she  ran  upstairs. 

"  Deep  in  the  mysteries  of  thought,  Mr.  Egerton  ?  "  said  Miss 
Manners,  in  her  sharp  voice,  as  she  came  out  of  the  library,  and 
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found  Claude  standing  in  the  hall,  with  folded  arms  and  a  fixed 
eye.     I  fancied  I  heard  Helen  talking  with  you  still." 

"Miss  Clare  is  gone  to  Lady  Augusta,"  replied  Claude. 

"  A  charming  creature,  full  of  sympathies  which  need  only  a 
hand  to  touch  and  excite  them  1 "  said  Miss  Manners,  meaningly. 

"Very  likely;  I  am  afraid  I  am  in  your  way,"  and  Claude 
moved  aside,  and  Miss  Manners,  with  a  manly  and  determined 
tread,  ascended  the  broad  staircase. 


CHAPTER  XX. 


Happily  for  Claude,  the  employment  of  the  next  hour  prevented 
his  being  closely  observed  by  any  one  but  Lady  Augusta.  The 
early  dinner  was  little  more  than  a  rather  ceremonious  luncheon  ; 
people  helped  themselves  and  their  neighbours,  and  laughed  and 
talked  without  any  solemn  pauses ;  and  no  one  being  particularly 
called  upon  to  be  agreeable,  every  one  was  so,  Claude  and  Helen 
excepted.  Helen  was  at  the  further  end  of  the  table,  far  removed 
from  Claude,  who  was  seated  between  Mrs.  Grey  and  Susan, 
neither  of  whom  required  much  conversation.  It  was  by  a  little 
manoeuvre  that  Helen  had  placed  herself  in  this  position.  Claude 
remarked  it,  but  no  one  else.  Li  the  same  way,  when  dinner 
was  over,  she  managed  to  escape  him,  and  devote  herself  to  Mrs. 
Grey ;  very  kindly  and  thoughtfully,  it  might  have  seemed,  since 
Mrs.  Grey  was  an  old  lady  requiring  such  respect,  but  the  motive 
was  sufficiently  clear  to  Claude's  jealous  eye.  She  understood 
and  avoided  him;  a  galling  thought  it  was.  He  tried  to  turn 
away  from  the  consciousness  of  the  fact,  and  when  the  party  dis- 
persed after  dinner,  and  Lady  Augusta  summoned  him,  as  one  of 
her  particular  favourites,  to  assist  in  preparing  the  magic  lanthom 
for  the  school-children,  he  threw  himself  into  the  work  with  an 
energy,  the  only  motive  of  which  was  the  desire  of  distracting 
his  mind.  Even  then  he  did  not  know  the  extent  of  his  own 
feelings ;  he  had  no  definite  wishes  nor  intentions.  It  was  the 
fascination  of  a  spell  which  drew  him  forward.  But  he  no  longer 
thought  about  Helen,  he  only  felt.  His  eye  followed  her 
wherever  she  moved  ;  he  heard  the  soft  tones  of  her  voice  amidst 
the  loudest  murmurs  of  conversation ;  he  knew  when  she  was  in 
the  room,  even  though  he  were  not  looking  at  her ;  he  was 
conscious  of  her  return,  whatever  at  the  moment  might  be  en- 
gBging  his  attention.     He  was  miserable  in  her  absence,  restless 
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in  her  presence ;  and  yet  with  an  exterior  so  cold,  hard,  almost 
repulsive !  Even  kind-hearted  Mrs.  Grey  whispered  to  Lady 
Louisa  Stuart,  as  she  watched  him,  ^'  Augusta  says  he  is  a  first- 
rate  man,  my  dear ;  but,  somehow,  I  think  first-rate  men  are  apt 
to  be  disagreeable." 

And  in  this  state  of  mind,  Claude  found  himself  in  a  distant 
corner  of  the  servants'  hall,  by  the  side  of  Susan  Graham,  whilst 
the  school-children  were  seated  at  two  long  tables, — piles  of  cake, 
and  cups- of  tea  and  coffee  before  them,  and  Miss  Manners,  as  head 
manager  and  waiter,  rushing  from  one  to  the  other,  telling  one  to 
be  grateful,  and  another  not  to  eat  too  fast,  lamenting,  in  an 
under-tone  to  Lady  Augusta,  that  the  animal  nature  should  be  so 
much  more  rapidly  developed  than  the  spiritual ;  yet  very  good- 
naturedly,  at  the  same  time,  handing  the  cups  to  be  refilled  and 
the  empty  dishes  to  be  replenished.  Lady  Augusta  was  to  be 
seen  at  the  end  of  the  room,  looking  proudly  benevolent ;  Helen, 
by  Mrs.  Grey's  ai-m-chair,  tired  and  mentally  worn.  Claude's 
eye  had  been  resting  on  her  for  some  time ;  he  was  not  conscious 
of  Susan's  presence,  till  he  heard  her  say,  "  What  a  pleasant  face 
Mrs.  Grey  has,  for  an  old  lady  ! " 

"  Yes ;"  and  Claude  just  looked  round,  but  said  no  more. 

"  It  is  like  Lady  Augusta's  and  yet  not  like,"  continued  Susan ; 
"  like,  with  a  difierent  expression,  and  there  is  so  much  in  that. 
Helen  says " 

Claude's  face  was  directed  towards  her  in  an  instant.  Susan 
continued : 

"  Helen  says  that  it  is  merely  kindness  which  makes  it  so 
pleasant ;  but  to  me  there  is  something  in  it  higher  than  mere 
benevolence." 

Mrs.  Grey,  just  at  that  moment,  rose  to  leave  the  room. 
Leaning  on  Helen's  arm,  she  drew  near  the  spot  where  Claude 
and  Susan  were.  She  stopped,  and  spoke  to  Helen.  "  This  is 
your  cousin.  Miss  Graham,  my  love,  isn't  it?  I  must  make  ac- 
quaintance with  her."  She  gave  her  hand  to  Susan.  "  We  have 
ji  very  pleasant  sight  here,  my  dear  ?  so  many  happy  little  faces, 
and  all  owing  to  you,  Mr.  Egerton.  We  must  be  grateful  to  you, 
as  well  as  to  dear  Lady  Augusta.  I  wanted  to  congratulate  you 
before  on  your  success,  but  you  have  been  too  busy  to  give  me  the 
opportunity." 

Claude  bowed,  and  was  very  much  obliged,  and  offered  his  arm 
to  Mrs.  Grey. 

"Thank  you,  but  I  have  a  good  support,  you  see ;"  and  a  kindly 
smile  passed  over  the  old  lady's  face.     "  I  have  be^\i  n^t^  ^sj^^^^ 
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my  dear,"  she  added,  addressing  Susan,  "  in  taking  Helen  away, 
but  I  will  send  her  back  to  you  again  directly." 

Helen's  face  showed  some  annoyance,  and  she  said  decidedly,  *•'  I 
am  not  going  to  return,"  and  Claude, — his  face  of  an  ashy  paleness, 
— moved  aside,  whilst  Mrs.  Grey  and  Helen  passed  on. 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  did  you  speak  ?  "  asked  Claude,  addressing 
Susan  suddenly. 

Susan  had  not  spoken  ;  she  was  looking  grave  and  anxious,  but 
she  tried  to  make  some  common  remark  about  the  children,  and 
how  they  appeared  to  enjoy  themselves. 

"  Yes;  they  are  of  an  age  when  enjoyment  is  possible."  Claude's 
accent  was  bitter. 

"I  hope  there  is  no  age  when  it  is  quite  impossible,"  said 
Susan. 

"  The  world  must  be  taken  lightly,  then,"  he  answered. 

"  Or  reasonably,  I  suppose,"  said  Susan. 

"  As  I  imagine  it  is  by  you,"  he  replied,  with  a  faint  attempt  at 
a  smile.  "  I  can  fancy  Mrs.  Graham's  teaching  to  have  been  quite 
upon  that  principle." 

"  Mamma  has  no  particular  principle,  that  I  know  of,"  replied 
Susan,  quietly,  "  but  that  of  acting  always  upon  the  highest." 

He  seemed  struck  by  her  tone,  and  answered,  with  greater  in- 
terest, "  Mrs.  Graham  is  right.  There  is  nothing  but  that,  both 
for  reason  and  consistency.  She  is  fortunate  in  having  been  able 
to  carry  it  out." 

"  In  herself,"  said  Susan.  "  It  is  a  case  in  which  it  is  easier  to 
practise  oneself,  than  to  teach  otliers." 

"  Yet  I  would  willingly  have  been  her  pupil,"  said  Claude, 
earnestly ;  "  she  would  have  taught  me  much — if  not  all  that  she 
knows  herself." 

"Experience  teaches,  I  suppose,"  said  Susan,  "and"  —  she 
hesitated — "  disappointment." 

He  repeated  the  word,  disappointment,  to  himself,  and  added, 
*•  It  ought  to  teach,  but  it  never  does  till  hope  i^  dead." 

"  Disappointment  does  not  come  until  that  happens,  does  it  ?  " 
said  Susan. 

"  No,"  and  his  voice  sank ;  "  it  is  only  suspense  till  then,  heart- 
sickening,  wearying.  Tlie  plunge  of  the  dagger  must  be  a  far 
less  evil  than  the  sight  of  it  drawn  over  one's  head." 

"  Yet  one  would  not  accept  the  plunge,"  said  Susan. 

"  Would  you  not  ?    I  would,"  was  the  stern  reply, 
f  Susan  was  silent  for  an  instant ;  then  she  said  timidly,  "  I  sup- 
pose that  is  the  difference  between  man  and  woman's  nature." 
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"  I  don't  understand  woman's  nature,"  he  replied,  shortly. 

"  Perhaps  I  don't  understand  a  man's,'*  replied  Susan ;  "  ono 
can  but  speak  from  one's  own  feelings.  It  seems  easier  to  live 
on  with  hope,  however  faint,  than  to  bear  the  crush  of  disappoint- 
ment." 

"  I  would  not  bear  it  only,"  he  replied,  "  I  would  rise  above  it ; 
I  would  cast  it  from  me.  Let  me  but  know  the  worst,  —  know  it 
soon, — soon,"  he  repeated,  in  a  lower  voice. 

"  And  then  you  would  forget  ?  "  said  Susan. 

He  made  no  reply,  but  turned  from  her  abruptly. 

Susan  watched  him  for  a  few  seconds,  and  soon  afterwards, 
unperceived  by  any  one,  glided  out  of  the  room  in  search  of 
Helen. 

She  found  her  in  her  bedroom,  lying  on  a  little  sofa  drawn 
near  the  fire,  looking  pale,  and  complaining  of  headache.  Her 
manner  was  not  encouraging  to  conversation ;  Susan  made  several 
attempts  at  it,  but  failed,  and  was  at  length  obliged  to  leave  her, 
with  the  promise  of  making  an  excuse  to  Lady  Augusta  for  her 
absence. 

Helen  did  not  appear  again.  Claude  exhibited  the  magic 
Ian  thorn  to  the  school-children,  and  exerted  himself  for  the  general 
entertainment.  Mrs.  Grey  changed  her  opinion  before  the  even- 
ing was  over,  and  thought  that  Mr.  Egerton  was  a  very  superior 
person,  only  a  little  stiff  just  at  first;  and  Lady  Louisa  Stuart, 
after  a  discussion  upon  Shakspeare's  female  characters,  pronounced 
him  a  most  agreeable  man.  Only  Susan  understood  him.  And 
it  seemed  that  he  was  aware  of  it,  for  every  now  and  then,  in  the 
intervals  of  exertion,  he  came  up  to  her  to  inquire  for  Helen,  and 
lingered  to  say  a  few  words,  which,  though  they  only  referred 
to  common  topics,  implied  a  consciousness  that  she  would  read 
the  thoughts  which  suggested  them.  Susan  longed  to  tell  him 
more  plainly  that  she  could  feel  for  him,  to  give  him  hope  and 
comfort ;  but  Claude  Egerton  could  only  bo  approached  when  he 
had  himself  made  the  first  advances.  And  for  hope, — Susan  was 
too  perplexed  to  offer  it,  even  if  the  opportunity  had  been  afforded 
her.     Helen  was  more  than  ever  a  problem. 

Helen  was  just  preparing  to  go  to  bed ;  it  was  nearly  eleven 
o'clock.  She  had  listened  to  the  parting  "  good  nights  "  on  the 
staircase,  and  the  loud  closing  of  doors  along  the  gallery,  and  her 
hand  was  on  the  bell  to  ring  for  her  maid,  when  a  gentle  tap  was 
heard  at  the  door.  Lady  Augusta  entered.  Helen's  face  ex- 
pressed annoyance. 

"I  am  disturbing  you,  my  love,"  said  Lady  A.\x%\x^\^^^''\i\iX»  ^ 
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could  not  rest  without  coming  to  see  you.  What  is  tha  matter  ? 
What  is  the  cause  of  this  headache  ?  " 

"  Noise  and  bustle,  I  suppose,  mamma,"  said  Helen,  shortly. 
^^  Such  numbers  of  people  about  are  enough  to  give  any  one  a 
headache." 

"  Any  one  who  is  not  strong,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

*^  I  am  strong,"  replied  Helen ;  '^  there  is  nothing  the  matter, 
really." 

"  Nay,  then,  my  love ;  if  it  be  so,  I  have  cause  for  complaint. 
You  have  used  very  little  exertion  to-day  for  any  person's  enter- 
tainment." 

"  Numbers  entertain  each  other,"  said  Helen. 

"  I  differ  from  you,  my  dear.  There  must  be  leaders  in  amuse- 
ment as  well  as  in  business.  But  for  Claude  Egerton  and  Miss 
Manners,  I  really  don't  know  what  we  should  have  done.  And 
it  was  hard  upon  Claude  too,  poor  fellow  1  But  he  is  so  unsel- 
fish." 

''  Mamma,"  said  Helen,  suddenly,  and  sitting  upright  she  fixed 
her  eyes  steadily  on  Lady  Augusta's  face,  "  you  talk  of  Claude  as 
if  you  knew  his  feelings.     Do  you  know  them  ?  " 

Lady  August^  hesitated.  "  My  love,  as  I  said  to  you  this  morn- 
ing, that  is  a  question  you  ought  not  to  ask.  I  only  beg  of  you 
not  to  treat  him  with  that  marked  disregard,  which  even  to  an 
utter  stranger  would  be  painful,  and  which  must  excite — which 
has  indeed  excited — observation.  My  aunt  remarked  your  man- 
ner, so  did  your  father,  and  Lady  Louisa." 

"  My  manner  may  be  right  notwithstanding,"  said  Helen. 

"  Rudeness  can  never  be  right,"  observed  Lady  Augusta. 

^*  But  truth  must  be,"  said  Helen. 

Lady  Augusta  answered  angrily.  "  You  mistake,  Helen.  You 
can  know  nothing  of  your  own  mind ;  young  girls  never  do,  until 
they  are  certain  of  the  feeling  they  have  inspired.  Claude  and 
you  are  very  excellent  friends,  and  have  been  so  from  childhood." 

"  Yes,  excellent  friends,"  said  Helen,  with  marked  emphasis. 

"  Then  remain  so,  my  love." 

"  It  is  all  I  wish,"  said  Helen. 

"And  all  he  wishes  for  the  present,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 
"  Claude  is  the  last  person  to  force  his  deeper  feelings  upon  any 
one,  even  if  he  have  them ;  a  point  which  I  don't  pretend  to  decide." 

"  Mamma  1  mamma ! "  and  Helen  leaned  her  head  upon  her 
hands,  and  her  tone  was  agitated :  "  you  worry  me.  You  don't 
intend  it ;  but  if  you  would  only  let  me  go  my  own  way." 

"  And  make  yourself  and  Claude  miserable,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 
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*^  If  it  be  as  you  say,  he  must  be  miserable,  at  least  for  a  time," 
said  Helen. 

"  My  love,  you  are  talking  of  what  you  don't  understand.  Leave 
things  to  take  their  natural  course,  and  all  will  go  right ;  but  don't 
pretend  dislike." 

"  I  wish  only  to  show  indifference,"  said  Helen. 

"  And  why,  my  love  ?  If  Claude  cares  for  you,  he  will  tell  you 
so  in  spite  of  your  indifference ;  if  he  does  not,  it  is  unnecessary 
to  make  such  a  show  of  it.  I  could  have  wished  ■  "  Lady 
Augusta  sighed ;  "  but  it  is  not  well  to  indulge  hope.  Your  dear 
father  too ! " 

"  Papa  is  too  good  and  kind  ever  to  desire  any  thing  but  my 
happiness,"  said  Helen. 

"  True,  my  love,  most  true !  "  Lady  Augusta  spoke  eagerly ; 
"  but  you  must  allow  us  both  to  form  our  opinion  of  that  which 
18  the  most  likely  to  promote  it.  Claude  Egerton  has  no  rival  in 
your  father's  estimation.  He  is  in  every  way  superior :  his  talents, 
— his  fortune,  —  his  position  " 

"  Mamma !  please  "  —  Helen  seized  Lady  Augusta's  hand  ;  "  I 
can't  bear  to  hear  it  talked  of  so.  He  has  never  said  any  thing  to 
me  ;  he  does  not  care  for  me." 

"  Possibly  not,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  coldly. 

"  He  is  not  in  a  mood  to  care  for  any  one  now,"  added  Helen ; 
**  his  heart  is  in  his  politics." 

"  It  may  be ;  or  it  may  be  open  to  other  attractions ;  your  cousin 
Susan,  for  instance.     She  would  make  him  an  excellent  wife." 

A  momentary  cloud  passed  over  Helen's  face.  She  said  in  a 
low  voice,  "  Susan  is  worthy  of  him ;  I  am  not." 

"  He  would  improve  any  woman,"  said  Lady  Augusta.  "  With 
his  high  tone,  his  conscientiousness,  his  tidents,  he  would  elevate 
her  mind,  support  her,  give  her  interest  in  life." 

Helen  was  silent. 

'^  And  Susan  might  suit  him  in  some  respects,"  continued  Lady 
Augusta.  "  She  would  be  very  domestic,  she  would  attend  to  his 
household,  and  listen  to  him,  and  be  very  obedient.     For  higher 

things  —  the  poetry  of  life,  perhaps  -^ but  he  would  learn  to 

do  without  these." 

"  He  would  not  be  happy  without  them,"  said  Helen,  thought- 
fully. 

"  Then  he  would  accustom  himself  to  live  in  unhappiness,"  re- 
plied Lady  Augusta,  bitterly ;  "  other  men  have  done  so  before 
him,  when  those  who  might  have  been  all  to  them  have  refused 
to  be  so." 
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"  I  could  not  bear  that  for  liim,"  said  Helen,  and  her  voice 
trembled. 

"  It  is  the  lot  of  many  men/'  replied  Lady  Augusta. 

Helen  shuddered.  "  I  won't  think  of  it,"  she  exclaimed  ;  "  it 
is  unwomanly  :  he  has  never  said  any  thing." 

"  Exactly  what  I  desire,  my  love :  that  you  should  not  think 
of  it,  —  that  you  should  let  every  thing  take  its  course.  If  dis- 
appointment must  come,  it  will  be  soon  enough  both  for  him  and 
for  ourselves."  Lady  Augusta's  tone  was  really  sad.  Helen  was 
touched  by  it. 

"  Mamma,"  she  said,  "  I  know,  I  believe  you  only  wish  for  my 
happiness." 

"  I  wish  only  that  you  should  not  throw  away  happiness,"  re- 
plied Lady  Augusta,  with  dignity.  "  But,  as  you  say,  we  will 
think  no  more  of  it.  To-morrow  I  shall  expect  to  see  you  acting 
your  natural  self  again.  Any  other  conduct  will  but  expose  you 
to  observation,  and  may,  indeed,  excite  the  very  suspicions  which, 
it  seems,  you  most  dread." 

Lady  Augusta  left  the  room,  and,  as  the  door  closed,  Helen 
leaned  back  again  on  the  sofa,  and  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  excited 
and  irritated  feelings. 

Susan,  Claude  Egerton's  wife !  The  probability  had  never 
crossed  her  mind  before.  It  came  now  with  a  sharp,  sharp  pang 
of  jealousy.  She  did  not  care  for  him  herself,  at  least  she  thought 
so.  The  suspicion  of  his  love  was  burdensome.  She  fancied  that 
if  it  were  offered  she  would  refuse  it,  but  she  could  not  give  it  to 
another.  Oh,  so  mean  that  was  !  so  lowering  !  Helen's  generous 
nature  revolted  from  such  a  consciousness.  She  tried  to  think  of 
the  matter  coldly  and  reasonably,  and  again  she  repeated  to  her- 
self what  she  had  so  often  before  said,  that  Lady  Augusta  might 
be  deceived,  and  Claude's  feeling  for  herself  bo  only  imaginary. 
But  it  would  not  do.  His  words  and  manner,  interpreted  by 
Lady  Augusta's  hints,  had  betrayed  him.  She  felt  that  if  his 
love  were  given  to  Susan,  it  would  only  be  because  she  had  rejected 
it.  How  earnestly  she  wished  that  the  idea  had  never  been  sug- 
gested to  her !  They  were  so  easy,  and  happy,  and  unrestrained 
until  then.  She  had  begun  to  look  upon  him  as  a  friend  who 
might  really  be  of  service  to  her :  she  would  have  gone  to  him  in 
any  difficulty,  and  rested  upon  his  advice.  And  why  might  she 
not  do  so  still?  K  Susan  were  his  wife,  it  might  be.  There 
came  the  jealous  pang.  Helen  could  not  bear  it ;  and  at  last  she 
ventured  to  dwell  upon  the  possibility  for  herself.  Good,  noble, 
true,  generous,  clever  as  Claude  was,  might  it  not  be  casting  away 
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her  happiness  ?  And  then  her  father's  Avishes,  Lady  Augusta's 
disappointments, — those  were  points  to  be  considered.  Truth, — 
the  innate,  inborn  truth  of  her  character  whispered  that  some- 
thing beyond  this  mere  acquiescence  would  be  wanting  both  for 
Claude  and  for  herself;  and  the  old  harassing  doubt  returned, 
and  Helen's  temples  throbbed  with  pain,  as  she  strove  to  stem  the 
current  of  her  thoughts,  one  moment  longing  to  stifle  them,  and 
the  next  to  pour  them  forth  into  any  ear  which  would  listen  with 
sympathy;  until  at  length,  utterly  worn  put  with  contending 
feelings,  she  threw  herself  upon  her  bed,  after  a  short  and  formal 
prayer,  unthinking  of  the  Heavenly  Love  ready  to  soothe  and 
comfort  her,  if  she  had  but  turned  to  seek  it. 


CHAPTER  XXL 


The  mirth  of  childhood  could  scarcely  have  been  more  mirthful 
in  appearance  than  that  of  the  breakfast  party  at  Ivors.  Helen 
was  there,  brilliant  and  beautiful,  bearing  no  trace  of  headache  or 
thought;  and  Claude  was  there  also,  self-controlled,  agreeable, 
considerate  ;  and  Susan  sat  opposite  to  them,  quiet  and  reflecting ; 
and  Lady  Augusta  was  particularly  gracious,  under  the  influence 
of  Lady  Louisa  Stuart's  talkativeness,  which  took  the  burden  of 
general  entertainment  from  her,  and  enabled  her  to  devote  herself 
to  science  and  Miss  Manners ;  whilst  Maurice,  and  Mr.  Pearson, 
Sir  Henry,  and  Mrs.  Grey,  all  bore  their  parts  in  keeping  up  the 
flow  of  conversation.  It  would  have  been  impossible  for  any 
stranger  entering  the  room  to  guess  the  spirit  in  which  each  then 
present  had  entered  upon  the  day,  still  less  to  form  any  opinion 
upon  the  under  currents  of  thought  passing  through  the  various 
minds.  Claude  Egerton  was  too  fastidious  to  endure  for  an  instant 
the  knowledge  that  his  secret  feelings  were  scrutinised  by  the  gene- 
ral eye,  although  there  had  been  something  soothing  to  him  in  the 
half-perception  of  Susan's  sympathy,  neither  could  he  bring  him- 
self to  trust  them  to  the  light  without  a  certainty  of  their  being, 
welcomed  and  cherished.  He  had  suffered  himself  to  put  forth 
feelers,  as  it  were,  which  might  assist  him  in  discovering  the  nature 
of  Helen's  regard  for  him ;  and  the  first  symptoms  of  repulse  had 
sent  him  back  into  himself  in  moody  wretchedness.  But  that  was 
not  a  state  of  mind  which  could  long  continue.  Manly,  self- 
disciplined,  and  energetic,  the  experience  of  one  day's  weakness 
was  suflicient  to  brace  his  resolution.    An  hout  \i^^  \i^^TL  ^^^\iX» 
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that  morning  in  preparing  himself  for  the  conflict,  and  Claude 
appeared  at  the  breakfast  table,  able  to  talk  politically  with  Sir 
Henry,  scientifically  with  Miss  Manners, — to  discuss  London 
notorieties  with  Lady  Louisa,  and  criticise  Oxford  dons  with  Mr. 
Pearson, — above  all,  able  to  enter  into  the  plans  for  the  evening's 
amusement  with  Helen,  and  discourse  genei^y  with  the  company 
at  large  upon  the  comparative  merits  of  charades  and  tableaux 
vivants. 

It  was  a  conquest  over  self,  but  not  greater  in  comparison  than 
Helen's.  Claude  had  disciplined  himself  from  childhood ;  Helen 
had  no  idea  of  any  thing  but  external  restraint.  Yet  she  too  could, 
in  compliance  with  Lady  Augusta's  suggestions,  and  the  dictates 
of  her  own  pride,  throw  off  the  uncomfortable  chilling  manner 
which  had  on  the  previous  day  excited  such  general  remark,  and 
meet  Claude  with  an  open,  cheerful  face,  in  no  way  encouraging 
to  his  hopes,  yet^  at  the  same  time,  not  distressing  to  him  from  its 
uncourteousness. 

Helen  did  for  pride  what  she  would  have  thought  it  hard  to  be 
called  upon  to  do  for  duty.  Perhaps  Claude  did  the  same.  At 
any  rate,  both  were  selfHX)nfident,  determined,  the  one  to  hide  his 
*  weakness,  the  other  to  act  as  if  she  did  not  perceive  it. 

They  adjourned  to  Helen's  morning-room  by  common  consent 
— Claude,  Helen,  Susan,  Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  Maurice,  and  Mr. 
Pearson.  Lady  Augusta  barged  to  be  admitted  to  the  conference, 
but  was  informed  that  she  must  submit  to  be  one  of  the  ignorant 
and  admiring  audience :  and  too  pleased  to  see  Claude  and  Helen 
engaged  in  any  way  which  would  be  likely  to  cause  a  mutual 
interest,  she  departed  to  spend  the  morning  with  Miss  Manners. 

^*  Charades  or  tableaux  ?  which  is  it  to  be  ?"  exclaimed  Maurice, 
leaning  back  on  Helen's  sofa,  and  feeling  prospectively  tired  at  the 
unusual  efforts  he  was  to  make. 

"  Charades,"  said  Lady  Louisa ;  *'  they  give  so  much  more  scope 
for  intellect.* 

•*  Of  a  very  dull  kind,  generally,"  muttered  Maurice. 

"  Not  cornmca  charades,*  continued  Lady  Louisa,  "  but  scenic, 
elective  ones.     Hundreds  can  be  made  from  Shakspeare.* 

*•  We  must  learn  our  speeches,  then,**  said  Mr.  Pearson,  whose 
voice  betrayed  decided  alann. 

**What  does  it  signify?'*  exclaimed  Lady  Louisa.  «Ii  can 
never  be  said  erf*  an  Oxford  man,  that  he  is  one  ^rf"  those 

*  H*i^-h*B**«*J  men  that  ^rork  in  Athens  here, 
Whkh  neTer  Uboored  in  their  miinis  till  now, 
A»d  MMT  havo  toAkd  their  uhrMthed  aoancies 
With  this  same  p^v.*'* 
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Maurice  laughed.  "  You  are  in  for  it,  my  good  fellow, — Ham- 
let,—  Richard  the  Third, — Mark  Antony:  count  your  lines  and 
take  the  shortest  that  you  may." 

"No  matter  for  our  blunders,"  continued  Lady  Louisa:  "Wc 
will  have  a  Chorus,  who  shall  entreat  our  friends  that  they 

*  Still  be  kind. 
And  eke  out  our  performance  with  their  mind.'  " 

"  I  beg  to  be  Chorus,"  exclaimed  Claude.  "  I  feel  myself  equal 
to  nothing  but  making  apologies." 

"  Which  you  are  not  much  in  the  habit  of  doing,  if  I  may  ven- 
ture upon  the  remark,"  said  Helen,  in  a  tone  of  ease,  observed  by 
Susan  only  to  be  an  effort. 

Claude  turned  round  quickly.  "Apologies  are  useless  when 
the  fault  has  not  been  observed.  The  last  I  made  to  you,  if  I 
remember  rightly,  were  certainly  thrown  away;  but  it  is  not 
likely  to  be  so  in  the  present  instance.  1  have  no  talent  for 
acting  of  any  kind,  much  less  for  Shakspeare." 

"  Oh  !  Mr.  Egerton !  you  deceive  yourself,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Louisa.  "  The  feeling  for  Shakspeare  is  innate  ;  it  is  part  of  the 
English  character ;  the  very  words  are  inspiration,  and  put  a  new 
soul  into  all  men  not  utterly  of  the  common  herd." 

"  Very  likely,"  said  Claude ;  "  but  acting  is  a  good  deal  a  ques- 
tion of  bodies  also ;  and  my  body  is  stubborn ;  it  does  not  under- 
stand obeying  any  but  that  poor  old  soul  to  which  it  has  been 
accustomed  from  its  infancy." 

"  The  prompter's  soul  is  the  only  one  for  me,"  said  Mr.  Pearson. 

Lady  Louisa  looked  annoyed.  "If  you  will  talk  so  absurdly," 
she  said,  "  there  is  nothing  to  be  done." 

"We  must  needs  convince  your  Ladyship  out  of  your  own 
oracle,"  said  Claude. 

"  *  A  play  there  is,  my  lord,  some  ten  words  long ; 
Which  is  as  brief  as  I  have  known  a  play ; 
But  by  ten  words,  my  lord,  it  is  too  long ; 
Which  makes  it  tedious  :  for  in  all  the  play 
There  is  not  one  word  apt,  one  player  fitted.' 

"  Unapt  words  I  own  we  cannot  plead,  but  unfitting  players  we 
certainly  may." 

Lady  Louisa,  though  soothed  by  hearing  Shakspeare  quoted, 
nevertheless  appeared  but  little  inclined  to  yield  the  point. 

Helen  tried  the  via  media,  "  Tableaux  from  Shakspeare  would 
be  charming,"  she  said  ;  "  Hermione  for  instance." 
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performance  for  the  support  of  a  charitable  society.  She  had 
been  very  much  entreated,  and  had  been  obliged  to  yield  against 
her  will.  This,  of  course,  would  be  very  different ;  a  stone,  a 
painted  marble  figure  would  do  as  well. 

"Not  quite  for  the  story,"  said  Susan,  "which  requires  life, 
as  we  shall  have  more  than  one  scene." 

Dead  life  !"  said  Maurice  aside  to  Mr.  Pearson  ;  "I  suppose 
that  is  why  they  choose  her.  It's  a  monstrous  nuisance  when 
elderly  ladies  forget  the  date  of  their  baptismal  register.  Propose 
her  for  Lady  Macbeth  and  I  will  say  something  to  you." 

But  this  was  not  now  possible.  Lady  Louisa's  imagination 
had  seized  upon  the  idea  of  Hermione ;  and  Helen,  only  too  glad 
to  sacrifice  one  point,  that  she  might  gain  others,  was  proceeding 
to  discuss  dress,  attitude,  arrangement  of  light,  &c. 

Claude  went  up  to  Susan.  "Could  we  not  form  a  little  pro- 
gramme by  ourselves?"  he  said.  "If  we  have  tableaux,  there 
should  be  several,  and  there  is  no  time  to  lose.  Hermione's  dress 
will  not  be  decided  for  the  next  hour." 

Susan  looked  at  Mr.  Pearson  and  Maurice. 

"  We  shall  do  better  by  ourselves,"  said  Claude,  "  Could  you 
not  come  with  me  for  a  few  minutes  into  the  anteroom  ? "  Susan 
hesitated,  but  moved  a  little  away  to  the  lower  end  of  the  apart- 
ment. "  I  have  several  in  my  remembrance,"  continued  Claude : 
"  some  from  Walter  Scott,  and  from  pictures ;  one  especially,  the 
presentation  of  the  crown  to  Lady  Jane  Grey.  Did  you  ever 
see  it?" 

"  No,  I  have  never  seen  a  tableau  of  any  kind.  I  have  never 
been  at  a  play,  I  know  nothing  about  it." 

"  Then  you  will  enjoy  it  thoroughly,  if  you  ever  do  see  it,"  said 
Claude. 

"  Yes,  if  it  is  perfect.     I  dread  acting,  it  must  be  imperfect." 

"  Not  with  some  people,"  said  Claude,  and  his  eye  instinctively 
wandered  to  Helen.  "  Where  there  is  that  quick,  passionate,  im- 
pulsive temperament,  it  ceases  to  be  acting,  and  becomes  reality." 

"  Then  it  would  be  so  with  Helen,"  observed  Susan,  and  follow- 
ing Claude's  glance,  she  also  turned  to  look  with  admiration  upon 
the  graceful  attitude,  and  the  animated  face  with  which  her  cousin 
was  carrying  on  her  conversation  with  Lady  Louisa.  "  I  should 
like  to  see  her  act,"  she  added. 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Claude,  eagerly ;  "  you  would  not  bear  it. 
I  could  not :  it  would  be  agony  to  me."  lie  checked  himself  in 
an  instant,  as  Susan's  gentle,  yet  keen  gaze  met  his ;  and  coldly 
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came  the  concluding  words  of  the  sentence,  "  It  would  be  too  real, 
and  an  exhibition  of  that  kind  is  not  fitted  for  a  lady." 
"  A  tableau  is  an  exhibition  also,"  said  Susan. 
"  Yes,  but  of  a  different  kind.  It  requires  self-control.  There 
is  not  the  excitement  of  acting.  You  will  see  at  once  that  it  is 
different.  Not  but  that  it  requires  care  too ;  all  these  things  do. 
Will  you  take  part  in  Lady  Jane  Grey  ?" 

"I  would  rather  not.  I  will  help  by  making  myself  useful ; 
but  I  don't  think  I  should  like  to  take  any  prominent  part." 

"  Then  we  must  have  Lady  Louisa,"  said  Claude,  in  a  tone  of 
disappointment. 

"  Or  Miss  Aubrey.     She  will  be  here,  Helen  says,  in  time." 
"  Yes,  but  she  would  not  do ;  at  least,  I  would  rather  have  you 
for  the  Duchess  of  Suffolk.     Miss  Aubrey  is  so  showy." 

"  She  understands  it,  I  don't,"  said  Susan.     "  Helen  would  make 
a  charming  Jane  Grey." 
"  Yes,"  and  Claude  sighed. 

"  She  has  the  expression  which  is  required,"  said  Susan.  "  I 
have  seen  her  often  stand  as  I  can  imagine  Lady  Jane  to  have 
stood,  debating  between  what  seemed  positive  good  and  doubtful 
evil." 

^'  There  lay  the  secret  of  the  temptation,  I  suppose,"  said  Claude, 
thoughtfully ;  "  Poor  Lady  Jane  !  it  was  a  fearful  punishment." 
"  Yes,  for  an  error  only,  not  for  a  sin,"  observed  Susan. 
"Fearful  because  we  see  and  realise  it,"  continued  Claude. 
"  Yet  I  often  think  how  terrible  a  history  would  be  revealed  if 
we  could  learn  the  secrets  of  the  punishments  we  don't  see.  But," 
— and  he  started,  —  "  this  moralising  won't  help  us.  I  don't  know 
why  I  always  do  moralise  with  you.  Miss  Graham." 

"  It  is  my  fault,"  said  Susan,  simply,  "  I  get  into  a  grave  way 
of  looking  at  things,  and  then  it  comes  out  naturally.  But  I  don't 
like  it  in  other  people.     Helen's  spirits  always  delight  me." 

"  There  is  a  great  deal  in  feeling  the  tone  of  mind  of  the  person 
you  are  conversing  with,"  said  Claude:  "one  puts  out  a  sober 
thought  so  cautiously  with  some  people." 

"  And  it  is  withdrawn  so  soon  when  it  is  not  welcomed,"  said 
Susan.  -^ 

Claude  smiled.  "  I  should  have  thought  you  meant  that  sati- 
rically," he  said,  "  if  it  were  in  your  nature  to  be  satirical.  That 
habit  of  withdrawing  my  thoughts  is  one  which  I  am  often  accused 
of  It  is  instinct  only ;  I  do  it  before  I  am  aware  :  but,  oh  !  the 
rest  of  finding  tiiat  one  can  venture  to  say  every  thing  freely." 
"  Yes,"  said  Susan ;  "  that  one  can  trust  to  be  understood." 
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Claude  looked  at  her  earnestly,  and  replied  in  a  grave,  rather 
low  tone.  "  la  it  presumption  to  say,  that  I  fancy  I  should  never 
be  afraid  of  speaking  freely  to  you  ?  " 

A  sudden,  but  faint  tinge  spread  itself  over  Susan's  face, 
succeeded  by  paleness ;  yet  the  transient  sign  of  emotion  was  gone, 
at  she  followed  the  direction  of  Claude's  eye,  and  saw  it  rest  upon 
Helen.  She  made  no  direct  reply,  but  merely  said,  "  I  will  break 
up  the  council ;  we  have  no  time  to  lose ; "  and  going  at  once  to 
Helen,  she  begged  her,  if  the  arrangements  for  Hermione  were 
settled,  to  join  Mr.  Egerton  and  herself  in  sketching  out  another 
tableau. 

^^  Alas,  poor  Helena ! "  whispered  Lady  Louisa  to  Maurice,  as 
Susan,  followed  by  Helen,  went  back  to  the  spot  where  Claude 
was  standing. 


**  *  For  ere  Demetrius  looked  on  Heraiia's  ejne, 
He  hailed  down  oaths  that  he  was  only  mine. 


» »> 


Maurice  stared,  not  comprehending  ;  and  thinking  that  he  had 
been  asked  where  the  quotation  was  to  be  found,  repeated  it  aloud. 

"  Hush!  hush! "  exclaimed  Lady  Louisa,  forgetting  that "  hush ! " 
is  the  most  audible  sound  in  the  English  language.  It  was  too  late 
to  say  "  hush  ! "  for  one  person.  Lady  Louisa  saw  the  expression 
of  Helen's  face,  and  knew  that  she,  at  least,  had  both  heard  and 
understood. 

It  was  a  very  busy  afternoon.     Mrs.  Graham  arrived,  with 

Isabella  and  Anna,  Lord  Steyne  and  Miss  Aubrey,  Sir  John  and 

Lady  Hume,  and  their  daughters,  and  a  party  of  friends  with 

them.     But  the  mysteries  of  the  Green  Room  went  on  without 

interruption.     Lady  Augusta  only  interfered  to  insist  that  no 

stranger,   except   Miss   Aubrey,   should   be   admitted   to   them. 

Maurice,  Claude,  and  Mr.  Pearson  must,  she  said,  divide  the 

gentlemen's  characters  amongst  them.    Susan  still  declined  taking 

any  prominent  part,  though  she  consented,  if  necessary,  to  make 

one  of  a  group  in  the  background.     Her  head  and  hands  were, 

however,  ready  for  every  one's  need.     Lady  Louisa  would  fain 

have  engrossed  her  entirely,  finding  the  difficulties  of  Hermione's 

dress  likely  to  increase  rather  than  diminish ;  but  Susan  had  a 

great  deal  of  quiet  determination,  and  a  large  amount  of  common 

sense ;  and  even  in  preparing  a  tableau  vivant,  she  found  them 

useful.     Lady  Louisa  was  assisted  as  much  as  was  necessary,  but 

Susan  would  never  be  a  slave  to  any  person's  whims,  and  escaped 

from  her  again  and  again,  to  consult  with  Claude  and  Helen 

about  other  scenes,  or  assist  Maurice  and  Mr.  Pearson  in  prepar- 
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ing  the  room,  which  was  to  be  used  in  the  evening.  Miss  Aubrey, 
a  pretty,  fashionable  girl,  accustomed  to  universal  homage,  was 
too  grand  to  show  much  interest  in  the  homely  details.  She  sat 
apart  and  put  forth  her  opinion,  and  confident  of  her  own  powers, 
was  willing  to  undertake  whatever  might  be  assigned  her ;  Lady 
Louisa  gave  directions,  but  the  labour  was  left  to  others,  and 
when  Susan  and  Lady  Louisa  were  at  work  in  one  room,  Helen 
and  Claude  were  most  frequently  engaged  in  another.  Whether 
Helen  had  any  thoughts  beyond  those  of  the  evening's  entertain- 
ment, it  would  have  been  difficult  to  say.  She  was  quieter,  less 
impulsive  than  was  her  wont,  and  seemed  unwilling  to  enter 
upon  any  topics  of  conversation,  except  those  connected  with  the 
business  of  the  moment.  That  had  been  her  manner  ever  since 
Maurice's  unfortunately  loud  quotation;  but  she  was  not  short 
or  ungracious  to  Claude,  only  a  little  stiiF  and  silent,  if  Susan 
happened  to  come  into  the  room,  and  enter  into  conversation  with 
him.  Something  seemed  lying  at  the  bottom  of  her  heart,  which 
she  would  not  allow  to  rise  to  the  surface,  but  which  was  an 
oppression.  If  it  were  jealousy,  she  had  little  cause  for  it.  Claude's 
morning  resolution  of  indiiferenco  was  severely  put  to  the  test  by 
the  experience  of  the  afternoon.  Helen  had  never  appeared  to 
greater  advantage.  Her  freedom  from  vanity  and  the  littleness 
of  a  woman's  character  was  clear.  There  was  no  attempt  at 
rivalry  nor  wish  for  admiration.  She  consented  to  be  Lady  Jane 
Grey  in  one  tableau  with  as  much  simplicity  as  to  be  a  female 
attendant  in  another.  There  was  evidently  not  the  slightest 
thought  of  exhibition,  and  perhaps  scarcely  enough  interest  to 
enable  her  to  do  her  part  thoroughly.  Lady  Louisa  was  the  head 
manager;  Miss  Aubrey  the  queen,  whose  fiat  was  law;  Susan 
the  useful,  cheerful  assistant;  but  Helen  was, — to  herself  at 
least, — nobody,  and  as  such  more  attractive  in  Claude's  eyes  than 
if  he  had  seen  her  electrifying  an  audience  by  the  most  perfect 
display  of  genius. 

Yet  he  could  not  understand  it.  It  was  unlike  Helen,  —  unlike 
what  he  should  have  expected  from  her.  The  check  which  he 
might  have  placed  upon  himself,  if  he  had  felt  himself  likely  to 
be  carried  away  by  admiration  only,  was  not  felt  to  be  necessary 
in  this  new  phase  of  her  character.  His  thoughts  dwelt  upon 
her, — his  eyes  followed  her  still,  but  more  reverently, — with  a 
less  eager  anxiety  for  an  answering  smile  or  a  bright  word ;  and 
therefore  he  would  have  said,  if  called  upon  to  enter  upon  the 
task  of  self-examination,  with  a  calmer  and  a  safer  feeling,  Ho>*: 
little  we  know  of  others,  how  p[iuch  less  of  ourselves  ! 
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Susan  went  to  her  motlier*s  room,  when  the  party  dispersed  to 
prepare  for  dinner.  Anna  and  Isabella,  already  dressed,  were 
there,  the  latter  taking  her  sister's  usual  duty  of  lady's  maid. 
Susan  looked  tired  and  not  in  very  good  spirits,  but  said  that  she 
had  been  enjoying  herself. 

**  Rather  more  than  we  have,"  said  Anna.  "  I  thought  the 
afternoon  would  never  come  to  an, end.  That  intolerable  Miss 
Manners !  she  has  been  trying,  her  German  metaphysics  upon  me, 
though  I  told  her  I  knew  nothing  abont  them,  and  could  only 
read  Schiller  with  the  help  of  a  dictionary." 

"  One  feels  so  solitary  in  these  great  houses,  with  strange  new 
people,"  said  Isabella.  "  It  is  so  long  before  one  can  fit  in.  In- 
deed, I  never  do." 

"  Isabella  is  always  afraid  of  not  speaking,  or  looking,  or  moving 
rightly,"  said  Anna.  "  I  tell  her  it  is  great  nonsense,  that  no  one 
notices  her." 

"  Which  is  not  much  comfort,"  said  Isabella.  "  That  not 
being  noticed  is  just  the  thing  which  makes  one  solitary,  is  n't  it, 
mamma  ?  " 

"  In  a  measure  it  is,  my  love.  I  had  the  feeling  often  when  I 
was  a  girl,  and  comforted  myself  at  last  by  resolving  to  look  for 
every  thing  in  its  right  place." 

"  Not  to  expect  sympathy  and  affection  from  Miss  Manners," 
said  Anna. 

"No;  nor  companionship  from  persons  one  has  never  seen 
before.  It  is  a  lesson  one  learns  by  slow  degrees,  in  the  same 
way  as  one  learns  to  fit  oneself  to  people,  by  talking  to  them  about 
things  they  understand.  There  is  a  good  deal  of  amusement, 
though  very  little  real  satisfaction  to  be  gained  from  meetings  of 
this  kind." 

"But  one  may  scarcely  seek  for  amusement  only  in  any  thing," 
observed  Isabella.     "  It  would  make  one  forget  right  things." 

"  Not  if  one  tries  to  be  thankful  for  it,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  People  must  meet  together,  or  they  become  misanthropical,  and 
if  they  do  meet,  they  must  have  some  light  occupation,  which  may 
suit  all.  Besides,  there  is  one  rule  for  society  which  I  always 
fancy  is  an  antidote  to  its  temptations,  that  of  looking  out  for 
opportunities  of  doing  little  kindnesses.  It  acts  as  a  continued 
reminder,  and  puts  self  and  self-consciousness  iu  i\\fe  Vi^O&.^«vi\A% 
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and  then  one  becomes  easy,  and  there  is  no  more  trouble  as  to 
what  people  will  say  or  think  of  one." 

"  That  is  Susan's  way,"  said  Isabella ;  "  nothing  ever  puts  her 
out." 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,"  replied  Susan.  "  I  could  tell  you 
tales  of  to-day's  trials  which  would  make  you  feel  that  we  have 
all  been  put  out,  —  all,  except  Helen.  Oh !  mamma,  you  don't 
know  what  she  is." 

Susan's  tone  had  an  accent  of  sadness  in  it,  which  Anna  re- 
marked, and  laughed ;  but  Susan  was  still  grave.  She  stood  by 
her  mother,  without  speaking ;  watching,  whilst  Isabella  arranged 
her  lace  scarf. 

"  You  will  be  late,  Susan,"  said  Anna ;  "  let  me  come  and  help 
you ;  that  fine  Mademoiselle  Annette  of  Helen's  will  never  be  with 
you  in  time." 

"  I  never  trust  to  Annette,"  said  Susan  ;  "  the  housemaid  does 
just  as  well ;  but,  mamma,  is  it  so  late  ?     I  can  dress  very  quickly." 

"  You  want  a  little  talk  with  me,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Yes,  if  I  could  have  it.     I  am  sure  there  will  be  time." 

"  Dress  first,  and  talk  afterwards ;  that  will  be  the  safe  thing. 
So  run  away  now." 

"  But,  dear  mamma " 

"Run  away,  my  child,  and  I  will  come  to  you.  Won't  that  do? 
Isabella,  love,  find  my  gloves  and  the  brooch." 

Susan  and  Anna  departed,  and  Isabella,  alone  with  her  mother^ 
and  always  in  good  spirits  when  she  was  useful,  confessed  that, 
after  all,  she  liked  staying  at  Ivors  ;  she  liked  staying  any  where 
with  mamma ;  an  observation  confirmed  by  a  kiss,  and  an  asser- 
tion that  the  Admiral  was  quite  right,  and  neither  Helen,  nor 
Miss  Aubrey,  nor  any  of  them  could  be  half  as  nice-looking. 

Mrs.  Graham  went  to  Susan's  room  as  she  had  promised,  sent 
Anna  away,  seated  herself  by  the  fire,  in  the  arm-chair,  and  said, 
"  Now,  Susan  dear,  for  the  little  talk ;  it  must  be  a  very  short  one." 

Susan  left  the  final  adjustment  of  the  rose  in  her  hair,  and, 
turning  to  her  mother,  said,  "  Short,  must  it  be  ?  If  we  were  only 
not  going  down  to  dinner !  Mamma,  I  don't  know  what  I  want 
to  say." 

"  Say  something,  love.     You  only  require  a  beginning." 

"  Well,  then  !  Mamma,  d6es  it  ever  do, — is  it — I  am  so  puzzled 
"  and  she  drew  near,  and  knelt  by  Mrs.  Graham's  chair. 

"  Go  on,  dear  child  !  I  shall  understand." 

"  Is  it  wrong  to  try  and  make  people  comprehend  each  other  ?  or 
Is  H  better  not  to  worry  about  it,  and  let  them  go  their  own  way  ?" 
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"Mr.  Egerton  and  Helen?"  asked  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  How  quick  you  are  in  guessing !  I  can't  make  it  out.  I  don't 
know  whether  they  care  for  each  other.  Mamma,  I  don't  want 
Mr.  Egerton  to  be  unhappy."  Susan's  voice  shook  a  very  little. 
"  The  other  day  I  thought  he  did  n't  feel  enough  for  Helen ;  now, 
I  am  afraid,  she  does  n't  feel  enough  for  him." 

"  She  must  have  time,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  No  interference 
will  be  good,  if  that  is  what  you  mean." 

"  Not  interference  on  my  part ;  oh,  no  I  of  course  not.  But  I 
long —  if  women  could  only  speak  out  sometimes — would  n't  it  be 
a  comfort  ?  I  do  so  long  to  tell  him  that  I  am  sorry  for  him." 

"  He  might  n't  thank  you  for  that,  my  love." 

"He  would,"  said  Susan,  earnestly ;  "  he  likes  sympathy :  he  told 
me" — and  she  blushed  a  little — "  that  he  could  talk  quite  freely 
to  me." 

Mrs.  Graham's  countenance  changed.  She  said  quietly,  "  You 
must  have  become  very  confidential  for  him  to  have  said  that." 

"  Not  exactly ;  only  on  the  verge.  If  we  had  gone  on  a  little 
further  —  and  if  we  had  been  alone  —  we  might  have  been  ;  — 
except  that  Mr.  Egerton  would  never  tell  what  he  feels  to  any  one." 

"  And  you  suspect  he  thinks  a  great  deal  about  Helen,  then,  do 
you  ? "  inquired  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Yes,  a  great  deal,  and  I  am  afraid  more  than  she  thinks  about 
him.  Yet  she  respects  him,  and  people  praise  him,  and  Lady 
Augusta — Mamma,  I  told  you  what  happened  yesterday  morning, 
— I  saw  directly  what  she  wished ;  and  I  see  what  every  one  else 
thinks  and  wishes.  Miss  Manners  and  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  seem 
to  take  things  for  granted  in  a  strange  kind  of  way,  and  I  know 
that  Helen  sees  it :  her  manner  to  Mr.  Egerton  becomes  so  odd 
every  now  and  then.  It  is  as  if  she  were  being  driven  on,  and 
only  half  liked  it.    Oh,  mamma,  can't  you  see  her,  and  talk  to  her  ?  " 

"  Impossible.  How  can  I  interfere  to  prevent  what  every  one 
knows  Lady  Augusta  has  set  her  heart  upon  for  years?"  said 
Mrs.  Graham. 

"Prevent-  Did  I  say  any  thing  about  preventing?"  asked 
Susan,  hurriedly,  whilst  the  colour  faded  from  her  cheek. 

"  You  implied  it,  my  love." 

"  Mamma  I  I  did  n't  mean  it."  Susan's  eyes  filled  with  tears, 
and  she  grasped  the  arm  of  her  mother's  chair.  "  I  want  them  to 
be  happy.  Dear  mamma,  you  are  quite  sure  I  do;"  and  she 
looked  fixedly  in  her  mother's  face. 

"  Quite,  quite  sure."  Mrs.  Graham's  voice  was  a  little  wanting 
in  firmness,  but  she  went  on  calmly.     "  I  uudet^XAxA  ^q»v3l  \^^- 
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roughly,  my  child.     If  you  were  certain  that  Helen  would  love 
Mr.  Egerton  as  he  deserves  to  be  loved,  you  would  bo  satisfied." 

Susan  did  not  say  yes.  She  leaned  her  head  against  her 
mother's  shoulder,  and  murmured :  "  I  would  cut  off  my  right 
liand  to  make  them  happy;"  and  Mrs.  Graham  replied:  "Leave 
them  to  God,  my  child,  and  pray  for  them,  that  puts  all  things 
right." 

At  that  moment  the  second  dinner-bell  rang. 

Helen  also  had  a  few  minutes'  conversation  with  Lady  Augusta 
about  the  same  time,  but  it  was  not  sought  on  her  part.     Lady 
Augusta  came  to  her  whilst  she  was  dressing,  sent  Annette  away, 
and  insisted  upon  fastening  Helen's  dress  herself.     Helen  disliked 
this  exceedingly.     She  was  fanciful  about  her  toilette, — not  vain, 
— but  she  chose  to  have  every  thing  done  according  to  her  own 
peculiar  fashion ;  and  if  it  had  been  a  case  of  serious  necessity, 
could  scarcely  have  been  prevailed  upon  to  allow  any  one  but 
Annette  to  wait  upon  her.     Lady  Augusta's  offer,  therefore,  was 
received  coldly,  if  only  for  that  reason ;  but  Helen  had  besides  an 
instinctive  shrinking  at  all  times  from  private  conversations  with 
her  step-mother.     In  public  they  suited  fairly  well;  Lady  Au- 
gusta's knowledge  of  the  world  and  acquired  tact  enabled  her 
generally  to  do  and  say  the  right  things  at  the  right  time,  and  in 
the  right  way ;  but  the  moment  restraint  was  over,  she  was  like 
the  repelling  pole  of  the  magnet  to  Helen.     Truth  was  at  the 
root  of  one  character,  falsehood  at  the  root  of  the  other.     Thought- 
lessness, irritability,  inconsistencies,  even  serious  defects,  might  be 
built  upon  truth ;  suavity  of  manner,  kind  actions,  strict  propriety, 
even  the  appearance  of  religion,  might  be  built  upon  falsehood ; 
but  they  were  not  the  less  innately  and  intrinsically  abhorrent  to 
each  other,  and  Helen  felt  it  to  her  heart's  core. 

The  conversation  now  was  little  more  than  a  repetition  of  that 
which  had  passed  on  the  preceding  evening,  except  that  Lady 
Augusta  expressed  herself  well  satisfied  with  Helen's  conduct 
during  the  day.  Hints  were  again  made  of  Claude^s  supposed 
preference  for  Susan,  which  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  was  said  to  have 
remarked  ;  and  upon  this  ground,  Helen  was  urged  to  feel  quite 
at  her  ease,  although  Lady  Augusta  professed  herself  to  have 
secret  reasons  for  differing  from  Lady  Louisa. 

Helen  was,  in  fact,  completely  mystified ;  but  Lady  Augusta's 
object  was  gained.  The  state  of  Claude's  feelings  was  made  a 
topic  of  paramount  interest.  Helen's  attention  was  fully  directed 
to  him?  her  thoughts  were  not  suffered  to  wander  into  other 
channels;  and  the  quickening  sting  of  incipient  jealousy  was 
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added  to  keep  up  the  latent  spark,  which  it  was  hoped  would  soon 
be  developed  into  a  flame. 

As  Lady  Augusta  could  have  prophesied,  when  she  was  gone, 
Helen  thought  and  thought, — went  over  the  same  ground  as  on 
the  night  before,  —  questioned  her  own  heart,  dwelt  upon  Claude's 
goodness,  hated  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  for  her  suggestions,  quarrelled 
with  herself  for  caring  for  them ;  and,  at  length,  ringing  for 
Annette,  finished  dressing  very  hastily,  and  went  down  stairs  in 
an  uneasy  frame  of  mind,  well  suited  to  represent  the  shadow 
of  coming  sorrow  —  upon  the  face  of  Jane  Grey. 


CHAPTER  XXIIL 


Dinner  was  ended,  and  coffee  taken  into  the  library ;  the  draw- 
ing-room and  ante-room  having  been  given  up  for  the  actors  in 
the  tableaux.  Interest  and  excitement  were  increasing,  especially 
behind  the  scenes,  where  Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  in  an  agony  of  ar- 
rangement, was  ordering  and  suggesting,  moving  lights,  criticising 
attitudes,  insisting  upon  her  own  plan  for  the  programme  of  pro- 
ceedings, and  quoting  Shakespeare  to  the  confusion  of  her  hearers 
and  the  destruction  of  prosaic  sense.  Hermione  was  to  be  the 
last  scene.  Lady  Louisa  thought,  though  she  did  not  say,  that  it 
was  best  to  create  the  greatest  sensation  at  the  end.  Helen 
would  make  a  very  good  Perdita ;  Miss  Aubrey  condescended  to 
take  the  part  of  Paulina.  The  gentlemen  characters  were  easily 
distributed  amongst  Maurice,  Claude,  and  Mr.  Pearson.  Lady 
Louisa  dwelt  so  long  upon  the  plans  for  this  scene,  that  the  two 
which  were  immediately  to  precede  it  had  but  a  short  rehearsal. 
Queen  Elizabeth  and  Amy  Robsart,  in  Kenilworth,  and  Rebecca 
and  Rowena,  in  Ivanhoe,  were,  however,  more  easily  represented; 
since  both  Lady  Louisa  and  Miss  Aubrey  had  seen  and  enacted 
the  characters  several  times.  Lady  Louisa,  indeed,  was  so  fully 
convinced  of  her  own  capabilities,  that  it  was  with  difiiculty  she 
was  persuaded  to  relinquish  the  character  of  Rebecca  to  Helen. 
The  colour  of  the  hair  she  allowed  was  against  her,  but  age  did 
not  seem  to  enter  into  her  consideration,  except  from  the  often 
repeated  remark,  that  in  a  tableau  nothing  signified  but  the  lights, 
the  dress,  and  the  attitudes ;  faces  were  nothing. 

The  only  remaining  scene  of  importance  was  the  presentation 
of  the  crown  to  Lady  Jane  Grey.     Lady  Louisa  had  never  taken 
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part  in  it ;  she  did  not  know  how  to  arrange  it,  and  the  chief 
management  was  left  to  Claude.  But  then  he  was  to  he  one  of 
the  actors,  and  could  not  judge  of  his  own  appearance ;  that  was 
a  great  difficulty,  and  much  consultation  and  many  changes  took 
place  in  consequence.  Miss  Aubrey  was  to  represent  the  Duchess 
of  Suffolk ;  Helen,  Lady  Jane ;  Maurice  and  Claude,  the  two 
noblemen  kneeling  before  her  with  the  crown.  If  Lady  Louisa 
would  have  acted  as  critic  and  director  and  placed  them  all  in 
their  right  positions,  the  matter  would  soon  have  been  settled; 
but  annoyed  that  Miss  Aubrey  should  represent  the  duchess  in- 
stead of  herself,  Lady  Louisa  chose  to  withdraw  at  the  very 
moment  when  she  was  most  wanted,  and  excusing  herself  by  say- 
ing that  she  was  nearly  worn  out,  and  that  it  was  Mr.  Egerton's 
scene,  she  retired  to  the  drawing-room  and  coffee. 

"  The  consequence  of  having  to  deal  with  ladies  who  wish  to 
be  thought  young,"  exclaimed  Maurice.  "  Her  ladyship  would 
have  been  quite  competent  to  give  a  judgment  upon  all  points,  if 
we  had  offered  h^  the  part  of  Jane  Grey." 

"  She  is  very  welcome  to  it,"  said  Helen,  languidly,  and  she 
sat  down,  and  gazed  despairingly  upon  the  untidy  room,  and  the 
scattered  lights  which  must  so  speedily  be  put  into  order  for 
exhibition. 

Susan  began  to  clear  away  all  unnecessary  articles,  and  Mr. 
Pearson  assisted  her. 

"  Susan,  you  must  be  the  spectator,"  said  Maurice.  "  You  will 
be  able  to  tell,  if  it  is  all  right." 

"I  will  be  any  thing  that  I  am  wished  to  be,"  replied  Susan; 
"  but  I  know  nothing  about  it.  Why  not  make  Mr.  Pearson  take 
Mr.  Egerton*8  character  for  a  minute;  and  then  he  can  go  into 
the  next  room  himself  and  judge  ?" 

"  A  stiff  collar  and  tail  coat ! "  exclaimed  Mr.  Pearson,  doubt- 
fully. 

Maurice  clapped  him  on  the  shoulder.  "My  good  fellow  ! 
console  yourself.  If  you  were  wrapped  in  a  sack  no  one  would 
notice  you." 

"I  am  not  so  certain  of  that,"  said  Helen ;  "  the  sack  would  be 
awkward  in  the  presence  of  Lady  Jane  Grey,  and  I  don't  know 
that  the  tail  coat  will  be  much  better ;  as  a  general  rule,  though, 
there  is  certainly  nothing  more  annihilating  to  personal  vanity 
than  a  tableau.  One's  individual  self  is  so  entirely  lost  in  the 
character  one  represents." 

"  It  may  be  so  with  some  persons,"  observed  Claude  to  Susan, 
in  a  low  tone ;  "  it  is  not  so  with  all." 
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"  One  must  be  free  from  vanity,  I  should  think,  at  other  times," 
said  Susan,  '*  if  one  wishes  to  be  free  from  it  in  acting ;  but  Helen 
was  never  vain." 

Claude  made  no  reply.  He  stood  for  a  few  seconds  silent; 
looking  at  Helen,  then  again  addressing  Susan,  he  said  suddenly : 
"  Will  you  come  ?  we  will  criticise  the  picture  together." 

They  went  into  the  drawing-room.  The  curtain  was  lowered ; 
only  the  flickering  of  the  fire  gave  light  in  the  room. 

Susan  longed  to  speak,  but  dared  not.  It  was  as  though  she 
had  penetrated  into  Claude's  heart,  and  could  feel  what  he  was 
feeling.  She  heard  him  sigh,  and  thought  she  would  make  a  re- 
mark, but  the  words  would  not  come,  and  she  only  stirred  the  fire 
and  made  a  blaze,  which  was  precisely  the  very  thing  she  ought 
not  to  have  done. 

"  Now  then ! "  was  heard  from  behind  the  scenes,  and  the  cur- 
tain drew  up. 

Mr.  Pearson  had  declined  exhibiting  himself  in  his  tail  coat, 
and  Maurice  alone  knelt  with  the  crown  before  Helen;  Miss 
Aubrey  as  the  Duchess  was  in  the  background.  Claude  had  been 
standing  close  to  Susan ;  he  made  two  hasty  steps  forward  and 
paused.     Susan  saw  him  put  his  hand  over  his  eyes. 

The  actors  waited  for  the  criticism. 

*'  Beautiful !"  said  Susan  timidly ;  but  her  admiration  met  with 
no  response. 

The  figures  slightly  breathed,  and  the  curtain  fell.  Claude 
started. 

"  Will  it  do  ?  "  asked  Susan. 

He  was  gone.     She  was  left  to  answer  her  own  question. 

Mr.  Pearson  joined  her ;  then  followed  a  few  criticising  remarks 
— short  consultations, — and  a  final  arrangement  of  proceedings. 
Inquiries  were  made  for  Claude,  and  some  abuse  was  lavished 
upon  him  by  Maurice  for  his  disappearance,  but  there  was  no 
time  to  be  lost.  In  about  twenty  minutes  more  the  spectators 
were  to  assemble,  and  a  fresh  rehearsal  of  the  scene  was  out  of 
the  question. 

Miss  Aubrey,  Maurice,  and  Mr.  Pearson,  adjourned  for  a  few 
minutes  to  another  room  for  coffee.  Helen  and  Susan  remained 
behind.  Chairs  had  been  removed  from  the  apartment,  and  Helen 
seated  herself  on  a  low  stool  leaning  against  the  wall.  She  drew 
a  long  breath  and  said,  ^^  It  is  horrible ;  it  is  being  Lady  Jane. 
Susan,  how  should  one  have  acted  ?  " 

"  As  she  did,"  replied  Susan.  **  So  young  it  could  not  have 
been  otherwise." 
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"  Yet  the  responsibilitj  was  her  own,"  said  Helen. 

^  Not  all ;  not  the  largest  share :  that  belonged  to  her  advisers.'* 

''  That  might  excuse,  bat  it  did  not  save  her  from  punishment,*' 
observed  Helen. 

*'  She  was  misled,"  said  Susan ;  ^'  they  used  false,  subtle  argu- 
ments." 

*'  But  if  they  thought  them  true,"  continued  Helen,  "  where  lay 
the  guilt  then?"  She  leaned  her  head  upon  her  hand.  ''It  is 
very  perplexing." 

"  Happily  it  is  not  likely  to  be  our  trial,"  said  Susan,  lightly. 

**No ;"  but  Helen  seemed  wrapped  in  thought.  Presently  she 
said :  ''  She  must  have  thought  they  knew  better  than  herself 
what  was  right.     Those  who  look  on  often  do." 

"  Yes,"  said  Susan,  "  very  often." 

**  But  then  they  were  interested,"  continued  Helen,  musingly. 
**  Oh,  Susan !  where  shall  one  find  in  life  a  disinterested  adviser." 

"  In  one's  own  hearty  if  it  is  kept  pure,"  said  Susan.  Helen 
heaved  a  deep  sigh.  It  was  echoed  by  some  one  at  her  side.  She 
turned,  and  saw  Claude.  The  light  fell  on  his  face :  it  looked 
stem  and  worn.  She  asked  him  if  he  was  ill,  and  he  answered 
quickly,  "No;"  but  inmiediately  afterwards  sat  down  in  silence. 

Restraint  seemed  stealing  over  them.  Susan  tried  to  break 
through  it,  and  said  they  had  been  moralising  again  about  Lady 
Jane  Grey. 

He  smiled  gravely,  and  answered,  in  a  tone  of  indifference,  that 
hers  was  a  history  open  to  much  discussion.  For  himself,  he 
looked  only  at  her  youth,  and  could  see  no  fault. 

"  But  that  of  obedience,"  said  Susan.  ''  The  crown  could  have 
been  no  temptation." 

No,"  replied  Claude.     "  She  was  too  saintly  for  ambition." 
Or  for  any  earthly  temptation,"  said  Susan,  **  unless         "  she 
stopped. 

"  Unless  what?"  asked  Helen. 

"  Unless  it  might  have  been  love,"  replied  Susan,  quietly,  "  and 
that  she  already  possessed.  Shall  I  bring  you  some  coffee,  Helen  ? 
I  am  going  to  fetch  some  for  myself;"  and  she  rose  and  left  the 
room. 

Helen  stood  up  as  if  about  to  follow,  but  she  was  stopped  by 
Claude. 

"  Helen ! "  he  said,  and  his  voice  was  low  and  tremulous,  "  Is 
Miss  Graham  right?" 

"  I  don't  know :  I  don't  understand."  Helen  spoke  in  a  fright- 
ened tone. 
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"  Would  the  temptation  have  been  greater  if  it  had  been,  not 
the  crown  of  a  kingdom,  but  that  of  love  which  was  proffered  for 
Jane  Grey's  acceptance." 

Helen  heard  the  beating  of  her  own  heart,  but  she  answered 
calmly,  "  If  it  had  been  real  love,  the  love  which  we  know  her 
husband  felt  for  her,  and  which  she  returned,  I  suppose  it  would 
have  been  a  much  greater  temptation." 

"  But  if  it  had  been  offered  by  one  whom,  till  then,  she  had 
little  thought  of,"  continued  Claude,  "  if  it  had  been  a  love  almost 
without  hope,— -though  intense,  so  that  all  the  energy  and  power 
of  life  hung  upon  it, — would  it  have  been  at  once  rejected?" 

"  It  might  have  been  her  duty  to  reject  it,"  replied  Helen,  whilst 
her  voice  shook ;  "  no  affection  can  be  accepted  which  is  not 
reciprocated." 

Claude  would  have  taken  her  hand,  but  she  withdrew  it. 
**  Helen  !  Helen  ! "  he  exclaimed,  "  listen  to  me  but  for  one  moment. 
You  know  what  I  would  say, — you  must  have  seen  and  under- 
stood.    Only  tell  me  that  I  need  not  despair." 

"  This  is  not  the  time,"  replied  Helen,  hurriedly.  "  I  can't  talk 
to  you  now.     Indeed,  Claude,  you  must  leave  me." 

The  hesitation  of  her  voice  gave  him  confidence.  "  Yes,  I  know," 
he  said,  "  but  I  could  not  wait ;  it  was  agony.  I  ask  only  for 
hope." 

"  You  would  be  miserable,"  was  the  reply. 

"  Miserable  only  in  being  parted  from  you.  Helen,  dearest, 
save  me  from  that  anguish,  and  life  can  have  no  other  trial." 

"  Claude,  it  is  ignorance,  blindness ;  you  seek  your  own 
wretchedness,"  replied  Helen.  "I  cannot  give  you  what  you 
Require.  Far  greater  love  than  mine  would  be  needed  to  satisfy 
you." 

"  But  there  is  love,"  ke  exclaimed.  "  Eepeat  it,  Helen ;  in 
pity,  say  it  once  more." 

She  paused. 

"  Not  love  like  mine,"  he  continued ;  that  cannot  be ;  earth  has 
none  so  true,  so  fervent.  Yet  let  it  be  but  the  germ  of  that  love 
which  you  can  give,  and  I  will  guard  and  cherish  it  with  unutter- 
able thankfulness." 

"  You  deceive  yourself,  Claude,"  said  Helen,  and  her  voice 
sounded  changed  and  harsh.  "  I  am  unworthy  of  you.  Nay,  let 
me  speak,"  as  he  would  fain  have  interrupted  her.  "  If  I  could 
give  you  the  love  you  ask  for,  it  would  not  make  you  happy.  Your 
wife  should  be  earnest,  unchangeable.  For  me,  God  knows  I  am 
weak  and  feeble  as  the  winds.  I  cannot  trust  myselC^ — ^^^^w  wrw 
J  cannot.     I  feel  only  that  I  would  tell  you  t\\<i  t^xxNiXv? 
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"  Let  it  be  a  million  times  the  truth,"  he  exclaimed  passionately, 
*<  can  it  change  love  ? — and,  Helen,  am  not  I  also  weak  ?  " 

"  Not  as  I  am, — not  as  I  am.     You  know  nothing  of  me." 

"  God  knows  ua  all,"  he  replied,  solemnly ;  "  we  will  trust  our- 
selves to  Him,  to  make  us  both  more  worthy  of  each  other.  Yes  ? 
It  is,  yes  ?  " 

"  Claude !  Helen !  Susan  I  what  can  you  be  doing  ?  don't  you 
bear  ?  they  are  coming."  Maurice  entered  the  room  in  a  state  of 
the  greatest  excitement;  Lady  Louisa,  Miss  Aubrey,  and  Mr. 
Pearson  followed.  Susan  also  glided  in  unperceived;  and  in  the 
hurry  of  the  moment,  no  one  remarked  that  she  had  not  been 
there  before*  ^le  gave  one  glance  at  Helen,  and  went  up  to  her 
chair,  and,  standing  before  it,  said,  "  We  shall  be  ready  directly. 
Helen,  come  with  me ;  your  dress  is  wrong.  Maurice,  please  clear 
the  room.  Mr.  Egerton,  will  you  be  kind  enough  to  look  at  the 
lights  ?  "    Claude  moved  away  mechanically. 

Voices  were  heard  in  the  drawing-room  j  the  party  stumbling 
in  in  the  dark,  and  trying  to  find  seats  by  the  firelight.  Then 
came  complaints  of  delay ;  why  did  not  the  curtain  draw  up  ? 
Lady  Louisa,  behind  the  scenes  was  in  a  tremour  of  nervous 
impatience ;  every  thing  she  was  sure  was  wrong  ;  no  one  had 
done  any  thing  since  she  went  away ;  but  it  was  always  the 
case,  unless  she  took  care  of  every  detail  herself.  And  where 
was  Helen  ?  and  what  was  Mr.  Egerton  doing  ?  He  was  placing 
the  lights  quite  wrong.  She  sent  Maurice  and  Mr.  Pearson  to 
take  the  office  from  him ;  but  he  would  not  be  interfered  with ;  he 
seemed  bent  upon  occupation. 

**  We  are  tired  of  waiting,"  called  out  Sir  Henry,  from  behind 
the  curtain. 

Lady  Louisa  rushed  into  the  apartment  used  as  a  dressing-room. 
She  found  Helen  lying  on  a  sofa ;  Susan  by  her  side,  with  a 
glass  of  water  in  her  hand. 

"  What !  faint  ?  how  unfortunate  !  what  shall  we  do  ?  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  be  Lady  Jane  myself." 

Helen  sat  up,  looking  very  ghastly.  "  Thank  you  ;  but  I  am 
not  faint,  not  at  all ;  only  tired.  I  am  ready."  She  rose  from 
the  sofa. 

Susan  offered  her  arm,  for  Helen's  step  tottei'ed. 

"  She  is  faint,"  said  Lady  Louisa ;  "  you  had  better  wait,  Helen. 
We  can  change  dresses  directly." 

"  They  would  not  fit,"  said  Susan. 

And  Helen  exclaimed,  "  Lnpossible ! "  and  withdrawing  her  arm 
from  Susan  walked  on  alone. 
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The  impatience  of  the  spectators,  in  the  meantime,  was  becom- 
ing more  evident.  Sir  Henry  threatened  to  come  himself  behind 
the  scenes ;  he  was  sure  they  wanted  help.  Lady  Augusta,  with 
greater  tact,  endeavoured  to  divert  general  attention  by  conversa- 
tion ;  Mrs.  Graham  assisted  her ;  and  for  a  few  minutes  they  suc- 
ceeded in  lulling  expectation,  and  making  people  forget  that  they 
were  sitting  in  a  dark  room,  with  nothing  to  do. 

Then  the  murmurs  rose  again.  ^'  It  really  was  too  bad  to  have 
brought  them  in  so  soon  !  It  would  be  better  to  go  back."  But 
no — a  tinkling  bell  rang,  and  the  curtain  rose. 

They  were  there,  vivid  as  in  life,  yet  still,  fixed,  breathless,  as 
though  the  spell  of  magic,  at  one  touch,  had  converted  them  into 
stone  :  the  two  noblemen,  with  their  gorgeous  crimson  doublets, 
stiff  collars  and  silken  hose,  kneeling  and  supporting  between 
them  the  royal  crown  of  England ;  and  the  mother  anxious,  grave, 
standing  behind  the  chair,  from  which  her  child  had  just  risen, 
and  looking  on  them  with  an  eye  which  would  fain  pierce  their 
hearts,  and  read  the  fidelity  or  the  faithlessness  inscribed  on  them ; 
and  the  ftiir  young  wife,  so  young,  that  she  seemed  even  yet 

•*  Standing  with  reluctant  feet. 
Where  the  brook  and  river  meet, — 
Womanhood  and  childhood  fleet ; " 

and  gazing — what  was  there  in  that  gaze — so  marvellous  in  its  in- 
tensity— so  absorbing  in  its  breathless  thoughtfulness  ? 

Claude  knew, — Claude,  as  he  knelt  before  her  in  his  impassioned 
agony  of  suspense. 

The  curtain  fell,  and  Helen,  exhausted,  sank  into  the  chair. 
Claude  rose  hastily  to  support  her ;  and  as  her  hand  was  clasped 
in  his,  there  was  a  silent  pressure,  which  needed  no  words  to  tell 
that  her  choice  was  made. 


CHAPTER  XXIV. 


"FRiLNCBS,  my  deai*,  is  there  mischief  in  that  note?"  The 
Admiral  asked  the  question  of  Mrs.  Graham,  who  had  just  re- 
ceived a  note  from  Ivors.  She  had  returned  to  the  Lodge, 
bringing  Susan  with  her,  as  well  as  Isabella  and  Anna.  "  They 
are  n't  wishing  you  to  go  back  again  to  their  follies,  are  they  ? 
he  added  querulously. 
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He  would  not  read  to  the  end  of  the  note  until  Mrs.  Graham 
remarked  that,  from  what  Lady  Augusta  said,  the  result  must 
have  been  as  unlooked-for  by  her  as  by  any  one.  Then,  with  a 
kind  of  surly  curiosity,  the  Admiral  went  on  mumbling  over  the 
words,  and  commenting  upon  them  : — 

"The  affair  has  been  a  surprise  to  us  all.  (Surprise!  when 
she's  been  planning  it  for  years.  What  falsehoods  women  will 
tell !)  I  find  that  the  denouement  (pshaw  !  why  does  n't  she 
write  English?)  took  place  on  the  night  of  the  tableaux;  but 
Helen  said  nothing  to  her  father  or  to  me  till  yesterday,  after  you 
and  the  dear  girls  had  left  us.  She  was,  of  course,  quite  certain 
of  our  consent  (of  course  when  it  was  given  beforehand).  It 
would  be  impossible,  indeed,  to  find  any  one  more  worthy  of  our 
darling  child  than  Claude,  whom  we  have  known  and  valued  for 
so  many  years.  His  moral  worth  and  intrinsic  excellence  will 
assure  to  our  sweet  Helen  that  support  and  guidance  which  her 
gentle,  feminine  nature  so  much  requires.  As  my  friend  Miss 
Manners  says  (Miss  Manners!  what,  is  she  there  still?  No 
wonder  poor  Claude  was  taken  in  with  two  of  them),  her  inward 
being  will  be  nurtured  by  communion  with  his  high-souled  spiri- 
tuality, and  will  develope  itself  more  perfectly,  and  with  a  deeper 
and  fuller  appreciation  of  life  than  could  possibly  have  been  the 
case  if  she  had  been  tempted  to  bestow  her  affections  upon  a  less 
elevated  object.     Assured  of  your  congratulating  sympathy, 

"  I  remain  always, 

"  Very  sincerely  yours, 

"  Augusta  Clabe." 

The  Admiral  read  the  last  sentences  twice,  slowly,  and  pausing 
upon  the  words  **  Inward  being  nurtured  by  high-souled  spiri- 
tuality." "Beyond  me,  that!  What  does  it  mean,  Frances? 
Stop,  here's  a  postscript  that  may  explain." 

"  Of  course  this  communication  is  only  between  yourselves,  the 
dear  Admiral,  and  your  children ;  Helen  so  dreads  vulgar  gossip. 
I  am  overwhelmed  with  business,  having  to  collect  votes  for  the 
Orphans'  Home,  the  Deaf  and  Dumb  Asylum,  the  Governesses' 
Benevolent  Institution,  and  the  Kefuge  for  Destitute  Servants. 
I  send  catalogues  and  names,  and  shall  feel  most  grateful  for  any 
assistance  which  you  and  the  dear  girls  can  give  me.  Miss 
Manners  is  my  indefatigable  assistant.  Helen,  dear  child !  too 
happy  to  think  of  any  of  these  terrestrial  objects." 
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"  Then  she's  not  %  bit  like  ber  stepmother,"  exclaimed  the 
AdmiraL  ''Whr,  the  woman'd  drowned — over  head  and  ears 
drowned  in  the  Trorld!  Let  me  remember: — 'inward  being  nur- 
tured bjhif^h-souledfpiritaality;' — meaning — res,  don't  attempt 
to  explain,  Frances;  I  undei^tand, — Helmslej  and  fifteen  thou- 
sand a  year  in  the  background ;  in  the  foreground.  Orphan 
Homes — Deaf  and  Dnmb  Asjlnms  —  Institutions  and  Refngea, — 
all  very  prominent! — -chimneja  of  Helmslej  oidy  seen  over  the 
roofs !     Faugh  !     And  Claude  Egerton  has  sold  himself  for  this  !" 

The  Admiral  sank  back  in  his  chair,  and  beat  time  on  the  floor 
with  his  stick.  He  started  up  again  in  a  few  moments.  "  What 
does  Susan  say  to  it  all  ?" 

"  It  will  be  no  matter  of  surprise  to  her  at  least,"  replied  Mrs. 

Graham.     "She  saw "  "their  mutual  affection"  were  the 

words  which  would  naturally  have  followed,  but  some  uncomfort- 
able recoUectiotiB  rose  up  and  stopped  them. 

"  Well  I  saw  what  ?"  inqnited  the  Admiral,  sharply. 

"  She  saw  how  much  Claude  admired  Helen." 

"Let  him-  What  has  admiration  to  do  with  marriage?  If  a 
man  is  to  marry  every  woman  he  admires,  he  may  have  as  many 
wives  as  a  Turk.  I  should  have  thought  better  of  Claude  Eger- 
ton  ;  I  am  disappointed  in  him  ;  I  should  have  thought  tetter  of 

"  Only,  my  dear  air,  now  that  the  deed  is  done." 
"But  it's  not  done, — I  t«llyou,  Frances,  it's  not  done; — it  can't 
and  shan't  be.     I'll  talk  to  the  boy ;  Tm  his  guardian.     He  has 
no  right  to  act  without  consulting  me.     He  has  been  taken  in." 
Mrs.  Graham  only  smiled. 

*■  Don't  look  «o,  Frances  ;  I  can't  bear  it,"  The  Admiral  was 
working  himself  up  into  a  passion,  but  another  glance  at  Mrs. 
Graham  checked  him.  "Yea,  I  know  what  you  would  say;  it^s 
very  wrong ;  one  has  no  right  1o  vex  when  things  are  out  of  one's 
power.  But  it's  not  done:  'many  a  slip  'twixt  the  cup  and  lip.' 
She  is  not  his  wife  yet,  eh,  Frances  ?" 

"  Indeed,  dear  sir,  I  can't  hope  that  any  thing  will  happen  to 
prevent  her  being  so,    I  would  not  wish  for  a  better  fate  for 
Helen  than  to  have  a  husband  like  Claude." 
"  Aye,  for  her  !  well,  indeed !     But  for  him  ?" 

■     't  think  about  it  any  more  just  now,"  said 
)nlj'  frets  us  both." 
B  fret  you  then?"     The  Admiral's  tone  was 
t  Mrs.  Graham  with  something  of  his 
moured  expression. 
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"It  frets  me  a  little, — just  a  very  little.  I  want  to  see  them 
together,  and  judge  for  myself  how  far  they  suit." 

The  Admiral's  manner  changed.  "  You  are  an  angel,  Frances, 
which  is  more  than  I  am.  I  don't  believe  you  ever  thought  of 
yourself  in  your  life.  If  Claude  Egerton  is  happy,  it  will  be 
more,  ten  thousand  times,  than  he  deserves." 

Mrs.  Graham's  countenance  showed  grave  and  anxious  thought ; 
and,  seeing  that  the  first  burst  of  the  Admiral's  vexation  was  for 
the  moment  allayed,  she  left  him  to  seek  for  Susan. 


CHAPTER  XXV. 


Susan  was  in  the  drawing-room  with  her  sisters.  Thev  were 
busy,  as  they  would  have  been  at  home ;  but  the  bachelor  s  state 
apartment,  cold  and  neat,  was  very  different  from  the  bright  little 
working-room  at  Wingfield  Court.  That,  perhaps,  gave  a  feeling 
of  discomfort  to  the  party;  for  there  was  unquestionably  an 
absence  of  the  cheerful  interest  in  what  they  were  doing  which 
made  all  home  pursuits  agreeable.  Isabella  was  on  the  verge  of 
a  mood,  and  striving  against  it  so  visibly  that  others  had  the  sen- 
sation of  striving  also.  One  mind  out  of  sorts  affects  others,  as  it 
were,  by  magnetic  influence.  It  is  impossible  to  be  insensible  to 
it.  Isabella,  with  all  her  love  for  her  mother  and  sisters,  caused 
them  more  uncomfortable  hours  than  she  would  have  been  at  all 
willing  to  acknowledge.  Because  the  moods  were  not  noticed, 
she  supposed  they  were  not  felt. 

Mrs.  Graham,  unfortunately  for  her  own  comfort,  was  as 
quickly  alive  to  changes  in  the  moral  atmosphere  as  some  invalids 
are  to  those  in  the  physical.  She  could  see  by  the  very  way  in 
which  Isabella  held,  but  did  not  use,  the  pencil,  with  which  she 
had  been  drawing  from  a  small  marble  bust  of  Shakspeare,  that 
something  was  wrong. 

"  Mamma,  we  have  been  wanting  you  very  much,"  said  Anna, 
as  her  mother  entered  the  room.  "We  think  we  are  rather  dull 
after  Ivors." 

"I  don't  think  so,"  said  Isabella;  "I  like  this  a  great  deal 
better  than  Ivors." 

"  Because  you  never  like  any  thing,"  said  Anna,  a  little  pettishly. 
"  Mamma,  will  Lady  Augusta  ask  us  to  the  dance  they  are  going 
to  give  ?" 

L  2 
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"  Moat  likely,  my  love ;  but  I  am  afraid  you  are  growing 
dissipated." 

"  Dear  mamma,  no!  If  we  were  at  home,  I  should  not  care; 
but  here,  you  know,  it  is  what  Charlie  calls  slow." 

"  Charlie  coiacB,  we  hope,  the  day  after  to-morrow,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham,  "  and  then  we  must  be  at  home.  But  Anna,  love,  I 
must  have  you  learn  to  bear  dulness." 

"  I  can't,  dear  mamma ;  I  never  could.  It  gives  me  a  creeping 
sensation  down  to  the  tips  of  my  fingers ;  and  at  last  I  feel  as  if  1 
must  get  up  and  walk  to  get  rid  of  it.  I  began  just  now,  and 
Isabella  didn't  like  it.  I  didn't  mean  to  worry  you,  BelJa  dear ;" 
and  Anna  started  up  and  gave  her  sister  a  kiss,  and  then  laughed 
heartily.  "I  beg  your  pardon,  and  I  am  so  sorry  1  but  do  look, 
mamma, — an  exemplification  of  an  inch  in  a  man's  nose  !"  She 
pointed  to  an  unfortunate  stroke,  which,  by  shaking  the  table  in 
her  walk,  she  had  caused  poor  Isabella  to  make. 

"Very  provoking!"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  soothingly,  to  Isabella, 
who  immediately  began  to  rub  the  line,  murmuring,  at  the  Bame 
time,  that  the  drawing  was  spoilt. 

Anna  looked  really  vexed  now,  and  said  again  that  she  waa 
very  sorry,  and  Isabella  made  an  effort  to  assure  her  that  it  did 
not  signify ;  but,  although  she  could  overcome  the  temporary 
annoyance,  it  was  leas  easy  to  change  the  tone  of  feeling  which 
had  caused  it  to  be  so  much  felt,  and  Isabella  continued  her 
drawing  in  silence. 

All  this  time  Susan  had  been  engaged  in  writing, — nothing, 
apparently,  very  interesting :  she  seemed  to  be  copying  accounts. 
She  looked  up  and  smiled,  when  her  mother  asked  her  what  she 
was  so  intent  upon.  Perhaps  it  was  the  quick  instinct  of  afiectioa 
which  made  Mrs.  Graham  think  that  the  smile  had  lost  something 
of  its  brightness ;  for  the  answer  was  very  cheerful.  "  I  am 
finishing  all  the  little  ends  of  business  which  I  never  have  time  to 
finish  at  home,  dear  mamma ;  and  I  want  to  work  hard  to-day, 
because  then  I  shall  be  ready  for  Charlie  on  Monday." 

"  I  thought  you  might  come  to  my  room  for  a  few  minutes," 
said  Mrs,  Graham :  "  I  want  you  there." 

Susan  r096  instantly.     "  Anna,  I  think,  if  you  would  foe  kind 

*""'^"'     '  "  '  ll  what  I  am  doing  ;  if  you  have  nothing 

•*-"-  -'-    -  ^  -  -  e  back,  shall  we  go  on 

as  hearty,   and  before 

Wsy  at  her  work. 

"  "  and  continued  to  draw, 
Rrenee. 
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"Poor  child!"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  with  a  sigh,  as  she  closed 
the  door  behind  them.  "  How  long  has  this  mood  been  coming 
on?" 

"  Only  this  morning,"  replied  Susan.  "  She  was  as  bright  as 
possible  yesterday.  I  really  don't  know  what  caused  it.  '  It  was 
all  nonsense  about  Anna  and  the  drawing.  She  was  only  an- 
noyed for  the  moment.  It  is  something  in  her  own  mind,  I  am 
sure." 

"  Dissatisfaction  with  herself,  I  dare  say,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 
**  A  great  many  of  us  make  others  suffer  when  our  consciences 
are  uncomfortable.  But,  Susan,  dear,  you  must  work  at  her ;  you 
can  do  more  than  I  do.  You  are  with  her  more  constantly,  and 
she  shows  herself  more  as  she  really  is  when  only  you  and 
Anna  are  present." 

"  She  wants  to  be  humoured  so  sadly,"  replied  Susan ;  "  and 
that  is  one  of  the  things  which  perplexes  me ;  whether  it  is  right, 
I  mean.  About  the  reading ;  it  really  is  inconvenient  to  me ;  but 
I  knew  it  was  the  only  thing  which  could  put  her  right,  and  so  I 
proposed  it." 

"  She  requires  to  be  treated  as  an  invalid,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham, 
— "and  she  is  so,  I  am  sure.  There  is  a  great  deal  that  is  physical 
in  this  morbidness ;  and  for  other  remedies  I  see  none,  outward 
at  least,  but  occupation.  She  will  be  better  again  when  she  goes 
home." 

"  And  I  don't  think  it  is  good  to  notice  the  moods,"  continued 
Susan. 

"  It  is  very  bad.  Be  as  cheerful  as  you  can,  and  take  it  for 
granted  that  she  is  cheerful  too :  only  put  her  in  the  way  of  em- 
ploying herself,  and  don't  cross  her  unnecessarily.  All  that  sooth- 
ing and  petting  helps  matters  for  a  time,  but  it  increases  the 
evil  in  the  end.  It  seems  a  hard  thing  to  say,  but  vanity  and  self- 
ishness are  often  at  the  bottom  of  these  uncomfortable  feelings." 

"I  wish  very  much  sometimes  that  she  was  married,"  said 
Susan. 

"  She  is  rather  young  for  that  wish,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham ; 
"  and  marriage  might  increase  the  evil  tenfold.  If  her  husband 
did  not  devote  himself  to  her,  she  would  think  his  affection  was 
going  from  her,  and  make  herself  miserable." 

"  She  would  be  very  exacting,"  observed  Susan. 

"  Yes ;  and  there  are  few  men  who  can  bear  that." 

"  But  she  would  have  more  duties,"  continued  Susan. 

"  In  a  certain  way :  she  has  enough  now,  if  she  would  only  see 
them.     But  I  have  not  much  hope  of  permatveiit.  Sssygt^^^xsksjc^ 
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from  these  external  causes.  There  may  be  more  excitement  and 
energy  for  a  time,  but  life  must  grow  vapid  again,  as  years  go  on ; 
and  then  the  old  evil  will  return.  The  spring  must  be  in  one's 
own  heart,  if  it  is  ever  to  be  kept  in  motion.  Religion  as  a  prin- 
ciple of  love,  and  not  merely  of  duty,  is,  I  am  convinced,  the  only 
remedy ;  and  for  that  we  must  pray  and  wait." 

They  had  reached  Mrs.  Graham's  room.  Susan  appeared 
thoughtful  and  uneasy.  Her  sister's  moods  were,  perhaps,  more 
trying  to  her  than  to  any  one  else  in  the  family.  She  saw  more 
of  them  than  her  mother,  and  had  not  the  buoyancy  of  tempera-* 
ment  which  enabled  Anna  to  throw  off  the  oppression  caused  by 
them. 

Mrs.  Graham  regarded  her  with  anxiety.  "  You  are  tired,  my 
child ;  and  these  worries  are  too  much  for  you." 

"  Oh !  no,  indeed,  dear  mamma."  Susan's  face  was  cheerful  in 
an  instant.  ^^  I  only  feel  for  you.  It  must  be  so  disappointing 
after  working  so  hard  for  us  all  for  years." 

"  When  my  children  were  given  me,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  "  I 
made  up  my  mind  that  they  could  never  be  perfect ;  so  there  is 
no  disappointment.  I  try  to  take  their  imperfections  as  God  has 
thought  fit  to  send  them.  The  disappointment  is  much  more  with 
mys^,  for  not  having  done  better  with  their  education.  Yet  there 
again  I  try  to  rest  contented,  and  to  feel  that,  as  I  wish  to  do  right, 
God  will,  in  some  way  or  other,  work  good  out  of  my  mistakes. 
It  is  a  great  secret  of  cheerfulness,  Susan,  to  remember  that  one  is 
living,  not  in  Paradise,  but  in  a  fallen  world." 

"  Yes,"  said  Susan ;  "  I  feel  that  I  am  always  longing  to  be 
perfect  myself,  and  to  have  every  one  about  me  perfect.  And, 
mamma,  it  does  seem  as  if  there  were  some  persons  very  nearly 
so." 

"  I  hope  Helen  will  agree  with  you,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  speak- 
ing in  a  light  tone,  yet  at  the  same  time  keeping  her  eyes  anx- 
iously fixed  upon  Susan's  face.  "  It  is  as  you  thought,  Susan ;  I 
have  had  a  note  from  Lady  Augusta,  and " 

''  He  is  accepted,"  exclaimed  Susan.  She  paused  for  a  minute ; 
her  colour  went  and  came  with  startling  rapidity,  and  there  was  a 
nervous  movement  of  her  hand;  but  she  continued,  speaking 
gaily,  though  hurriedly,  "  It  was  the  night  of  the  tableaux,  I  am 
sure.  I  saw  the  change  in  Helen's  manner,  —  only  I  could  not 
ask ;  and  all  that  evening  he  would  not  leave  her.  Lady  Louisa 
remarked  it  to  me.  And  Helen  would  not  go  back  to  the  draw- 
ing-room when  every  thing  was  over :  she  went  to  bed.  And 
yesterday  morning  I  scarcely  saw  her ;  she  avoided  me.     I  felt 
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certain  there  was  something  on  her  mind.  Mamma,  mamma,  she 
must  be  happy."  Susan  sat  down,  her  elbow  rested  on  the  arm  of 
the  chair,  and  with  one  hand  she  tried  to  hide  her  face. 

Mrs.  Graham  took  the  other  hand,  and  smoothed  it  fondly. 
''You  must  not  be  anxious,  my  child.  It  is  good  for  her — and " 
•—she  paused*-*''  for  him." 

Susan  gasped  for  breath,  and  looked  at  her  mother  doubtfully. 
"Mamma,  are  you  sure  ?" 

"  Sure  that  Helen  has  the  elements  of  a  great  and  noble  cha- 
racter," began  Mrs.  Graham. 

Susan  interrupted  her.  "  Yes,  yes, — noble — generous ;  but — 
it  is  so  quick — it  is  like  a  dream." 

"Yet  you  saw  it  coming,"  continued  Mrs,  Graham. 

"  I  thought  I  did,  but  at  last **    Susan  did  not  finish  the 

sentence ;  she  trembled  violently. 

Mrs.  Graham  gave  her  some  water,  kissed  her,  and  said,  "  You 
are  over-tired,  my  love ;  you  had  better  lie  down." 

"  I  think  I  had."  Susan  smiled,  and  then  trembled  again,  so 
that  she  could  not  hold  the  glass. 

"  You  shall  rest  here  on  the  sofa,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;  and  she 
placed  the  cushions  comfortably :  "  I  am  going  away."    • 

"  Must  you  go  ?  dear  mamma ! "  Susan  held  her  mother's  hand. 
"  Kiss  me  again ;  dcm't  go.     Mamma,  do  you  love  me  ?" 

It  was  the  touching  tone  of  a  heart  searching  after  a  sorrow  not 
understood ;  and  Susan  leaned  her  head  on  her  mother's  shoulder, 
and  found  relief  in  tears. 

Some  feelings  are  subdued  by  being  brought  to  the  light  and 
grappled  with ;  others  need  rather  to  be  crushed  in  the  bud,  so  as 
never  to  be  realised  even  by  those  who  are  their  victims. 

That  little  scene  was  as  if  it  had  never  taken  place,  both  with 
Susan  and  her  mother;  Susan  appeared  again  in.  the  drawing- 
room,  after  an  hour's  rest,  read  with  Isabella  as  she  had  proposed, 
and  walked  in  the  afternoon  into  Wingfield,  to  see  Kate  Hope, 
and  beg  her  to  prolong  her  stay,  since  Mrs.  Graham  had  been 
absent  so  much  longer  than  she  had  at  first  intended.  Susan  was 
so  equable  and  gentle  at  all  times,  that  no  one  considered  it  strange 
that  she  said  but  little ;  and  any  appearance  of  depression  was 
attributed  to  the  fact  of  her  having  been  over-tired  at  Ivors,  and 
in  consequence  not  feeling  well. 

Yet  two  things  might  have  been  remarkable  to  any  person  ac- 
quainted with  the  circumstances  which  had  occurred ;  one,  that 
Mrs.  Graham  in  no  way  petted  Susan,  or  showed  any  difference 
in  manner  between  her  and  her  sisters ;  the  other,  th^A.  ^\v^  ^^<i\»  ^H. 
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Helen's  engagement  was  known  to  Isabella  and  Anna,  as  well  as 
to  the  Admiral,  and  yet  that  it  formed  no  topic  of  conversation 
beyond  a  few  passing  remarks. 

With  the  Admiral  Mrs.  Graham  was  as  explicit  as  she  could 
be,  without  touching  upon  Susan's  private  feelings.  She  told 
him  at  once  that  it  would  be  most  painful  to  her  if  the  least  sug- 
gestion of  his  disappointed  hopes  were  made  to  Susan ;  and  it  wjis 
as  a  personal  favour  that  she  entreated  him  not  even  to  name  the 
subject  for  the  present,  lest  in  his  irritation  he  might  be  induced 
to  betray  the  secret  wishes  which  now  he  must  himself  see  ought 
quickly  to  be  forgotten. 

The  Admiral  agreed  as  a  child  would  have  done,  conscious  of 
his  own  weakness,  and  «imply  trusting  the  counsellor  whom  con- 
science told  him  would  be  wiser  and  better  than  himself :  but  he 
chafed  and  fretted  under  the  restraint,  ate  no  dinner,  complained 
of  symptoms  of  gout,  and  went  to  bed  early,  without  asking  for 
Isabella  and  Anna,  and  only  seeing  Susan  for  a  minute,  when  he 
held  her  hand  in  both  his,  and  blessed  her,  and  sent  her  away 
with  a  hasty  gesture,  as  though  he  could  not  bear  to  look  at  her. 

With  her  children  Mrs.  Graham  needed  only  one  argument.  It 
was  her  wish.  She  did  not  say  why  or  wherefore.  Mr.  Egerton 
and  Helen  were  engaged  to  be  married,  but  the  fact  was  not 
generally  known ;  and  it  was  her  request  that  the  matter  should 
not  be  talked  of,  even  amongst  themselves,  for  the  present.  The 
habit  of  early  obedience  made  all  such  commands  easy.  A  few 
observations  were  made  to  Susan,  and  received  with  the  seemingly 
quiet  interest  which  was  natural ;  and  then  Isabella  and  Anna 
remembered  that  it  was  Mamma's  wish  they  should  not  talk  about 
it,  and  so  they  were  silent. 

Poor  Susan !  she  knew  as  little  the  amount  of  suffering  from 
which  her  mother's  loving  tact  had  shielded  her,  as  she  did  the 
precipice  of  desolation  and  agony  upon  which  she  had  been  stand- 
ing. She  fancied  herself  envious,  blamed  and  watched  herself, 
checked  every  doubtful  thought  of  Helen,  tried  to  take  pleasure 
in  contemplating  her  happiness,  and  in  the  struggle  against  self, 
found,  if  not  rest,  at  least  that  blessing  of  a  conscience  at  peace, 
which  enabled  her  to  kneel  before  God,  and  trust  the  unknown 
and  unfathomed  grief  to  Him,  certain  that  He  could  understand 
and  heal  it. 
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Ivors  was  looking  brilliantly  cheerful  under  the  influence  of  a 
south-east  wind,  and  a  clear  sunshiny  sky ;  but  it  was  January 
still,  treacherous,  though  fair.  The  breeze  was  sharp,  as  it  was 
met  at  the  angle  of  the  colonnade ;  and  Helen  wrapped  her  cloak 
closely  around  her,  as  she  paced  up  and  down  with  Claude, 
peeping  in  at  the  drawing-room  windows  when  they  passed  in 
front  of  them,  and  thinking,  though  she  did  not  quite  like  to  say 
it,  that  the  fire  seemed  very  comfortable. 

"You  are  not  cold,  dearest?"  said  Claude,  regarding  her 
anxiously,  after  one  of  these  pauses.  He  took  oflf  the  plaid  which 
he  wore,  and  would  have  put  it  round  her. 

"  Oh  !  no,  thank  you ;  please  not,  dear  Claude."  Helen  made 
a  slight  gesture  of  impatience.  "  I  should  be  smothered  under 
it." 

"  We  will  go  in,  if  you  like  it,"  he  continued ;  but  the  tone 
betrayed  that  he  would  not  like  it  himself. 

"  We  can  take  one  or  two  more  turns,"  said  Helen,  adjusting 
her  cloak  again,  and  shivering  a  little. 

Claude  looked  distressed.  **  You  are  cold,  I  am  quite  sure,  and 
I  have  brought  you  out  against  your  will." 

"  No,  indeed,"  and  Helen  smiled  affectionately ;  "  you  know  I 
always  like  to  do  what  pleases  you." 

"  But  not  what  pleases  yourself,"  said  Claude,  a  little  reproach- 
fully. 

"  The  wind  is  rather  sharp,  you  must  own,"  said  Helen,  in  a 
playful  tone. 

"  Perhaps  so ;  but,  Helen,  I  feel  no  sharp  wind  when  you  are 
with  me." 

She  was  silent,  and  he  went  on.  "  I  could  walk  to  the  world's 
end,  and  be  conscious  of  no  fatigue ;  I  could  labour  for  years,  and 
never  know  a  moment's  weariness;  I  could  suffer  agony,  and 
scarcely  think  of  it,  for  you." 

"  Yes,  I  know  it.  Oh  !  Claude,  I  am  unworthy  of  such  love." 
Helen's  voice  was  sad  in  its  self-reproach.  He  interrupted  her 
eagerly. 

"  Helen,  if  you  love  me,  you  will  never  speak  in  that  way.  I 
can't  bear  it." 

"But  it  is  true,  Claude,"  said  Helen,  gravely;  "and  you  will 
one  day  find  it  so." 
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"  Let  it  be,"  he  replied,  hurriedly ;  "  I  will  wait  till  the  day 
comes.  But  surely,  Helen,  love  is  a  blessing  of  which  we  are  all 
unworthy." 

"  Some  less  so  than  others,"  replied  Helen.  "  You  have  lived 
a  life  of  usefulness  and  activity,  and  have,  as  it  were,  purchased 
love." 

'*  Not  yet  I"  he  exclaimed ;  '^  it  is  my  dream,  still  to  be  realised. 
Oh !  Helen,  I  have  so  often  pondered  upon  what  life  might  and 
oaght  to  be,  and  shrunk  back  as  I  thought  I  was  to  encounter  it 
alone ;  and  now,  at  the  very  outset,  God  has  granted  me  the  one 
boon  which  I  scarcely  dared  to  ask, — a  heart  to  share  the  burden 
with  my  own,  — a  precious  love  to  make  all  labour  light." 

**  Only  it  will  disappoint  you,"  said  Helen,  quickly. 

He  spoke  impatienUy :  *'  Helen,  dearest,  it  pains  me  so ;  why 
will  you  always  return  to  that  one  point  ?" 

<<  Because  it  is  always  present  to  me,"  she  replied ;  ^'  but  I 
would  not  wish  to  pain  you." 

"  Trust  yourself,"  he  replied ;  **  it  is  all  I  ask.  And,  Helen, 
we  shall  soon  have  no  leisure  for  such  misgivings ;  there  will  be 
too  much  to  do  and  to  think  of  to  afford  time  for  doubt  One 
feels  that  when  placing  oneself  in  thought  at  the  end  of  life,  and 
looking  back  so  as  to  see  how  best  to  fill  up  its  outline." 

'^  That  is  not  my  way,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Helen,  a  little  petu- 
lantly. "  I  take  tiie  day  as  it  comes,  and  don't  trouble  myself 
with  the  future.  But  ihen  I  am  so  young,"  she  added,  more 
gravely. 

"  Yes,  you  are  young,"  he  replied,  tenderly ;  "  and  you  have 
been  called  upon  only  to  obey.  But,  Helen,  dearest,  I  was  never 
young,  at  least  within  my  own  remembrance ;  and  I  have  had 
none  to  lean  upon  ;  I  have  shaped  my  own  course, — that  makes 
it  so  responsible." 

"  You  have  shaped  it  well  hitherto,"  she  replied. 

^What  says  the  wise  man?"  said  Claude,  with  a  smile. 
^  ^  Judge  no  man*s  work  until  the  end.'  And  it  is  only  by  con- 
sidering the  end,  that  I  would  desire  mine  to  begin.  What  one 
shall  wish  to  have  done  when  one  comes  to  die,  that  is  the  ques- 
tion." 

Helen  slightly  diuddered. 

"  Am  I  too  grave,  dearest  ?  Perhaps  I  ought  not  to  talk  so. 
But  it  is  difficult  to  be  unlike  oneself."  His  accent  showed  a 
little  disappointment. 

Helen  looked  vexed,  and  said,  '*  I  would  rather  always  hear  you 
say  what  comes  most  naturally  to  you." 
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^'  £ven  though  it  may  not  be  pleasant  to  yourself,"  he  replied. 
**  I  shall  be  better  satisfied,  Helen,  when  you  can  become  more 
selfish." 

"  But  I  do  like  it, — I  do  wish  to  hear.  Oh !  Claude,  you  don't 
understand,"  she  exclaimed. 

^*  Yes,  indeed,  indeed  I  do,"  and  his  manner  was  in  an  instant 
full  of  self-reproach.  ^^  Helen,  darling,  forgive  me.  It  is  a  relief 
so  great  to  talk  of  feelings  and  purposes  which  have  been  pent  up 
for  years,  because  there  was  no  heart  to  receive  them," 

"  A  man  might  be  better  able  to  share  thein  than  a  woman," 
said  Helen. 

"  Never,  never.  Women  have  enthusiasm  and  earnestness  of 
purpose,  even  more  than  men ;  and  that  is  what  I  have  longed 
for.     With  such  help,  I  have  felt  that  I  could  work  for  ever." 

"  And  kill  yourself  in  the  act  of  working,"  replied  Helen  play- 
fully, "  as  every  one  says  you  will." 

"  I  hope  not.  I  don't  want  to  be  irrational.  But  life  is  very 
short,  taken  at  its  utmost  term ;  and  there  are  such  infinite  needs, 
such  horrible,  pressing  evils !  They  make  one  at  times  breathless 
with  their  urgency.  And  oh  !  Helen,  what  it  will  be  to  stand  on 
the  brink  of  eternity  and  think  that  life  has  been  wasted,  that 
even  one  year  had  been  passed  selfishly !" 

Helen  trembled,  as  she  answered,  '^  Not  one  year,  but  many  of 
my  life  have  been  selfish." 

^*  You  accuse  yourself,  dearest,  when  others  would  see  only  the 
natural  consequence  of  education  and  circumstances.  But  we  will 
begin  together  now  "— ■  and  he  pressed  her  hand  fondly ;  "  we  will 
seek  God's  blessing  upon  our  purpose,  and  then  set  ourselves  to 
do  His  work  constantly,  and  enduringly ;  and  thinking  only  " — 
his  voice  sank  as  he  added,  '^  It  is  too  great  happiness  to  realise 
even  for  a  moment,  that  one  may  at  last  hea^  the  words,  '  Well 
done,  good  and  faithful  servant  1 ' " 

Helen's  eyes  were  filled  with  tears,  but  she  was  silent. 

^^  The  utmost !"  murmured  Claude,  speaking  to  himself. 

^'  Your  utmost  is  greater  than  that  of  others,"  said  Helen. 

"  Not  greater  than  the  utmost  of  the  Bible,"  he  replied :  "  and 
how  much  less  than  the  utmost  of  the  love  bestowed  upon  us  ! " 

Helen  heaved  a  deep  sigh.  Claude  thought  she  was  unhappy, 
and  that  he  had  made  her  ^o.  His  tone  and  manner  changed :  he 
was  anxious  and  caressing.  Helen,  instead  of  responding,  became 
only  very  quiet,  and  the  few  words  which  she  spoke  were  almost 
cold.  Claude  seemed  determined  not  to  notice  it.  He  went  on, 
stUl  pouring  forth  the  fulness  of  his  heart ;  and  Helen  eN\dfiio^X:<3  v 
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after  a  time,  made  an  effort  to  overcome  the  feeling,  whatever  it 
might  be,  which  was  oppressing  her.  She  answered  more  cheer- 
fully, and  once  or  twice  used  some  warmer  expressions,  which  were 
eagerly  received  by  Claude,  and  dwelt  upon ;  and  at  length,  by 
degrees,  the  cloud  passed  away,  and  the  conversation  became 
lighter,  and  Helen's  manner  more  unrestrained.  Yet  when  Claude 
asked  if  she  would  not  like  to  go  in,  she  agreed  with  a  readiness 
only  partially  concealed  by  the  excuse  that  she  had  been  walking 
for  nearly  an  hour. 
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Claude  and  Helen  had  been  engaged  about  three  weeks :  months 
of  intimate  knowledge  might  and  ought  to  have  been  condensed 
into  the  period ;  but  they  were  strangers. 

Yet  Helen  had  not  intentionally  misled  Claude.  Towards  the 
close  of  that  same  eventful  evening  on  which  he  had  first  declared 
his  affection,  they  had  held  a  long  conversation  together,  in  which 
Helen  believed  that  she  had  fully  and  truly  explained  the  nature 
of  her  own  regard.  Claude  was  satisfied,  even  more  than  that,— 
he  was  intensely  happy.  That  she  could  return  his  affection  in 
any  degree,  was  almost  beyond  his  hopes.  He  had  assured  her 
so,  many  times.  And  she  was  happy  herself;  honoured  by  his 
love,  grateful  for  it ;  building  upon  it  as  upon  something  which 
was,  as  by  a  miracle,  to  change  the  whole  current  of  her  mind, 
and  make  h6r  good  without  effort  of  her  own ;  above  all,  sup- 
ported by  the  knowledge  of  the  full  satisfaction  of  her  father  and 
Lady  Augusta ;  and  the  assurance,  which  she  was  certain  would 
meet  her  on  all  sides,  that  she  had  done  well  and  wisely. 

There  had  been  no  change  since  this  in  outward  circumstances. 
Claude  was  as  good  and  noble  as  ever ;  her  parents  were  even 
louder  in  his  praises  than  before ;  her  own  heart  owned  that  he 
was  worthy  of  all  the  affection  which  it  was  in  the  power  of  woman 
to  bestow ;  but  the  momentary  excitement  was  over, — and  Helen 
was  the  creature  of  excitement,  and  as  such  she  deceived  others, 
and  fatally  deceived  herself. 

True,  she  had  held  a  long  conversation  with  Claude,  and  con- 
fessed to  him,  as  she  believed,  the  extent  of  her  regard ;  but  it 
was  a  confession  made  in  ^  tumult  of  feeling,  when  the  events  of 
the  evening  had  quickened  her  pulse,  and  the  rush  of  excited  and 
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gratified  vanity,  mingled  with  the  jealousy  excited  by  Lady 
Augusta,  had  disturbed  both  her  conscience  and  her  reason. 
Unconsciously  she  had  been  urged  on — unconsciously  stimulated 
to  a  state  of  feeling  in  itself  unnatural  to  her ;  and  in  that  state 
she  had,  obeying  the  truthfulness  of  her  nature,  spoken  indeed  of 
coldness  and  unworthiness,  and  fears  that  Claude's  happiness 
would  be  sacrificed,  but  with  an  accent  and  manner  which  belied 
her  words. 

How  could  Claude  be  otherwise  than  satisfied  ?  And  how  could 
Helen  believe  that  she  had  deceived  him  ?  But  the  reaction  came, 
and  that  speedily.  Claude's  affection  was  as  deep  as  it  was  intense. 
Change  was  repugnant  to  his  nature.  As  he  loved  one  day,  so 
he  loved  the  next,  and  the  next,  at  all  hours,  under  all  circum- 
stances ;  and  so  of  course  he  showed  his  love.  But  he  did  not 
understand  Helen;  perhaps  he  understood  little  of  women  in 
general.  In  the  eagerness  of  his  happiness  he  allowed  himself  to 
express  his  feelings  to  their  full  extent :  it  was  the  bursting  of 
the  pent-up  heart,  the  indulgence  of  the  yearnings  which  since 
childhood  had  never  been  satisfied ;  and  Helen,  instead  of  reci- 
procating, was  overwhelmed  by  them.  As  Claude's  love  became 
warmer,  hers  was  chilled.  The  very  truth  of  her  character  told 
against  him.  She  could  not  bring  herself  to  express  what  at  the 
•moment  she  did  not  feel.  Often  jarred  upon  by  the  very  tender- 
ness of  his  manner,  which  seemed  to  her  almost  unnatural,  she 
weighed  her  own  words,  and  checked  herself  when  she  would 
otherwise  have  returned  his  affection.  Claude  was  pained,  and 
Helen  was  grieved ;  and  in  her  sorrow,  pity  and  self-reproach 
stimulated  her  feelings,  and  she  was  again  loving  and  grateful, 
and  Claude  again  was  happy.  As  friends  they  might  have  been 
a  mutual  comfort  and  assistance  to  each  other,  and  regard  and 
respect  might,  by  degrees,  have  ripened  on  Helen's  side  into  a 
warmer  and  deeper  feeling.  But  she  had  placed  herself  in  a  false 
position,  and  her  intercourse  with  Claude  was  necessarily  re- 
strained and  unreal.  Mostespecially  was  this  the  case  when  he 
touched  upon  those  serious  subjects  which  were  always  in  his 
own  opinion  of  paramount  importance.  Before  they  were  engaged 
Helen  was  interested  in  them,  and  believed  that  by  discussing 
them  her  standard  of  right  was  raised,  and  her  judgment  improved. 
She  was  not  aware  that  no  small  part  of  the  charm  consisted  in 
the  excitement  of  hearing  Claude  talk ;  that  similar  remarks  made 
by  a  prosaic  old  woman  would  have  been  listened  to  with  in- 
difference. Of  course,  therefore,  she  believed  that  the  same  or 
even  greater  pleasure  and  benefit  would  be  derived  froia  CVwoAs^'s^ 
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conversation  when  they  were  engaged ;  and  if  she  had  really  loved 
him,  doubtless  this  would  have  been  the  case.  But  the  excited 
feeling  which  Helen,  under  the  influence  of  Lady  Augusta's  goad- 
ing suggestions,  mistook  for  love,  could  not  support  a  changeable 
mind  like  hers  day  after  day.  It  had  been  very  pleasant  to  hear 
Claude  discourse  upon  grave  matters  when  she  was  at  liberty  to 
run  away  from  him  when  she  was  tired,  or  excuse  herself  if  she 
was  not  in  the  humour  to  listen  to  him ;  but  when  once  he  had  a 
claim  upon  her,  his  favourite  topics  became  oppressive,  and  her 
untamed  spirit  fluttered  like  a  bird  in  a  cage,  longing  to  escape 
simply  because  she  felt  herself  under  restraint. 

Claude  was  perplexed  and  distressed  by  her;  but  he  was  in 
love  with  an  ideal  being,  not  with  the  real  Helen :  and  whenever 
the  unpleasant  truth  that  his  idol  was  imperfect  forced  itself  upon 
him,  he  consoled  himself  by  the  same  delusion  which  had  been  the 
means  of  originally  exciting  his  affection.  Helen  might  not  be 
quite  perfect  now,  but  she  would  become  so  by  training  and 
care ;  and  he — so  he  flattered  himself — should  be  the  instrument 
in  God's  Hands  of  forming  her  character.  With  this  view  he 
told  her  of  his  hopes  and  projects,  his  views  of  life  and  principles 
of  action ;  discoursing  to  the  present  Helen  as  he  would  to  the 
unreal  and  future  one,  and  seizing  upon  every  word  or  tone  which 
showed  interest  in  his  feelings,  as  indications  of  that  complete 
oneness  of  heart  which  he  fully  believed  was  the  joy  in  store  for 
him.  ^ 

It  was  all  a  dream,  yet  suJQicient  for  happiness  if  he  were  never 
to  wake  from  it. 

And  Lady  Augusta — it  was  her  work.  What  did  she  know  or 
care  for  all  this  ? 

Nothing.  Her  point  was  gained;  Claude  and  Helen  were 
engaged.  She  thought  herself  a  very  pattern  of  maternal  care. 
She,  who  might  have  manoeuvred  and  married  Helen  to  the  first 
nobleman  in  the  land,  was  contented  with  a  commoner,  and  had 
chosen  Claude  for  his  goodness.  She  had  saved  Helen  from  the 
seductive  snares  of  fashionable  life,  and,  after  educating  her  in 
retirement  and  simplicity,  placed  her  where  she  would  hold  the 
comparatively  retired  position  of  the  wife  of  a  countir  gentleman. 
What  mother  could  have  acted  with  higher  principle  or  greater 
prudence  ? 

"I  have  done  my  duty,  my  love,"  was  her  self-complacent  eja- 
culation to  Miss  Manners.  "  It  has  been  an  arduous  task,  but  I 
have  fulfilled  it.     My  sweet  Helen's  happiness  is  secure." 

Yet  "  sweet  Helen  "  herself  did  not  seem  so  fully  sensible  of  this 
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fact  as  she  might  have  been,  particularly  when  any  alludion  was 
made  to  the  necessity  of  consenting  to  bring  her  engagement  to  its 
termination  by  fixing  the  time  for  her  marriage.  Delays  of  course 
there  must  be.  Claude  was  to  take  his  seat  in  parliament,  and 
Helmsley  was  to  be  refurnished,  and  the  interminable  work  with 
the  lawyers  was  to  be  hurried  through.  But  Claude  was  quite 
certain  that  every  thing  could  be  ready  by  Easter ;  and  his  eager 
yet  methodical  mind  could  not  rest  without  some  settled  point  to 
dwell  upon.  But  Helen  was  variable  as  the  winds.  In  her  good 
moods  she  would  give  Claude  hope,  and  promise  to  comply  with 
whatever  he  might  think  best ;  but  in  her  wilful  ones  it  was  im- 
possible to  keep  her  to  any  plan  for  ten  minutes  together ;  objec- 
tions were  raised  to  every  thing  proposed,  and  the  moment  a 
definite  time  was  mentioned,  a  cloud  came  over  her,  and  the  con- 
versation was  dexterously  diverted  into  another  channel. 

Helen's  wayward  disposition  was  a  sufSicient  explanation  of 
these  changes  to  the  world  in  general,  and  perhaps  to  Lady  Au- 
gusta; but  her  father  was  irritated  by  them.  His  straight- 
forward, manly  character  made  it  impossible  for  him  to  follow  the 
intricacies  of  such  a  mind.  If  Helen  was  engaged  to  be  married, 
the  sooner,  according  to  his  ideas,  the  matriage  took  place  the 
better.  He  disliked  long  engagements,  he  said,  and  had  never 
known  any  good  come  of  them.  In  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  people 
grew  tired  of  waiting,  and  at  length  tired  of  each  other ;  and  this 
opinion,  backed  by  Lady  Augusta's  urgent  expostulations,  now 
and  then  had  some  weight  with  Helen,  at  least  apparently.  But 
the  reluctance  lay  deeper  than,  waywardness.  It  was  founded 
upon  truth, — felt,  though  scarcely  understood.  Helen  did  not 
love  Claude  as  a  woman  ought  to  love  the  man  whose  wife  she  has 
promised  to  be ;  and  not  all  the  casuistry  of  philosophy  could  have 
availed  against  the  honest  instinct  of  her  own  heart. 


CHAPTER  XXVni. 


But  this  was  the  under-current  at  Ivors ;  on  the  surface  all  was 
cheerfulness  and  excitement.  Under  the  influence  of  the  satisfac- 
tion caused  by  Helen's  engagement.  Lady  Augusta's  sympathies 
expanded  to  the  world  at  large,  as  well  as  to  her  own  exclusive 
coterie.  She  proposed  to  give  a  ball ;  Helen,  who  delighted  in 
dancing,  willingly  seconded  the  idea ;  Sir  Henry  thought  vlTsi^^E^ 
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farther  his  political  interests,  and  Claude,  though  he  did  not  like 
it,  yet  made  no  open  objection.  A  ball  in  a  country  place,  and 
for  political  purposes,  must  include  every  one ;  and  persons  who 
had  never  been  admitted  within  the  precincts  of  Ivors,  except  on 
the  occasion  of  a  yearly  morning  visit,  were  surprised  by  receiving 
the  unexpected  honour  of  a  card,  requesting  the  pleasure  of  their 
company  on  Thursday  evening,  Feb.  17th,  at  nine  o'clock.  Many, 
and  long,  and  various,  were  the  discussions  consequent  upon  such 
an  unlooked-for  event.  Pride  whispered,  that  if  Lady  Augusta 
did  not  choose  to  show  ordinary  attentions,  she  had  no  right  to 
offer  those  which  were  extraordinary.  Timidity  made  it  doubtful 
whether  it  would  be  pleasant  to  be  the  guest  of  a  person  so  pro- 
verbially haughty  and  exclusive.  Indolence  thought  that  the 
weather  was  cold,  and  that  a  seat  by  a  warm  fireside  was  better 
than  a  long  drive  on  a  winter's  night.  Prudence  suggested  that 
it  would  be  a  very  expensive  affair,  dress  being  a  matter  of  so 
much  importance  with  the  fashionable  people  who  would  be  met 
at  Ivors.  But  curiosity — the  fatal  inheritance  which  even  heathens 
regarded  as  the  source  of  all  human  ills — proved  stronger  than 
pride,  timidity,  indolence,  or  prudence;  and,  with  scarcely  one 
exception.  Lady  Augusta's  invitations  were  accepted  "  with  much 
pleasure." 

"  Not  only  the  world,  but  his  wife ! "  exclaimed  Maurice,  throw- 
ing down  a  number  of  notes  which  had  just  arrived.  "  What 
could  be  the  good  of  inviting  such  a  herd  of  savages  ? " 

"  Ask  Claude,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  graciously  ;  "  it  is  all  for 
him." 

Claude  had  just  returned  from  his  walk  in  the  colonnade,  and, 
perhaps,  was  not  in  particularly  good  spirits,  or  at  the  acm^  of 
good  humour.  "  He  was  sorry,"  he  said,  "  to  have  been  the  cause 
of  so  much  trouble ;  but  he  scarcely  knew  what  connexion  there 
was  between  himself  and  the  ball ; — indeed,  he  was  not  certain 
that  he  should  be  able  to  remain  for  it.  He  was  obliged  to  be  in 
London  on  the  19th,  and  possibly  he  might  be  called  upon  to  go 
earlier." 

"  My  dear  Claude !  impossible!  we  can  do  nothing  without  you! " 
exclaimed  Lady  Augusta,  with  a  countenance  full  of  affectionate 
horror  at  the  suggestion.  "  We  will  put  off  the  party — put  it  on 
— do  any  thing, — but  we  must  have  you." 

"  I  am  a  very  useless  person  at  a  ball,"  said  Claude.  "  I  only 
dance  because  I  can't  help  myself;  and  I  am  a  miserably  dull 
partner." 

"  We  will  ask  what  Helen  says,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  smiling. 

"I  never  had  the  pleasure  of  dancing  with  Helen  that  I  can 
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remember,"  said  Claude,   rather  coldly.     "It  was  one  of  the 
complaints  she  used  to  make  against  me  when  I  was  a  boy." 

"And  she  will  make  it  still,"  observed  Lady  Louisa  Stuart, 
looking  up  from  the  table  at  which  she  was  writing.  "  Helen 
delights  in  dancing  so,  that  she  would  fain  have  you  *  go  to  church 
in  a  galliard  and  come  home  in  a  coranto.' " 

"  And  boast  of  having  the  *  back  trick '  simply  as  strong  as  any 
man  in  Illyria,"  said  Claude,  laughing.  "  No,  I  leave  all  such 
marvels  to  Sir  Andrew  Aguecheek.  The  only  back  trick  I  can 
attempt  in  dancing  is  that  of  backing  out  of  it." 

"I  doubt,"  continued  Lady  Louisa,  regarding  him  with  an 
inspecting  eye, — "  *I  did  think,  by  the  excellent  constitution  of 
thy  leg,  it  was  formed  under  the  star  of  a  galliard.'  " 

Claude  looked  a  little  impatiei^t.  "Possibly  of  a  galliard,  but 
certainly  not  of  the  polka." 

"  Oh !  you  don't  know  your  own  powers  under  such  an  instruc- 
tress !  Helen,  my  love  ! "  and  Lady  Louisa  appealed  to  Helen,  who 
just  then  entered  the  room, — "your  services  are  required  as 
dancing-mistress.  Here  is  Mr.  Egerton  playing  the  recreant 
knight,  and  threatening  to  go  off  to  London  the  day  before  the 
ball,  unless  you  undertake  to  teach  him  the  polka." 

"  To  London  before  the  ball ! "  exclaimed  Helen.  "  Have  you 
business  there,  Claude?" 

She  did  not  seem  particularly  vexed  at  the  idea ;  and  Claude 
answered  with  assumed  indifference,  that  he  might  have ;  he  could 
not  say ;  but  the  ball  would  go  on  just  as  well  without  him. 

"  You  don't  like  dancing,  I  know,"  said  Helen,  meaning  to  make 
an  excuse  for  him. 

"Oh,  nonsense!"  exclaimed  Lady  Louisa;  "he  does  not  know 
his  own  mind.     Augusta,  you  really  must  interfere." 

"  There  is  no  cause  for  it,  I  am  sure,"  replied  Lady  Augusta,  in 
her  gentlest  manner ;  "  Claude  is  too  well  aware  of  the  value  we 
set  upon  his  presence  to  give  us  such  a  disappointment.  Lideed, 
Claude,  you  should  remember,  Helen's  pleasure  would  be  com- 
pletely gone." 

Helen  was  silent.  She  might  not  have  heard,  for  she  was 
turning  over  the  pages  of  a  new  club  book. 

"  I  don't  advise  Claude  to  remain  if  he  can  escape  it,"  exclaimed 
Maurice.  "  Such  a  set  of  aborigines !  Why  it  will  be  a  complete 
invasion  of  cuckoos,  turning  us  out  of  our  nest." 

Every  one  laughed.  Maurice  had  made  such  a  very  comfortable 
nest  for  himself  by  means  of  a  chaise  longue  drawn  near  the  fire, 
that  it  was  clear  what  had  suggested  the  fear. 
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«  With  Ckuide  awsj,  and  joa  deroted  to  the  care  of  your  own 
nest^**  obserred  Helen,  "  we  shall  be  Tcry  happily  sitaated  with 
regard  to  a  magter  of  the  ceremonies  for  the  aborigines.  Mamma'' 
— and  she  took  up  the  notes  which  Maorioe  had  thrown  down  — 
"  who  are  all  these  people  ?" 

"  Political  acquaintances  a  good  many  of  them,  my  love,"  replied 
Lady  Aogosta:  "persons  whom  your  father  thii^  it  right  to 
show  some  attention  to.  and  whom  it  is  better  to  ask  en  masse. 
Tliey  will  be  less  in  one's  way,  and  the  one  evening  will  do  for 
them." 

^  The  foMfanent  of  Calignla's  wish,"  said  Helen.  "  Give  them 
one  neck,  and  kill  them.  Well,  I  suppose  it  is  right  I  conclude 
HkMej  will  know  how  to  entertain  each  other.  Happily  we  shall 
have  onr  own  party.   Maurice,  have  you  written  about  the  band  ?  " 

"  Not  yet ;  I  shall  to-day.  Claude,  I  thought  that  you  and  I, 
and  Helen,  might  ride  over  to  DoDington  this  afternoon  to  inquire 
about  it.     There  is  nothing  to  be  done  in  that  way  at  Wingfield." 

Claude  had  been  standing  apart  all  this  time,  with  the  air  of  a 
man  anxious  to  escape,  and  yet  not  able  to  make  up  his  mind  to 
the  effort  When  Helen  was  present,  it  was  always  a  difficulty 
to  leave  the  room.  He  started  as  Maurice  addressed  him,  and 
answered  that  he  was  not  quite  sure  whether  it  would  be  possible ; 
he  thought  there  was  some  other  engagement  for  the  afternoon. 

Lady  Louisa  smiled  satirically.  "Don't  you  see,  Maurice, 
*oiir  graver  business  frowns  at  this  levity.'  The  honourable 
member  for  Ramsay  interest  himself  in  ordering  music  for  a  ball ! 
impossible !" 

Claude  turned  to  Helen.  "  Did  we  not  agree  to  ride  out  to 
Wingfield,  and  call  on  your  aunt  ?  I  should  like  to  prove  that 
my  engagement  is  a  true  one." 

Wingfield  is   on   the   way  to   DoUington,"   said   Maurice; 

perhaps — the  days  are  so  short,  — there  will  be  no  going  further 
if  Helen  and  Susan  are  allowed  to  gossip  together.  But,  I  suppose 
Claude," — and  he  looked  very  malicious, — "you  would  not  leave 
the  young  ladies  to  amuse  each  other,  and  go  on  with  me,  and 
return  again."  Claude  glanced  at  Helen,  and  received,  in  reply 
to  his  unasked  question,  the  observation,  that  she  had  a  good 
many  things  to  say  to  Susan ;  perhaps  it  might  be  as  welL 

"  And  after  all,"  said  Lady  Louisa,  "  the  idea  is  not  so  unsuit- 
aUe,  when  the  errand  is  looked  upon  in  its  true  Kgbt 

*  Gire  me  aom«  music ;  music,  moody  food 
OfusOnttnideiakyfe."' 
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Claude  could  bear  it  no  longer,  and  made  his  exit;  whilst 
Maurice  laughed,  and  Lady  Augusta  murmured,  "Louisa,  you 
really  are  too  bad." 

Helen  alone  was  grave,  and,  after  a  few  moments,  took  the  op- 
portunity of  stealing  unperceived  from  the  drawing-room,  and 
seeking  Claude  where  he  was  most  likely  to  be  found — in  the 
library. 


CHAPTER  XXIX. 


Claude's  countenance  and  attitude  showed  that  he  was  really 
vexed,  if  not  unhappy.  Ho  did  not  even  brighten  when  Helen 
drew  near,  till  she  went  up  to  him,  and  laid  her  hand  upon  his 
arm;  and  then  a  smile,  most  touching  in  its  gentleness  and  love, 
passed  over  his  face,  as  he  said,  "  Are  you  come  to  make  Lady 
Louisa's  peace  ?  " 

"I  am  come  to  make  my  own,"  said  Helen.  "Claude,  I  am 
very  provoking  to  you." 

"  I  expect  too  much,"  he  replied,  "  when  I  feel  that  I  cannot  live 
happily  for  a  single  day  away  from  you.  I  forget  how  much  you 
have,  and  have  always  had,  to  interest  you,  independently  of  me." 

"You  know  I  do  wish — yes,  I  wish  heartily — that  you  should 
be  here  for  the  ball,"  continued  Helen. 

Strange !  that  the  assurance  did  not  satisfy  him ;  but  it  was  so. 

"My  business  is  no  pretence,"  he  replied,  avoiding  a  direct 
reply.  "  I  do  think  it  may  be  necessary :  I  had  letters  this  morn- 
ing which  made  me  fear  that  it  might  be ;  but  I  would  not  say 
any  thing  about  them  till  I  was  certain,  fearing — but  I  don't 
think  I  need  have  been  under  any  such  apprehension." 

"  You  think  I  don't  care,"  said  Helen.  He  sighed ;  and  Helen 
continued,  in  a  tone  of  self-exculpation,  "  You  have  always  said 
that  you  don't  like  dancing,  and  you  set  your  face  against  the  ball 
from  the  beginning.  I  don't  think  Mamma  and  I  should  have 
succeeded  in  it  at  all,  because  of  your  dislike,  if  it  had  not  been 
for  Papa's  fancy  of  giving  an  entertainment  to —  "  she  stopped. 

"  The  aborigines  ! "  said  Claude,  a  little  bitterly ;  "  you  may  as 
well  call  your  fellow- creatures  by  the  Ivors'  name." 

"  Claude,  you  are  unkind,"  replied  Helen ;  "  you  talk  of  my 
being  satirical;  but  there  is  no  one,  no  one  more  severe  than 
yourself." 

"  Yes,  I  own  it,"  he  exclaimed  ;  "I  was  yttotx^,    "^xxX.^  l^'^^w^ 
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darling,  you  know  it  was  not  against  you  I  spoke.  I  understand 
—  I  know  80  well  how  it  happens  —  I  feel  sure  it  is  not  your  own 
taste.  But  it  pains  me,  I  own ;  it  is  so  unlike  what  I  long  to  see, 
— so  unlike — may  I  quote  the  Bible  to  you  ? — the  *  charity  which 
sufiereth  long,  and  is  kind,  and  vaunteth  not  itself,  and  is  not 
puffed  up.'  And  I  feel  too — you  must  let  me  say  it — that  it  is 
so  narrow  and  petty,  my  mind  revolts  from  it,  and  then  I  show  it. 
But  I  ought  not  to  do  it, — I  ought  to  bear  with  it  here ;  and  by- 
and-by,  at  Helmsley — oh  !  Helen,  you  will  learn,  if  for  my  sake 
only,  to  remember  that  in  God's  sight  the  prince  and  the  peasant 
are  equal." 

"  I  do  remember  it  now,"  continued  Helen.  "  There  is  nothing 
which  jars  upon  me  more  than  the  vulgar  assumption  of  rank." 

He  repeated  the  word  "vulgar."  "Yes,  that  is  it,  Helen. 
All  that  is  vulgar  is  despised ;  but  the  vulgarity  is  measured  by 
the  standard  of  Ivors." 

"I  have  no  other  standard  to  measure  it  by,"  replied  Helen. 
"No,  you  are  right,  and  I  am  always  doing  you  injustice  by 
forgetting  it.     It  is  education." 

*•  The  world  is  not  accustomed  to  think  quite  so  meanly  of  my 
education  as  you  do,"  said  Helen,  with  some  haughtiness. 

"  No  doubt,  it  has  been  a  very  good  education  according  to  the 
world's  maxims  ;  and  Helen,  dearest,  don't  think  I  would  be  hard 
or  disrespectful.  I  feel  quite  sure  that  Lady  Augusta  acted  on 
what  appeared  to  her  the  safest  and  wisest  principles." 

"Only  the  results  have  not  been  satisfactory  to  you,"  said 
Helen ;  "  it  is  a  pity  that  you  did  not  make  the  discovery  before 
doing  me  the  honour  to  select  me  as  a  companion  for  life." 

"  Helen  ! "  exclaimed  Claude,  "  that  is  an  unfairness  which  is 
unworthy  of  you." 

He  looked  intensely  pained.  Helen's  conscience  was  touched, 
and  she  said  more  gently,  "  I  cannot  but  think  that  your  opinions 
on  these  points  are  exaggerated." 

"  They  may  be,"  he  said ;  "  and  yet  whenever  I  think  upon  them, 
reasonably  and  dispassionately,  they  are  strengthened.  I  will 
speak  generally.  I  see  the  same  thing,  more  or  less,  wherever  I 
go ;  and  amongst  really  good  people  also, — people  whom,  in  other 
respects,  I  can  thoroughly  admire.  In  almost  every  family,  I  see 
some  particular  standard  set  up,  by  which  the  whole  world  is  to 
bo  measured ;  and  whoever  does  not  come  up  to  the  standard  is, 
as  it  were,  under  sentence  of  excommunication." 

"  But  if  the  standard  is  a  good  and  right  one,"  said  Helen,  "  I 
don't  see  where  the  harm  can  be." 
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"  Grod's  standard  is  the  highest,"  said  Claude,  "  and  He  requires 
us  all  to  come  up  to  it ;  but  when  we  fall  short,  He  does  not  cut 
us  off,  or  look  upon  us  with  contempt." 

**  I  don't  mean  to  be  contemptuous,"  said  Helen. 

"  Dearest,  no  !  I  am  quite  sure  of  it.  I  am  certain  it  is  only 
habit.  Perhaps  I  should  not  have  noticed  it  in  you,  only, — you 
must  forgive  my  saying  it, — it  is  the  tone  of  the  house." 

"  We  are  a  little  exclusive,  I  believe,"  said  Helen ;  "  but  really 
it  is  impossible  to  help  it,  the  people  near  us  are  so  very  vulgar 
and  absurd." 

"Possibly  :  I  don't  know  any  thing  about  them ;  I  am  only 
arguing  generally.  And  you  must  allow,  Helen,  from  your  own 
experience,  that  persons  who  would  be  as  kind  as  possible  to  the 
very  poor,  and  would  give  away  money  to  any  extent,  cannot  re- 
sist the  temptation  of  a  sharp  criticism  upon  individuals  just  one 
degree  below  them." 

"Very  difficult!  I  confess,"  said  Helen,  lightly;  "and  I  will 
make  you  own  it,  Claude,  if  you  are  here  the  night  of  the  ball." 

"  You  may  succeed  easily  enough,"  said  Claude.  "  I  feel  the 
more  keenly  upon  the  subject  because  fastidiousness  is  my  great 
temptation,  and  I  have  had  such  a  keen  battle  with  myself  to 
subdue  it." 

"That  is  satisfactory,"  said  Helen.  "At  any  rate,  we  shall 
have  a  fellow  feeling." 

"  Yes  ;  only,  Helen,  we  must  meet  upon  the  same  ground,  and 
acknowledge  that  the  thing  is  wrong." 

"  Wrong !     Not  quite  right,  perhaps ;  a  human  infirmity." 

"  Oh,  Helen,  so  much,  much  more  than  that.  Please  look  at  it 
truly." 

"  What  ?  fastidiousness  ?  "  said  Helen.  "  After  all  there  is  a 
great  deal  that  is  good  in  it." 

*'•  I  don't  see  it,"  said  Claude. 

"  It  is  founded  upon  a  sense  of  beauty,  refinement,  delicacy  of 
mind,"  said  Helen. 

"  All  of  which  we,  of  course,  possess  ourselves,"  said  Claude. 

Helen  laughed.  "  If  we  were  in  the  Palace  of  Truth  I  suppose 
we  should  be  obliged  to  own  it;  so  I  may  as  well  say,  yes." 

"And  we  are  the  exclusive  judges  of  this  beauty,  and  refine- 
ment, and  delicacy,"  continued  Claude. 

"  Absurd !"  exclaimed  Helen.     "  No  one  says  that." 

"  But  every  one  acts  upon  it,"  said  Claude.  "  If  it  were  not  so, 
we  should  give  our  neighbours  credit  for  being  sometimes  as  likely 

SI  3 


tvo«s- 


\6^ 

taste.    ^TiVA.^*''"!  uTs^i* 


d^ 


'^-^ --« f i;i;^,,. 


6°  '''f  oug^trAL?ey-*»V„  God'*  ^^^^  .'  1te^« 'f  r^V." 


^*'     ed  M 


•1  ' 


^«*^^  "t;;ore,^^*^^gar. 


^U 


L\g^^^^^ 


tfteft'' 


sute  Vt  M'    ^ou 


do^t*! 


"  vev^it;n;;\«e  M 


lleVe«UW^«^:iU'd  C^'^^*' 


.  ^as  to«°- 


lYOBB.  167 

^*  And  what  will  you  do  beyond  that  ?  "  asked  Claude* 

Helen  looked  at  him  in  surprise. 

<'  Shall  we  be  likaly  to  meet  these  vulgar  people  in  Heaven  ?" 
he  continued. 

^'  I  don't  understand,  Claude ;  you  are  tiresome." 

<^  I  only  wanted  to  know  your  opinion  upon  the  subject,"  he 
Replied ;  '*  because  it  strikes  me  that  if  such  persons  can  have  any 
reasonable  hope  of  being  admitted  to  Heaven,  there  must  be 
something  in  them  worthy  of  our  consideration  and  regard  upon 
earth." 

Helen  was  touched  by  his  earnestness,  and  answered  humbly : 
'^  Claude,  I  wish  J.  could  think  like  you."  And  Claude's  counte- 
nance brightened  into  happiness;  and  in  that  simple  acknow- 
ledgment he  read  the  realisation  of  all  his  hopes, — the  conviction 
that  Helen  was  perfect  in  intention,  though  possibly  not  always 
in  practice.  His  eager  satisfaction  showed  itself  in  warm  praise ; 
and  Helen,  pleased  with  herself,  grew  pleased  with  him,  and 
yielding,  as  she  always  did,  to  impulse,  became  affectionate  said 
confidential,  and  so  the  ^eatening  cloud  for  the  moment  passed  by. 


CHAPTER  XXX. 


It  was  by  a  kind  of  mutual  consent  that  the  subject  of  Claude's 
journey  to  London  was  not  again  brought  forward.  Claude  was 
too  happy  to  think  about  it ;  Helen  avoided  it  without  examining 
why.  She  was  in  the  most  agreeable  mood  that  afternoon,  declined 
going  to  Dollington  with  Maurice,  and  was  charmed  that  Claude 
should  accompany  her  to  Wingfield,  and  talk  with  Mrs.  Graham 
about  a  plan  he  had  formed  for  sending  Kate  H^ope  to  Helmsley, 
to  be  under  his  housekeeper,  and  make  herself  useful  in  needle- 
work. The  idea  had  seiced  her  fancy,  and  she  entered  into  it 
with  much  warmth ;  indeed  for  the  time  being,  this  little  work 
of  kindness  had  quite  taken  the  place  of  the  ball  in  her  interest. 
It  would  surely  have  been  very  unkind  in  any  one  to  remind 
Claude,  that  characters  are  to  be  judged,  not  by  hours  and  days, 
but  by  months  and  years.  He  did  really  think  Helen  perfect 
that  afternoon ;  and  unquestionably  in  outward  form  it  would 
have  been  difficult  to  find  any  one  more  captivating,  as  she 
cantered  her  horse  through  the  park,  managing  it  with  ease  and 
graoOt  and  talking  with  animation  of  the  project  by  which  it  was 
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to  be  hoped  thftt  a  comfortable  home  and  occupation  might  be 
provided  for  the  lame  girl  at  Helmsley-  Claude  was  never  so 
thoroughly  happy  as  when  he  could  induce  Helen  to  talk  of 
Helmsley  as  of  a  place  in  which  all  her  thoughts  were  centered. 
His  London  life  was  always  to  him  an  episode  of  existence. 
Helmsley,  with  its  early  associations,  and  the  care  of  the  people 
he  had  known  from  infancy,  was  the  paradise  to  which  he  longed 
to  transplant  the  lovely  Eve  upon  whom  his  heart  was  fixed. 

And  Helen  liked  talking  of  the  place,  but  it  was  not  always  in 
the  way  which  suited  Claude.  She  had  a  good  deal  of  girlish 
curiosity,  into  which  he  was  unable  to  enter.  Questions  about 
the  number  of  rooms,  the  style  of  the  furniture,  the  pictures  and 
ornaments,  were  wearisome  to  him,  for  he  had  scarcely  ever 
thought  about  them,  and  was  often  puzzled  when  called  upon  to 
describe  them.  He  might  even  have  been  annoyed  with  her 
scrutiny  upon  these  points,  if  it  had  been  less  simple.  He  was 
occasionally  annoyed  at  Lady  Augusta's  questions,  and  once 
quietly  declined  answering  some  impertinent  inquiries  of  Miss 
Manners ;  but  Helen  was,  in  some  respects  so  like  a  child,  that 
he  was  obliged  to  treat  her  as  such,  telling  her  all  she  wished  to 
know,  yet  at  the  same  time  endeavouring  to  make  her  look  upon 
the  place,  not  merely  as  a  home  of  beauty  and  pleasure,  but  as  the 
centre  of  her  duties. 

Whether  Helen  chose  to  regard  it  in  this  light  or  not,  depended 
upon  the  humour  of  the  moment ;  and  even  on  this  good  day,  the 
mood  now  and  then  gave  symptoms  of  coming  to  an  end.  They 
talked  of  Kate  Hope  till  they  reached  Wingfield ;  and  then  Claude 
proposed  that  they  should  ride  on  a  few  miles  further,  and  call  on 
Mrs.  Grraham  afterwards  ;  and  even  this  slight  interruption  gave 
something  of  a  turn  to  Helen's  quickly  changing  thoughts!  She 
was  amused  by  some  oddly  dressed  people  who  were  walking 
down  the  street,  and  was  just  beginning  to  launch  forth  in  her 
usual  strain  of  sharp  satire,  when  the  expression  of  Claude's  face 
for  the  moment  checked  her.  She  became  silent,  and  it  was  not 
quite  so  easy  afterwards  to  engage  her  in  the  same  kind  of  con- 
versation which  had  given  her  pleasure  before.  Claude  was  very 
patient  with  her  in  these  variable  fancies,  and  by  degrees  suc- 
ceeded in  bringing  round  the  subject  again  ;  and  on  they  rode, 
Helen  again  talking  as  if  her  only  object  in  existence  was  to  live 
such  a  life  as  that  of  Susan  Graham,  a  life  spent  for  others,  with- 
out thought  for  herself. 

Poor  Claude !  how  fascinating  it  was  to  him  to  hear  her !  It 
led  him  on  farther  than  he  had  at  first  intended.    It  made  him 
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feel  so  safe,  so  certain  of  her  sympathy  and  love,  he  felt  that  he 
might  ask  any  thing  and  not  be  refused ;  and  at  last  he  said,  quite 
abruptly,  "Helen,  I  wonder  whether  you  would  understand  a 
feeling  of  mine,  if  I  were  to  confess  it  to  you  ?" 

"  I  would  try,"  replied  Helen  ;  '*  you  tell  me  I  can  sometimes." 

"  Very  often :  in  matters  of  taste  always ;  but  this  is  not  quite 
taste.  You  will,  perhaps,  consider  it  a  fancy.  Lady  Augusta 
would  call  it  a  crotchet." 

"Mamma  thinks  many  things  crotchets  which  I  don't,"  replied 
Helen. 

"  Well,  then  !  it  is  a  fancy  about  this  ball ; — morbid,  perhaps 
— I  can't  say  ;  but  it  stands  in  the  way  of  my  entering  into  it." 

"  And  is  the  cause  of  your  business  in  London,"  said  Helen, 
laughing. 

"  Not  exactly ;  I  really  have  business.  It  is  only  the  cause  of 
my  being  less  sorry  to  be  away  than  I  should  have  been  on  any 
other  occasion." 

"  You  don't  patronise  such  things,"  said  Helen ;  "  we  all  know 
that." 

"I  don't  care  about  them  generally.  I  never  disliked  them 
thoroughly  till  now.     Helen,  can't  you  understand  ?" 

He  looked  at  her  very  earnestly,  but  Helen  only  answered 
lightly,  "  I  suppose  you  think  them  undignified." 

"  Not  for  myself ;  I  have  no  dignity  to  lose,"  he  replied. 

"  But  for  me,"  exclaimed  Helen.  "  You  should  have  told  me 
this  before,  Claude."  Her  tone  showed  pique  and  annoyance,  and 
Claude  answered  quickly,  "  I  could  not  put  a  mere  fancy  of  my 
own  against  Lady  Augusta's  evident  wish,  and  yours  also.  It 
would  have  seemed  unreasonable  folly;  and  besides,  I  am  not  so 
selfish  as  to  wish  to  bind  you  by  my  own  peculiar  feelings.  Per- 
haps I  might  have  been  better  pleased  if  the  ball  had  never  been 
thought  of,  but  when  it  was,  I  was  not  the  person  to  interpose." 

"  Only  you  would  prefer  my  not  taking  part  in  it,  I  suppose," 
said  Helen,  quietly,  though  her  colour  went  and  came  very  fast. 

*'  No,  indeed  ! "  he  exclaimed.     "  I  would  only should  you 

think  me  very  severe,  Helen,  if  I  were  to  suggest  that  there  are 
some  dances,  which  I  should  feel  very  grateful  if  you  would  con- 
sent to  give  up  ?  I  know  I  am  asking  a  great  favour,"  he  added, 
gently. 

"  A  very  great  one,"  was  Helen's  short  reply.  "  If  I  am  only 
to  dance  quadrilles,  which  I  suppose  is  what  you  mean,  I  may  as 
well  sit  still  the  whole  evening." 

"  It  is  very  provoking,"  said  Claude ;  "  and  I  thought  &  ^\i<5a.l 
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jdfial  before  I  could  make  up  my  mind  to  say  any  thing,  knowing 
how  I  should  disappoint  you ;  but  I  have  such  a  strong  feeling 
about  it." 

"  And  I  suppose,  then,  I  am  never  to  dance  the  polka  when  I 
ana  married,*'  said  Helen. 

"  It  would  be  my  wish,"  said  Claude ;  "  my  taste  is  always 
offended  by  it." 

Helen  rode  on  in  silent  thought ; — presently  she  exclaimed  :  "I 
must  say  you  very  charitable  people  are  the  most  uncharitable 
judges  I  know.  You  are  doing  the  very  thing,  Claude,  for  which 
just  now  you  blamed  me.  You  set  up  a  standard  of  right,  and 
condemn  every  one  who  does  not  abide  by  it." 

"Nay,  dearest,  excuse  me,"  replied  Claude;  "I  set  up  no 
standard  ;  I  express  merely  a  personal  feeling.  With  all  my  ob- 
jections to  a  particular  style  of  dancing,  I  should  be  shocked  with 
myself,  if  I  were  to  think  harshly  of  those  who  join  in  it,  and  can 
see  no  evil.  Possibly,  probably,  indeed,  their  minds  are  in  a  much 
better  state  than  mine." 

"It  is  all  a  matter  of  custom,"  said  Helen.  "Some  one  was 
talking  the  other  day  of  a  letter  in  the  *  Spectator,*  about  the 
enormities  of  the  country  dance.  Since  you  take  the  strict  side 
in  these  matters,  I  wonder  you  don't  object  to  that  likewise." 

"  Of  course  it  is  a  question  of  custom,"  replied  Claude  ;  "  if  it 
were  not  so,  the  present  style  of  dancing  would  be  simply  unen- 
durable." 

"  Then  if  it  is  custom,  there  is  no  harm  in  it,"  said  Helen. 

"  I  ask  my  favour,  Helen,  for  myself,  without  reference  to  any 
other  point."  His  tone  showed  how  much  he  was  hurt  by  her 
wilful  misapprehension ;  and  Helen  was  a  little  frightened,  but  too 
proud  to  yield  the  argument. 

"  Your  nature  is  exacting,"  she  said. 

"Exacting!"  His  accent  startled  her.  "Heaven  knows — 
but  no;  I  will  not  boast,  only  God  preserve  me  from  such  an 
eviL" 

"  You  use  strong  words,"  said  Helen. 

"Because  I  feel  them,"  he  replied.  "Exacting  natures  are 
jealous  natures,  and  I  dread  jealousy  as  the  serpent  evil  which 
would  utterly  destroy  domestic  happiness.  I  don't  say  I  could 
never  feel  it ;  but  I  do  know  that  if  I  were  to  do  so  I  would 
give  myself  no  rest,  either  in  prayer  or  in  a  ceaseless  struggle,  till 
I  had  subdued  it.  No,  where  I  love  I  must  feel  trust — un- 
bounded, implicit.  Even  now  I  would  have  you  free  as  the  air, 
to  look,  and  move,  and  think,  and  feel,  according  to  the  dictates 
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of  your  own  pure  and  noble  nature.  And,  once  my  wife,  the 
tried  love  of  centuries  should  not  produce  a  fuller,  deeper  confi- 
dence than  I  would  bestow  upon  you  from  the  moment  that  I 
enjoyed  the  blessedness  of  calling  you  mine.  There  is  no  un- 
worthy feeling,  I  trust,  in  my  wish,  Helen.  K  there  be,  I  pray 
God  to  show  it  to  me." 

Helen's  countenance  changed  during  this  speech;  she  was 
evidently  moved  by  it :  yet,  even  now,  the  unchecked  pride  and 
wilfulness  of  her  character  were  too  strong  for  her  ;  and,  as  they 
stopped  at  the  gate  of  Wingfield  Court,  she  said :  "  I  will  mention 
your  wish  to  mamma,  and  consult  her  about  it." 

Claude  caught  her  bridle,  as  she  was  about  to  pass  on.  "  Stay, 
Helen,  stay !  ^  he  exclaimed,  in  a  tone  of  deeply  wounded  feeling. 
"  I  will  have  no  one  consulted.  If  the  favour  I  ask  is  not  granted 
from  affection,  it  is  not  worth  my  acceptance,  I  give  it  up." 

Without  allowing  her  time  to  answer  him,  he  rode  up  to  the 
house  and  rang  the  bell. 


CHAPTER  XXXI. 


Three  weeks  at  home,  with  daily  occupation  and  continual 
sources  of  interest,  had  done  much  for  Susan  Graham  in  re- 
storing the  balance  of  her  mind.  Her  mother's  judicious  tact 
had  saved  her  from  the  useless  humiliation  of  acknowledging  the 
incipient  feelings  which,  if  they  had  been  reciprocated,  would 
doubtless  have  expanded  themselves  into  that  deeply  rooted 
and  overpowering  affection  of  which  her  heart  was  capable  ; 
and  not  even  to  herself  did  Susan  allow  that  she  had  ever  enter- 
tained any  regard  for  Claude  Egerton  beyond  that  which  their 
early  acquaintance  justified. 

There  was  no  morbidness  in  her  character.  Natural  dispo- 
sition and  careful  education  had  preserved  her  from  such  an 
evil ;  and  when  others,  full  of  romance  and  excitement,  though 
good  and  earnest,  might  have  solaced  themselves  hy  brooding 
over  the  disappointments  of  life,  Susan  found  her  consolation  in 
active  exertion. 

And  there  was  full  scope  for  such  comfort.  So  many  hearts 
clung  to  her,  so  many  doors  were  open  to  her,  above  all  she  had 
been  so  trained  to  show  and  draw  out  sympathy,  that  each  day 
brought  with  it  some  claim  of  duty  or  kindness  to  withdraw  her 
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thoughts  from  herself,  and  teach  her  to  find  happiness  in  the 
happiness  of  her  fellow-creatures. 

It  was  a  strangely  different  life  from  that  which  Helen  led 
at  Ivors.  Occupations,  pleasures,  companionship — all  were  un- 
like. It  might  have  been  called  a  life  in  the  world ;  she  mixed 
with  it,  heard  of  it,  knew  something  of  its  evils,  something  of  its 
temptations;  yet  the  brightness  of  an  angel's  purity  could 
scarcely  have  seemed  more  unsullied  than  the  heart  of  Susan 
Graham. 

Is  it  a  delusive  imagination  that  the  Hand  of  God  is  over  those 
who  meet  with  evil  in  the  path  of  duty,  so  that,  even  when 
seen,  handled,  and  touched,  it  has  no  power  to  injure  them  ? 

Helen  was  planning  gaieties  at  Ivors,  and  Susan  also  was 
planning  them  at  Wingfield.  Charlie  was  at  home,  and  it  was 
necessary  to  make  his  holidays  pleasant.  Lady  Augusta  was 
going  to  give  a  grand  ball ;  Mrs.  Graham  talked  of  a  large 
children's  party.  The  topic  was  under  discussion  on  the  day 
chosen  by  Claude  for  his  first  visit  with  Helen  to  Wingfield 
since  their  engagement.  Perhaps  Susan  might  not  have  borne 
her  part  in  it  so  comfortably,  if  she  had  known  what  was 
hanging  over  her.  The  undefined  dread  of  seeing  Claude  and 
Helen  together  was  continually  haunting  her,  but  hitherto  she 
had  never  been  tried  by  it.  The  first  week  after  Christmas  had 
been  wet ;  during  the  second,  engagements  of  various  kinds  had 
interfered,  and  both  Claude  and  Helen  disliked  riding  through  the 
town,  and  were  not  sorry  to  make  excuses  for  going  in  another 
direction.  When  the  third  arrived,  it  seemed  quite  necessary 
to  pay  the  visit,  yet  it  was  put  off  from  day  to  day,  until 
Claude  was  ashamed  to  defer  it  any  longer,  and  persuaded  Helen 
to  go.  But  Susan  thought  less  about  the  probability  of  such  an 
event  on  this  day  than  on  many  former  days,  because  she  hap- 
pened to  be  particularly  engaged  with  the  arrangements  for  the 
children's  party. 

"How  many  are  there  going  to  be !"  exclaimed  Charlie,  bursting 
into  the  room,  and  rushing  up  to  his  sister's  writing-table.  It 
was  a  holiday,  and  they  had  all  been  suffering  in  consequence 
from  his  exuberant  spirits. 

"  More  than  you  will  know,  Charlie,"  was  Anna's  reply,  whilst 
she  continued  folding  up  the  notes  which  Susan  had  been 
writing ;  "  so  run  away  like  a  good  boy." 

"  But  I  must  know,  and  I  will,  too  ;  it  is  my  own  concern. 
You  may  as  well  give  me  the  paper  by  fair  means,  Anna,  or 
I  shall  get  it  by  foul;"  and  he  caught  hold  of  Anna's  arm,  as 
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she  held  the  paper  out  of  his  reach,  and  pulled  it  down,  whilst 
she  laughingly  strove  to  keep  it  from  him. 

"  Tiresome  boy !  and  so  strong  too  I "  she  exclaimed.  "  It  is 
like  a  giant's  grasp.  I  wish,  Charlie,  we  could  lock  you  up  till 
the  day  came.*' 

"  Lock  me  up !  Dear  little  chick  ! "  He  seized  Anna  by  the 
throat,  and  kissed  her  first  on  one  cheek,  and  then  on  the  other, 
till  she  cried  out  for  mercy.  "I  should  just  like  you  to  try. 
They  tried  it  at  school  the  other  day,  and  thought  it  a  jolly  good 
joke :  and  I  was  out  of  the  window,  and  along  the  leads  of  the 
house,  and  over  some  roofs ;  and  jump  —  down  I  came  like  a  cat 
on  my  feet,  and  peeped  in  at  the  school-room  window,  frighten- 
ing them  out  of  their  wits.     They  thought  I  was  a  ghost." 

"  You  are  not  likely  to  frighten  me  out  of  my  wits,  but  only 
out  of  my  patience,"  replied  Anna.  "  But  here  is  mamma ;  now 
you  must  go." 

Charlie  jumped  upon  the  table,  as  Mrs.  Graham  entered ; 
crossed  his  arms,  and  looked  provokingly  determined.  "  Mamma, 
now  haven't  I  a  right  ?  It's  my  party.  Mustn't  they  tell  me  who's 
coming  ?  " 

"  That  depends  upon  circumstances.  You  are  in  the  way  now;  so 
go  back  to  your  workshop:  when  we  want  you  we  will  send  for  you." 

"  But  you  won't  have  a  set  of  old  fbgies.  I  can't  bear  them. 
Just  let  me  say  who  sha'n't  come,  and  you  shall  say  who  shall." 

"A  considerable  amount  of  importance  you  young  gentlemen 
claim  for  yourselves,"  said  Susan,  giving  her  last  note  to  Anna,  to 
direct, — "a  veto  upon  all  matters." 

"  Of  course  !  Magister,  magistri,  magistro  !  What  is  the  use  of 
going  to  school  if  one  does  n't  learn  the  value  of  the  masculine 
gender  ?"  exclaimed  Charlie. 

"  And  the  power  of  the  feminine,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  quietly. 
"  My  dear  boy,  I  really  do  want  you  to  go ;"  and  in  an  instant 
Charlie  descended  from  his  elevated  position,  and  ran  off,  turning 
round  at  the  door,  to  declare  once  more,  that  he  felt  it  his  duty  to 
make  a  protest  against  "  fogies." 

Anna  shut  the  door  behind  him,  and  came  back  to  her  mother. 
"  Now  that  he  is  gone^  there  is  hope.  Dear  mamma,  we  wanted 
you.     Susan,  and  Isabella,  and  I,  have  some  conscience  fidgets." 

"Not  about  new  invitations,  I  hope?"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;- 
"  we  shall  have  such  a  number  now,  that  the  room  will  scarcely 
hold  them." 

"  They  won't  all  come,"  said  Susan  ;  "  and  there  are  two  or 
three; — I  made  a  list  of  them; — Anna,  you   had  it."    Anna 
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found  it  carcMly  put  away  in  her  writing-case.  "Mr.  Conyers 
has  a  niece  coming  to  him,  a  girl  of  sixteen  ;  I  don't  think  we  can 
leave  her  ont ;  and  the  Morrisons  hare  two  little  consins,  orphans, 
so  Mrs.  Lowrie  says ;  and  she  thinks  they  would  be  charmed  with 
the  Christmas  tree,  though  they  are  too  young  to  dance." 

"  It  will  inTolTC  making  more  presents,'*  said  ^Irs.  Graham ; 
"  and  yon  are  not  nearly  ready  now." 

"The  presents  are  no  trouble,"  said  Anna.  ''Isabella  can 
make  a  fittle  needle-book,  or  some  trifle  of  that  kind." 

"Poor  Isabella  seems  the  victim  on  this  occasion,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham ;  "  she  has  been  working  till  her  fingers  ache  for  the  last 
fofrtnight." 

"  I  don't  think  she  cares,"  said  Susan ;  *•  she  is  very  merry 
about  it,  and  she  likes  working  a  great  deal  better  than  going  out. 
And  then,"  continued  Anna,  —  "  don't  be  firightened,  dear  Tnamma, 
— but  Miss  Harvey  has  a  sister  with  her,  and  I  was  describing 
the  tree  to  them,  and  they  had  never  heard  of  such  a  thing  be- 
fore,— and  we  thought — would  it  be  very  odd  to  ask  them  to 
come  and  look  at  it  ?" 

Mrs.  Graham  considered  a  little.  ''  We  can't  exactlv  invite 
them  to  spend  the  evening,  my  love ;  it  would  be  out  of  place." 

"But  only  just  to  come  and  see  the  tree,  and  have  a  little 
present,"  said  Anna.  "  I  thought  I  would  make  Miss  Harvey  a 
case  for  her  knitting-needles  ;  she  wants  one,  I  know." 

"  They  would  only  come  just  for  five  minutes,"  said  Susan ; 
"  and  you  know,  mamma,  one  has  a  kind  of  feeling  about  a  thing 
which  takes  up  so  much  time  and  thought  as  a  Christmas  tree, 
that  it  ought  to  be  made  to  give  as  nrach  pleasure  as  possible.*^ 

"  Quite  so,  dear  child.  The  only  thing  to  be  considered  is, 
whether  one  does  give  pleasure  by  bringing  persons  together  who 
are  not  accustomed  to  meet ;  but  I  don't  see  any  objection  now. 
One  of  the  good  things  about  these  children's  psurties  is,  that  one 
may  break  through  strict  etiqnette.  Only,  Anna,  the  invitation 
had  better  be  made  by  yourselves.  Just  say,  that  if  Miss  Harvey 
and  her  sister  would  not  think  it  a  trouble  to  come  and  look  at 
Ac  tree  when  it  is  lighted,  I  shall  be  very  glad  to  see  them  here." 

"And  Charlie  can  go  for  them,  and  take  them  back,"  said 
Anna ;  "  it  is  just  what  he  will  like,  he  is  so  fond  of  Miss  Harvey." 

"  Oh !  and  mamma,  about  Kate  Hope ; "  continued  Susan ;  "she 
wants  to  stay  for  the  tree  too,  only  she  didn't  like  to  ask." 

"  And  you  know  we  have  a  present  for  her,"  said  Anna  :  ''the 
book  which  we  meant  to  have  given  her  on  New  Year's  Day. 
We  thought  she  would  like  it  so  much  coming  off  the  tree." 
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"  I  hope  the  servants  will  see  better  than  they  did  last  time," 
said  Susan  ;  "  people  crowded  so  before  them.  Don't  you  think, 
mamma,  it  would  be  a  good  thing  to  have  them  in  first  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  it  might.  About  Kate  Hope,  it  must  depend  upon 
the  arrangements  at  Helmsley.  Mr.  Egerton  sent  me  word  he 
had  heard  from  his  housekeeper,  and  meant  to  come  the  first  day 
he  could,  to  talk  about  the  plan." 

"  Are  they  in  such  a  dreadful  hurry  ?  "  asked  Anna.  "  I  thought 
Lady  Hume  said,  the  other  day,  that  she  believed  there  was  no 
time  fixed  for  the  marriage." 

"  I  suppose  it  will  be  soon  after  Easter,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  The  Admiral  doesn't  wish  for  such  haste,"  said  Anna. 

**  Who  told  you  so,  my  love  ?  "  inquired  Mrs.  Graham. 

Anna  blushed.  "Mamma,  I  am  afraid  I  am  very  naughty, 
but  the  Admiral  is  always  quoting  *  There's  many  a  slip  'twixt 
the  cup  and  the  Kp,' — and  I  can't  help  understanding." 

*  I  hope  it  will  be  soon  after  Easter,"  said  Susan.     It  was  a 
very  peculiar  tone — quiet,  but  forced. 

Mrs.  Graham  gave  one.  glance  at  Susan,  but  said  nothing. 
Anna  exclaimed,  laughingly :  "  Most  oracular !  a  mine  of  meaning 
underneath  !" 

Susan  tried  to  speak  more  lightly.  "  I  only  mean  that  long 
engagements  are — I  don't  know  what  or  why — but  they  are  bad 
things,  mamma,  aren't  they?" 

**  Deep  as  the  mysteries  of  Delphi  ! "  continued  Anna. 

Mrs.  Grraham  interrupted  her. 

•*I»ong  engagements,  as  a  general  rule,  try  the  strength  of 
affection  beyond  what  is  right.  Persons  are  thrown  into  new 
circumstances,  and  form  new  ties  and  interests,  and  the  first 
freshness  of  their  happiness  wears  off,  and  their  hearts  grow  sick 
with  hope  deferred;  and  then  coolness,  and  misunderstanding, 
and  disappointment,  are  likely  to  follow." 

"  But  not  where  people  love  truly,"  exclaimed  Susan ;  "  a  life 
would  not  be  too  long  to  wait  then." 

"There  are  so  many,  many,  shades  of  love,"  replied  Mrs. 
Graham.  "And  in  the  first  exuberance  of  happiness,  when 
persons  are  engaged,  it  is  easy  to  mistake  them." 

"  I  hope  Helen  won't  consent  to  wait  long,"  said  Susan.  The 
tone  was,  as  before,  very  forced ;  but  Mrs.  Graham  would  not, 
and  Anna  did  not,  observe  it.  Her  attention  was  distracted  by 
the  clattering  of  horses'  feet;  and  Susan's  words  had  scarcely 
been  uttered,  when  Claude  and  Helen  rode  up  to  the  door. 
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CHAPTER  XXXn. 

• 

"  I  HAVE  been  wishing  every  day  to  see  you,"  was  Mrs.  Graham's 
greeting,  as  Helen  and  Claude  entered  the  room.  She  extended 
a  hand  to  each,  and  her  face  told  much  more  than  her  words. 
Another  hand  was  timidly  given  also,  and  a  lower  and  rather 
trembling  voice  said :  "  We  thought  you  would  have  come  before ;" 
and  then  Susan  drew  back  behind  her  sisters,  and  placed  a  chair 
for  Helen  near  the  fire,  and  asked  if  she  was  cold. 

"  A  little.  The  wind  is  sharp."  Helen  moved  away  from  the 
light,  and  bent  over  the  fire,  and  put  out  her  hands  to  warm  them. 

Claude  was  like  himself,  a  little  stiff,  a  little  stern  and  reserved. 
He  began  almost  immediately  upon  the  subject  of  Kate  Hope.  A 
letter  from  his  housekeeper  had  been  received  that  morning.  She 
would  be  ready  for  Kate  any  day  that  might  be  named. 

"  I  had  thought  of  sending  her  immediately,"  was  Mrs.  Graham's 
reply ;  "  but  Susan  tells  me  she  is  wishing  to  stay  till  next  week, 
when  we  talk  of  having  a  Christmas  tree.  Of  course,  though, 
she  would  go,  if  she  is  wanted  before.  There  must  be  a  good 
deal  to  be  done  at  Helmsley;"  and  Mrs.  Graham  smiled. 

"  Yes,  a  good  deal."  But  Claude  did  not  smile,  and  added : 
"  there  is  no  such  very  great  cause  for  haste." 

"Perhaps  Helen  or  you  would  like  to  see  Kate,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham.    "  Helen,  my  love,  don't  you  think  it  would  be  as  well  ?  " 

Helen  had  been  speaking  to  Anna,  and  had  not  heard.  The 
question  was  repeated.  She  started :  "  Yes ;  no.  It  is  Claude's 
business." 

"  Scarcely,"  said  Claude.  "  I  am  no  judge  of  a  workwoman's 
duties." 

"Your  housekeeper  will  know  all  about  it,  no  doubt,"  said 
Helen.     "  It  had  better  be  left  to  her." 

In  her  pride,  Helen  hoped  that  she  had  spoken  so  as  to  conceal 
her  temper,  but  every  one  in  the  room  remarked  it ;  and  Mrs. 
Graham  changed  the  conversation,  and  inquired  when  Mr.  Egerton 
thought  of  going  to  London. 

It  was  Claude's  turn  then  to  be  embarrassed;  and  his  reply 
was  nearly  as  short  as  Helen's.  "  He  did  not  know,  and  had  not 
made  up  his  mind." 

Mrs.  Graham  would  have  been  singularly  dull  if  she  had  failed 
to  remark  that  something  was  wrong ;  her  knowledge  of  Helen 
suggested  the  probable  cause, — a  difference  of  opinion,  in  which 
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Helen  had  shown  temper,  and  given  pain.  In  such  cases  it  was 
always  better  to  leave  her  to  herself  without  notice ;  and  Mrs. 
Graham  went  on  talking  to  Claude,  without  addressing  her  again 
for  some  minutes.  Kate  Hope's  business  was  soon  settled.  She 
was  to  stay  till  the  end  of  the  following  week,  and  then  go  to 
Helmsley  under  the  escort  of  Claude's  agent,  who  was  to  come  to 
him  at  Ivors  very  shortly,  and  return  about  that  time.  Mrs. 
Graham  dared  not  ask  any  more  questions  about  plans  or  London. 
Claude's  manner  was  too  coldly  impenetrable  to  allow  of  it. 

There  came  a  pause, — and  Claude  turned  to  Susan,  a  smile  on 
his  face,  the  first  which  had  brightened  it  since  he  entered  the 
room.  "  You  have  a  blind  friend,  I  think,  Miss  Graham.  I  re- 
member your  telling  me  about  her  one  day.  I  thought  perhaps 
you  would  be  interested  in  an  account  of  the  way  in  which  the 
blind  and  deaf-and-dumb  asylums  are  managed  in  America."  He 
drew  out  a  small  pamphlet  and  gave  it  to  her. 

Susan's  thanks  were  scarcely  audible  ;  but  Mrs.  Graham  took 
up  the  subject  directly,  and  talked,  for  her,  very  fast,  about  blind 
people  in  general,  and  Mrs.  Lowrie  especially,  —  directing  Claude's 
attention  to  herself,  and  allowing  of  no  second  pause.  Claude 
seemed  quite  relieved  at  finding  some  one  who  would  talk  for  him. 
His  eye  was  very  wandering,  and  he  was  often  absent,  and  said 
"  yes,"  and  "  no,"  in  the  wrong  place.  Helen  moved  across  the 
room,  and  his  glance  followed  her.  Susan  asked  her  to  go  up 
stairs  and  look  at  the  ornaments  prepared  for  the  Christmas  tree, 
and  Claude  started  as  if  he  had  been  asked  to  go  too.  Whatever 
Helen  might  be  feeling,  it  was  evident  that  his  coldness  towards 
her  was  not  the  cause  of  complaint ;  and  so  far  Mrs.  Graham 
was  relieved. 

"Are  you  in  a  hurry,  Claude?"  said  Helen,  stiffly,  as  she  rose 
to  leave  the  room  with  Susan^ 

He  took  out  his  watch.  "  It  is  a  quarter  to  four ;  Lady  Augusta 
doesn't  wish  you  to  be  out  late." 

"  I  really  can't  be  tied  down  by  mamma's  fidgets,"  exclaimed 
Helen.  "  We  were  out  yesterday  till  after  five,  and  it  didn't 
signify." 

"  Lady  Augusta  complained  to  me,  and  I  promised  her  it  should 
not  happen  again,"  replied  Claude. 

"  Mamma  made  no  objection  to  our  going  to  Dollington,"  said 
Helen ;  "  and  if  we  had  gone  we  should  have  been  much  later." 

Claude  was  provoked  in  spite  of  himself.  He  answered  sharply, 
"  Lady  Augusta  trusts  me,  and  I  can't  annoy  her.  I  must  ask 
you  not  to  be  long." 
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"  Come,  Susan,"  said  Helen ;  and  she  hurried  away  without  any 
definite  reply. 

Claude  said  no  more,  but  walked  to  the  window. 

Mrs.  Graham  spoke  to  Anna :  "  I  wish,  my  love,  you  would  go 
and  see  what  Charlie  is  doing.  He  wanted  some  one  to  go  out 
with  him. 

Anna  knew  every  thing,  as  she  always  did, — that  Claude  and 
Helen  were  out  of  humour  with  each  other,  and  that  her  nmmma 
was,  very  probably,  going  to  talk  to  Mr.  Egerton  about  it.  But 
her  curiosity  and  interest  in  other  people's  affairs  never  went 
farther  than  her  own  mind.  There  was  the  impulse  to  go  to 
Isabella  and  give  vent  to  her  suspicions ;  but  then,  again,  there 
was  the  lady -like  caution  and  self-restraint  which  had  been  in- 
stilled into  her  from  infancy :  so  she  went  to  find  Charlie,  and  put 
her  curiosity  to  sleep. 

Mrs.  Graham  felt  very  nervous.  Claude  remained  looking  out 
of  the  window.  Could  she  venture  to  interfere,  knowing  so  little 
of  him  ?  But  Helen  was  her  niece,  her  sister's  child,  only  one 
degree  less  dear  to  her  than  her  own.  At  the  risk  of  being  mis- 
understood, she  said,  "  Helen  is  a  little  fond  of  tormenting." 

"  Very,"  said  Claude,  shortly ;  and  he  turned  round  and  4ef 
near  the  fire. 

"  She  does  herself  injustice,  when  in  these  moods,"  continued 
Mrs.  Graham. 

He  smiled  rather  bitterly. 

"  One  is  apt  to  forget  that  she  is,  in  many  ways,  a  child,"  said 
Mrs.  Graham. 

"  She  does  her  best  to  make  me  remember  it,"  was  the  reply, 
whilst  a  harsh  little  laugh  followed  the  words ;  and  Claude  care- 
lessly took  up  a  book,  and  asked  if  there  was  a  good  library  in 
Wingfield. 

Mrs.  Graham's  boldness  increased.  "  We  are  very  old  frifflids, 
Mr.  Egerton ;  and  old  friends  arc  allowed  sometimes  to  take 
liberties.     I  am  sure  you  will  be  merciful  to  Helen." 

"  More  merciful,  ten  thousand  times,  than  she  is  to  me  *  li< 
replied,  in  a  tone  which  was  more  severe  than  any  woi^ds. 

Mrs.  Graham  went  on  very  quietly :  "  She  wants  training  only, 
— the  training  which,  I  am  sure,  you  will  give.  Her  faults  U6 
all  easily  seen  ;  but  she  will  never  disappoint  you  in  the  depth  rf 
her  character." 

"  We  should  never  have  been  what  wc  arc  to  each  other  if  Ibid 
not  thought  so,"  he  replied. 

"Perhaps,"  continued  ^Irs,  Graham,  "  I  am  more  able  to  undar- 
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stand  her  than  even  those  Who  have  lived  with  her  from  child- 
hood. She  inherits  certain  characteristics  wliich  make  her  very 
dear  to  me,  even  when  she  vexes  me." 

Claude  held  out  his  hand^  and  said,  <<  Thank  you ;  I  feel  that 
she  is  dear  to  you." 

"And  you  will  promise  me  to  be  patient,  then?"  said  Mrs. 
Graham,  with  a  smile,  as  she  warmly  returned  the  hearty  pressure 
of  his  hand  5  "  and  if  ever *'  she  paused. 

Claude  understood  her.  "  If  ever  we  want  a  friend,  we  shall 
both  feel  that  no  one  can  be  found  more  true  than  yourself." 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  relieved.  "  That  is  just  what  I  wanted  to 
say.  I  am  quite  aware  that  no  third  person  can  expect  to  do 
much  for  those  who  should  be,  and  who  must  be,  as  one ;  but  it  is 
sometimes  a  relief  to  know  that  one  may  speak  of  a  trifling  annoy- 
ance without  fear  of  giving  a  wrong  impression." 

"Helen  need  never  fear  the  consequences  of  tricing  annoy- 
ances,* said  Claude,  quickly. 

"  And  she  will  never  give  you  cause  to  complain  of  great  ones," 
said  Mrs.  Graham. 

He  was  silent,  took  up  his  hat,  and  went  towards  the  door,  say- 
ing that  he  wished  to  give  some  order  about  the  horses ;  came 
back,  and  once  more  grasped  Mrs.  Graham's  hand,  and  hurried 
away. 

She  saw  him  standing  by  the  horses,  and  afterwards  walking 
up  and  down  the  gravel  sweep ;  but  ho  did  not  return  to  her  again. 


CHAPTER 

Helen  followed  Susan  to  her  room  with  the  proud  step  of  deter- 
mined wilfulness,  and  in  that  same  mood  she  inspected  the  various 
articles  which  were  brought  forward,  gave  her  opinion  of  them, 
talked  lightly,  and  laughed,  though  with  a  hollow  mirth,  which 
left  the  echo  of  sadness  behind.  It  was  very  painful  to  Susan, 
much  more  so  than  any  burst  of  feeling  could  have  been ;  it  jarred 
upon  her,  and  made  her  feel  angry ;  and  Helen's  affectionate  words 
were  received  coldly,  in  spite  of  her  endeavours  to  the  contrary. 
Helen  saw  this,  and  it  increased  her  pride.  She  lingered  much 
longer  than  was  necessary,  inspecting  every  little  trifle,  and  ask- 
ing useless  questions,  whilst  appearing  not  to  perceive  that  Susan, 
every  now  and  then,  went  into  the  adjoining  room  to  look  at  the 
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horses,  which  the  gardener  was  leading  up  and  down  the  sweep. 
She  was,  however,  obliged  to  notice  the  fact  at  last,  for  Susan 
came  back,  and  said,  "  Mr.  Egerton  is  there,  waiting." 

"Is  he?**  Helen  went  on,  slowly  winding  up  a  little  yard 
measure. 

"  He  will  be  impatient,"  said  Susan. 

"  Then  it  will  do  him  good  to  be  taught  a  lesson  to  the  contrary." 

"  Helen !  how  like  a  naughty  child ! "  exclaimed  Susan. 

"  Not  at  all.     I  have  no  notion  of  spoiling  people." 

"  Though  you  have  been  spoiled  yourself,"  remarked  Susan. 

"  So  you  are  pleased  to  tell  me.  But  you  need  have  no  fears 
for  the  future  ;  Claude  will  never  spoil  me." 

"  Probably  not,  if  you  tease  him  in  the  way  you  are  doing  now." 

"  Tease  him !  it  is  he  who  teases  me.  I  have  no  notion  of 
allowing  any  man  to  be  so  domineering." 

"Helen!  Helen!  how  unjust!"  exclaimed  Susan.  "Mr. 
Egerton  is  the  last  person " 

Helen  interrupted  her.  "Perhaps  you  will  allow  me  to  judge 
from  my  own  experience,  Susan.  You  cannot  possibly  tell  what 
Mr.  Egerton  will  or  will  not  do ;  unless" — and  there  was  a  marked 
asperity  in  her  tone —  "  he  has  been  pleased  to  confide  his  private 
feelings  to  you." 

Susan's  countenance  changed,  but  she  answered  in  a  tone  of 
quiet  dignity :  "  Dear  Helen,  you  must  of  course  know  more  of 
Mr.  Egerton  than  I  do ;  and  I  can  have  no  right  to  make  any 
remark  about  him :  but  I  think  you  are  wrong  to  thwart  him  un- 
necessarily." 

Helen  turned  away.  Susan  thought  she  was  angry ;  but  when 
she  approached  and  kissed  her,  tears  were  streaming  down  her 
face. 

Helen  sat  down,  and  tried  to  brush  them  away,  and  looked  up 
with  a  smile ;  but  it  would  not  do ;  they  came  faster  than  before. 
"I  don't  know  what  is  the  matter, — it  is  very  silly,"  she  said ; 
pride  still  urging  her  to  conceal  her  real  feelings. 

"  If  I  could  help  you  I  would,  you  know,"  said  Susan. 

"  You  might,  but  you  would  think  me  wrong.  We  are  so 
different !     Susan,  I  can't  be  obedient." 

Susan  smiled,  in  spite  of  herself.  "  Helen,  dear !  all  persons 
who  know  you  know  that." 

"  And  Claude  wishes  me  to  be,"  continued  Helen.  "  He  is 
exacting ;  I  feel  I  shall  be  kept  in  perpetual  restraint,  and  I  can't 
be,  I  won't  be ;  he  must  learn  it  now,  or,  Susan,  we  shall  be 
miserable ;"  and  then  came  a  burst  of  passionate  tears. 
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A  mist  seemed  to  hang  upon  Susan's  eyes,  a  weight  pressed 
upon  her  brain ;  yet  she  answered  cahnly,  "  Dearest  Helen !  it  may 
not  be  Mr.  Egerton's  fault ;  it  may  be  your  own.  I  suppose  all 
men  are  exacting  when  they  love.  It  must  be  love  which  makes 
them  so ;  and  he  is  so  good  and  kind,  so  devoted  to  you.  One 
word  would  put  all  right  now,  but  you  may  vex  him  too  far." 

"  Too  far  I "  Helen  started  up,  her  eyes  flashing  with  indigna- 
tion ;  *'  what  is  a  man's  affection  worth,  if  he  is  to  be  vexed 
too  far?" 

'*  Men  are  human,"  said  Susan. 

"  Then  let  him  be  vexed  too  far ! "  replied  Helen,  haughtily ; 
"  better  before  marriage  than  after  it." 

Susan  seized  her  cousin's  hand ;  her  voice  trembled.  "  Helen  ! 
dear,  dear,  Helen !  Think  what  you  say ;  what  a  treasure  you 
are  casting  from  you.  Let  mamma  talk  to  you ;  she  will  under- 
stand and  help  you.  Let  me  go  for  her !  Oh,  Helen !  you  make 
me  so  wretched." 

And  Susan  spoke  truth;  she  was  wretched,  miserable,  for 
Helen;  yet  the  mist  still  brooded  upon  her;  the  veil  through 
which  she  dared  not  penetrate  hung  before  her  eyes. 

'*  I  will  speak  to  no  one  but  you ;  none  else  can  help  me ;  and  it 
is  such  folly ;  you  only  will  understand  and  bear  with  me.  Susan, 
you  may  think  me  mad,  a  childish  idiot,  but — he  would  bind  me 
down — ^I  can't  say  it ;  it  is  such  nothingness." 

"  Then  why  not  give  in,  if  it  is  nothing  ?"  said  Susan. 

"But  it  is. something;  it  is  restraint,  tyranny,  jealousy,"  ex- 
claimed Helen ;  "  it  is  about — Susan  don't  despise  me ; — he  wants 
me  to  promise — ^he  has  absurd  fancies  about  dancing,  and  he  would 
not  let  me  be  free  like  other  girls.  But  you  won't  understand, 
because  my  aunt  was  always  so  particular  with  you.  He  would 
only  let  me  dance  quadrilles,  and  he  may  be  going  away  himself, 
and " 

"Helen !  dearest !" — Susan's  face  expressed  what  she  could  nOt 
find  words  to  say. 

"You  think  me  wrong,"  exclaimed  Helen;  "but  you  can't 
comprehend." 

"  It  is  such  a  slight  favour ! "  said  Susan,  reproachfully. 

"  To  you,  perhaps ;  but  I  was  not  born  to  be  a  slave." 

"  But  you  were  born  to  love,"  said  Susan. 

"  Love  has  nothing  to  do  with  it,"  exclaimed  Helen,  "  If  he 
loved  me,  he  would  let  me  be  free." 

"  And  he  will  let  you  be  free  in  all  essentials,"  continued  Susan, 
"I  am  sure  of  it;  but,"  —  she  finished  the  sentence  hurriedly,— 
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"  I  think  if  you  had  considered  the  matter,  you  would  scarcely 
have  waited  for  him  to  ask  the  favour ;  you  would  rather  have 
suggested  it." 

Helen  was  struck  by  her  cousin's  tone,  and  as  the  colour  crim- 
soned her  cheeks,  she  said,  "  You  think  me  undignified  then  ?" 

"  I  think  that  kind  of  dancing  is  undignified,"  replied  Susan. 

Helen  pouted,  and  was  silent. 

Susan  continued  eagerly :  "  But  surely  it  is  not  a  question  of 
my  opinion,  or  of  any  other  person's,  Helen.  If  Mr.  Egerton 
wishes  it " 

"  You  think  I  ought  to  give  in,"  said  Helen,  coldly. 

"  I  can't  doubt  for  a  moment." 

"  But  you  are  not  in  my  place ;  you  don't  know  all  that  has 
passed." 

"  Of  course  I  judge  only  for  myself;  but,  Helen,"  —  Susan's 
voice  grew  tremulous  in  its  earnestness, — ^*  it  seems  toittie — I  have 
never  been  loved  as  you  are — but  I  think  that  if  I  were,  w-;#|puld  be 
my  greatest  pleasure  to  yield ;  that  it  would  be  no  yielding  in 'fact, 
only  the  carrying  out  of  my  own  will,  because  there  could  only  be 
one  heart." 

Helen  was  silent  for  a  moment ;  then  in  a  low  voice  she  said, 
"  It  might  be  so  with  you." 

A  knock  at  the  door  interrupted  Susan's  reply.  Mrs.  Graham 
was  come  to  hurry  Helen,  ana,  as  she  entered,  Susan,  without 
saying  any  thing  more,  went  away. 

"  You  must  go,  my  love,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  to  Helen  ;  "  Mr. 
Egerton  will  be  tired  of  waiting,  and  it  won't  do  to  keep  him." 

Helen's  pride  rebelled  secretly  against  the  order ;  but  there 
was  something  about  Mrs.  Graham  which  always  prevented  her 
from  showing  temper  before  her. 

"  He  is  excessively  patient,"  continued  Mrs.  Graham  ;  "he  has 
been  walking  up  and  down  the  sweep  for  the  last  quarter  of  an 
hour." 

"  It  won't  do  him  any  harm,"  said  Helen,  shortly. 

"  But  it  does  yourself  harm,  dear  child.  I  shall  scold  you  if 
you  don't  learn  punctuality,  now  that  you  are  going  to  have  a 
house  of  your  own." 

Mrs.  Graham's  kiss  neutralised  the  quickness  of  her  words; 
and  Helen,  softened,  as  she  always  was  by  the  peculiar  tenderness 
of  manner  which  her  aunt  showed  towards  her,  said,  whilst  she 
looked  steadily  in  Mrs.  Graham's  face,  "  Aunt  Fanny,  if  I  had 
come  to  school  to  you  I  should  have  been  a  better  child." 

^^ Never  too  late  to  mend,  dearest,   only  remember" — Mrs. 
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Graham's  tone  became  more  serious — "it  may  some  day  be  too 
lato  to  undo  the  consequences  of  not  having  mended  before." 

"  I  am  not  Susan,"  said  Helen ;  "  I  must  be  myself,  and  people 
must  take  me  as  I  am/' 

*But  you  can  be  your  best  self,  my  darling — your  truest, 
noblest  self ! " 

"  I  have  no  best  self.  I  am  wretched  and  good-for-nothing," 
exclaimed  Helen;  and  she  sat  down,  and  leaned  her  forehead 
upon  her  hands. 

Mrs.  Graham  put  her  arm  round  her  fondly,  and  said,  "  We  all 
have  a  best  self,  Helen.  If  we  had  not,  we  should  be  demons 
instead  of  human  beings.  And  your  best  self  has  great  capa- 
bilities, and  will,  through  God's  help,  lead  you  above  all  the 
pettiness  and  irritation  of  this  weary  life,  if  only  you  will  listen 
to  it,  and  listen  to  Claude,  who  will  assist  you  in  strengthening 
and  perfecting  it." 

"  Yes,  he  is  very  good,  but  he  is  impatient ; "  and  Helen  started 
up  and  arranged  the  folds  of  her  riding  habit. 

"  And  somebody  likes  to  make  him  so,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  half 
severely,  half  playfully. 

"  Aunt  Fanny,  you  were  born  under  a  favourable  conjunction 
of  the  planets ;  you  don't  know  what  it  is  to  have  a  stormy  in- 
fluence always  at  work  upon  you." 

Mrs.  Graham  considered  an  instant ;  then  she  said,  "  The 
stormiest  natures  may  at  last  become  the  calmest,  from  the  very 
force  exercised  to  control  them.  Helen,  dearest,  you  have  great 
power  of  will ;  don't  let  it  be  used  only  to  throw  away  happiness." 

Helen  made  no  reply,  but,  giving  her  aunt  a  parting  kiss, 
hurried  down  stairs. 

Claude  and  Helen  rode  in  silence  until  they  had  passed  the 
Lodge  at  Ivors  and  were  in  sight  of  the  house ;  then  Helen  said, 
"  It  was  very  naughty  in  me,  Claude,  to  keep  you  waiting  so 
long." 

Claude  replied,  "It  doesn't  signify;  we  shall  be  at  home  in 
time."     And  they  rode  on  again. 

Claude  assisted  Helen  to  dismount,  as  usual ;  but  he  was  ex- 
cessively cold  in  his  manner,  and,  instead  of  following  her  into 
the  house,  went  to  the  stables,  under  pretence  of  wishing  to  speak 
to  one  of  the  grooms. 

Helen  was  met  by  Lady  Augusta  and  Miss  Manners. 

""  Just  returned,  my  love  ?  That  is  very  right ;  I  was  afraid 
you  would  be  tempted  to  stay  out  late." 

N4 
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"*The  feast  of  reason  and  the  flow  of  soul'  are  so  seductive,*' 
observed  Miss  Manners. 

"It  is  very  cold,"  said  Helen;  and  she  ran  up  the  stairs, 
stumbling  on  her  riding-habit  and  dropping  her  whip  ;  and, 
hurrying  to  her  own  room,  bolted  the  door,  and  wrote  a  little 
note,  which  was  taken  to  Claude  as  he  was  dressing  for  dinner. 

"  I  have  been  very  wrong  and  am  very  unhappy ;  can  you 
forgive  me  ?  I  have  such  cause  to  be  ashamed  of  myself !  but  of 
course  I  will  do  whatever  you  wish. — H.  C." 

Helen  wondered  when  she  met  Claude  again  that  there  was 
still  a  shade  of  constraint  in  his.  manner. 

But  she  was  not  in  love.     He  was. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV. 


Where  was  the  Admiral  all  this  time  ?  Ill  with  a  violent  attack 
of  feverish  influenza,  ending,  as  all  his  ailments  did,  with  a  fit  of 
the  gout.  Barnes,  who  knew  more  about  his  master  and  his 
master's  feelings  than  he  chose  to  let  the  world  discover,  attributed 
it  openly  to  a  sharp  blast,  whicli  the  Admiral  had  encountered  at 
a  particular  angle  of  the  shrubbery :  in  private  conversation  with 
his  intimate  friend,  the  housekeeper,  he  decided  that  the  disease 
was  mental.  "  On  the  nerves,  Mrs.  Euston,  on  the  nerves,  you 
may  depend  upon  it ;  the  Admiral  takes  to  his  bed  for  comfort. 
The  wind  has  set  in  contrary,  and  he  can't  make  head  against  it. 
You'll  see  if  I'm  not  right.  If  I  a'n't,  why  isn't  Mr.  Egerton 
here  as  he  used  to  be  ?  " 

That  was  a  strange  fact.  Claude,  who  used  to  be  at  the  Lodge 
at  least  twice  a  week,  and  was  never  denied  admittance  except  on 
some  urgent  necessity,  had  called  five  times  within  tlie  last  three 
weeks,  and  each  time  been  informed  that  the  Admiral  was  keeping 
his  room,  and  could  not  see  any  one. 

The  answer  was  true  enough  to  satisfy  the  old  man's  conscience. 
He  was  very  unwell,  and  not  in  a  state  to  bear  any  interview 
which  might  excite  or  vex  him :  but  six  weeks  before,  even  if  he 
had  been  unable  to  see  Claude,  he  would  at  least  have  sent  hira 
some  affectionate  message.  There  was  nothing  of  the  kind  now, 
— not  even  any  notice  taken  of  the  letter  which  Claude  had  sent, 
detailing  the  circumstances  of  his  engagement,  confessing  that,  at 
first  sight,  the  Admiral  might  have  cause  to  think  him  hasty,  and 
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frankly  owning  that  the  fascination  which  had  at  last  subdued 
him  was  greater  than  he  had  been  at  all  prepared  for,  and  en- 
treating, most  earnestly,  that  the  friend,  whose  good  opinion  was 
so  dear  to  him,  would  endeavour  to  overcome  any  prejudice  he 
might  entertain,  and  consider  the  case  as  one  in  which  Claude's 
happiness  was  most  deeply  interested. 

It  was  not  in  human  nature  to  bear  this  silence  without  being 
hurt.  Claude's  feelings  were  wounded  deeply.  He  felt  that  both 
Helen  and  himself  were  treated  unjustly.  It  was  scarcely  pride. 
Claude  loved  his  old  friend  too  sincerely  to  be  proud.  He  was 
willing  to  humour  him  in  indifferent  matters,  and  to  be  treated  as 
a  boy  even,  if  it  suited  the  Admiral's  whim.  So  large  a  debt  of 
gratitude  was  due  on  his  part,  that  no  ordinary  sacrifice  would 
liave  been  considered  too  great,  if  it  were  to  give  the  Admiral 
pleasure.  But  Claude  could  never  sacrifice  his  independence. 
He  had  chosen,  as  he  thought,  wisely  for  his  own  happiness ;  and 
now  Helen's  feelings  were  involved  as  well  as  his  own.  For  her 
sake  he  considered  himself  bound  to  demand  courtesy  and  kind- 
ness, if  not  full  approbation.  Lady  Augusta  had  already  made 
some  uncomfortable  remarks  upon  the  Admiral's  behaviour.  Miss 
Manners  was  quite  severe  upon  him ;  and  Lady  Louisa,  who  had 
a  most  unhappy  knack  of  finding  out  whatever  did  not  concern 
her,  and  then  turning  her  discoveries  to  a  painful  use,  had  more 
than  once  given  hints  as  to  the  probable  cause  of  this  extraordi- 
nary' conduct,  attributing  it  to  the  influence  of  Mrs.  Graham ; 
which  irritated  Claude,  and  made  his  defence  of  his  friends  more 
prejudicial  to  their  interest  than  silence. 

It  was  after  having  endured  some  such  inuendoes,  that  he  set 
forth  for  the  Lodge  the  day  after  his  ride  with  Helen,  determined 
to  insist,  at  all  hazards,  upon  seeing  the  Admiral,  and  forcing  him 
to  look  more  favourably  upon  a  state  of  affairs  which  at  any  rate 
it  was  too  late  now  to  alter.  If  they  could  only  meet,  Claude  was 
certain  that  all  would  be  well.  The  Admiral  was  never  proof 
against  Claude's  affectionate  candour;  and  in  whatever  little 
quarrels  they  had  hitherto  had,  Claude  was  always  in  the  end  the 
conqueror.  Perhaps  it  was  the  knowledge  of  this  which  now 
made  the  Admiral  so  shy  in  admitting  him  to  his  presence. 

"  My  master  is  very  unwell  indeed  to-day,  sir,"  was  Barnes' 
reply  to  the  first  inquiry  made  by  Claude. 

Unsatisfactory  news  that  was  for  Claude,  and  he  had  not  quite 
the  spirits  to  meet  it.  He  had  come  because  he  always  tried  to 
keep  faith  with  himself,  as  well  as  with  other  people ;  and  having 
resolved  to  see  the  Admiral,  he  was  not  going  to  be  a  coward^ 
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and  shrink  from  his  engagement.  But  there  was  a  certain  mis- 
giving and  discomfort  at  the  bottom  of  his  heart,  into  which  he 
did  not  care  to  examine. 

Barnes  saw  the  change  in  his  countenance,  and,  attributing  it  to 
anxiety,  assured  him  that  there  was  nothing  to  make  him  uneasy ; 
the  Admiral  had  not  slept  very  well ;  there  had  been  a  mistake 
made  in  his  medicine,  but  Mr.  Conyers  was  going  to  send  him  some 
colchicum ;  no  doubt  he  would  be  much  better  in  a  day  or  two. 

"  But  I  wanted  to  see  him  ;  I  came  over  on  purpose,"  said 
Claude.     "  Is  he  out  of  his  room  ?" 

"  Just  talking  of  coming  into  the  library,  sir  ;  but  I  have  been 
trying  to  persuade  him  not." 

A  still  greater  difficulty!  for  the  Admiral  was  fidgety  about 
seeing  any  one  in  his  bed-room,  as  Claude  knew  by  experience. 

"  If  you  could  move  him  into  the  library,  it  might  give  him 
change  ;  and  he  might  perhaps  allow  me  to  come  and  help  him." 

"Perhaps  so,  sir;"  but  Barnes  appeared  doubtful.  "Do  you 
wish  me  to  tell  him  you  are  here  ?" 

"  Yes,  certainly."  Claude's  tone  was  rather  impatient.  "  Say 
1  have  walked  over  from  Ivors  on  purpose ;  and  that  I  may 
probably  be  going  to  London  very  soon,  so  that  I  am  particularly 
anxious  to  see  him." 

Barnes  departed,  and  Claude  was  left  in  the  hall  to  meditate 
upon  the  approaching  interview.    " 

The  weight  upon  his  spirits  increased.  Helen's  image  was 
before  him,  lovely  and  fascinating,  and  the  glow  of  an  over- 
powering affection  kindled  his  eager  longing  to  justify  himself  for 
the  choice  he  had  made  ;  and  then  a  cold  doubt  seemed  to  creep 
into  his  veins,  and  stealthily  make  its  way  till  it  glided  into  his 
heart,  and  checked  its  rapid  pulsation,  and  deadened  the  thrill  of 
happiness  which  followed  the  thought  that  she  was  his  by  her  own 
promise,  her  own  voluntary  consent.  The  words  of  her  note 
recurred  to  him,  interpreted  by  the  candid,  self-accusing  tone  in 
which  she  had  afterwards  repeated  to  himself  the  reproaches  of 
her  own  conscience.  Surely,  it  was  all  he  could  wish.  He  had 
never  thought  her  faultless  ;  he  knew  she  was  not.  From  the 
beginning  he  had  looked  upon  her  as 

"  A  creature  not  too  bright  or  good 
For  human  nature's  daily  food." 

He  only  required  that  she  should  consent  to  be  trained  ;  and  she 
did,  in  the  simplest,  humblest  way  ;  no  sooner  offending  than  she 
acknowledged  her  offence.     Why  was  he  not  satisfied  ? 
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Claude  reproached  himself ;  he  dwelt  upon  Helen's  charms, — 
repeating  them  to  himself  with  a  spirit  of  detail  which  might  in 
itself  have  given  cause  for  suspicion  that  all  was  not  right ;  for 
love,  mutual,  trusting  love,  inquires  not  why  it  loves  :  and  by  the 
time  Barnes  returned  with  a  half  sulky  message  from  the  Admiral, 
that  if  Mr.  Egerton  was  going  to  London  so  soon,  he  supposed  he 
had  better  see  him,  Claude  had  reached  a  state  as  little  resembling 
the  enthusiasm  of  an  all-sufficing  reciprocated  affection  as  the 
pale  gleam  of  a  November  day  resembles  the  glowing  sunshine  of 
July. 

It  was  not  a  fortunate  mood  for  his  meeting  with  the  Admiral ; 
and  the  old  man's  chilling  welcome  was  as  freezing  to  Claude  as 
his  own  thoughts.  "  Well,  Claude  !  how  are  you  ?  You Ve  called 
a  good  many  times,  and  I  haven't  seen  you  ;  but  I  have  had  a 
hard  bout  of  it,  what  with  cold  and  gout  5  and  it's  best  to  keep  to 
oneself  at  those  times." 

"  I  hoped,  sir,  you  might  have  made  an  exception  in  my  favour. 
I  was  very  anxious  to  see  you." 

Claude  had  no  moral  cowardice  in  his  composition,  and  was 
determined  to  enter  upon  the  unwelcome  subject  at  once. 

"  Anxious  to  see  me,  were  you  ?  Perhaps  that  was  more  than 
I  was  to  see  you ; "  and  the  Admiral  laughed  shortly,  and  added  : 
"  You  had  best  learn  to  speak  out,  Claude.  There  has  not  been 
much  anxiety  to  see  me,  I'll  warrant." 

"I  never  say  what  I  don't  mean,  sir,"  replied  Claude,  proudly  ; 
and  then  checking  himself,  with  the  consciousness  of  the  absurdity 
of  taking  umbrage  at  his  old  friend's  pettish  words.  "  I  did  want 
to  see  you  very  much  :  especially  as  you  have  not  written  to  me." 

"  What !  you  thought  I  was  going  to  send  a  letter  of  congratu- 
lation !     I  leave  that  to  your  friends  at  Ivors." 

**  I  have  no  friends,  sir,  whose  congratulations  I  should  value 
like  your  own.  Not  that  I  expected  them  on  the  present  occasion. 
I  knew  I  must  vex  you.  But  I  hoped  that,  considering  the  mat- 
ter only  regards  myself,  you  might  have  brought  yourself  to  look 
upon  it  a  little  more  favourably." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Claude.  The  matter  is  not  one  which 
only  concerns  yourself.  It's  what  all  men  say  when  they  are  in 
love, —  and  greater  nonsense  there  can't  be.  Why  !  marriages ! 
they  concern  the  whole  world,  present  and  future.  How  do  you 
and  I  know  that  we  aren't  suffering  now  for  the  follies  of  our 
fathers'  fathers,  back  to  Noah  ?  " 

Claude  could  not  refrain  from  a  smile  ;  and  the  Admiral  went 
on  :  **  You  may  laugh ;  let  him  laugh  who  wins.      Try  yout 
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bonny  lady  for  a  couple  of  years,  and  then  come  and  see  whether 
you  won't  be  inclined  to  laugh  at  the  other  side  of  your  mouth." 
Claude  half  started  from  his  seat ;  but  the  Admiral,  maliciously 
pleased  to  have  touched  him,  laid  his  stick  across  him,  and  said, 
"  Eh  ?  restive  ?  " —  and  Claude  threw  himself  back  in  his  chair, 
biting  his  lip  till  it  gave  him  pain,  as  the  Admiral  mercilessly 
continued  :  "  Doubtless  you've  much  to  say  for  yourself.  What 
man  ever  did  a  foolish  thing,  who  hadn't  ?  " 

"  I  don't  grant,  sir,  that  it  is  a  foolish  thing,"  exclaimed  Claude. 
"I  am  and  must  be  the  best  judge  of  my  own  heart,  and  I  can 
suffer  no  person  to  interfere  with  me  upon  such  a  point." 

"  No  interference,  because  you  are  in  love !  Why  man !  there 
needs  a  new  world  to  contain  the  fools  who  have  had  that  excuse 
for  the  sins  and  miseries  they  have  brought  into  this  one.  I 
never  heard  of  a  planet  yet  that  was  large  enough  to  hold  them." 

"  At  any  rate  the  deed  is  done,"  said  Claude,  shortly. 

"  Aye,  there  it  is,  as  it  has  been  from  the  beginning  I  Follow  your 
will  first ;  and  then  say,  it  can't  be  helped,  so  make  the  best  of  it." 

"  It  seems  the  only  way  to  take  the  consequences  of  our  actions," 
replied  Claude ;  "  and  I  am  quite  willing  to  abide  by  mine."  The 
accent  on  "  quite  "  was  a  little  faint. 

The  Admiral  caught  up  his  words :  "  Well  enough  to  say, 
Claude !  But  take  my  word  for  it,  it's  an  unsafe  rule.  Bearing 
the  consequences  of  our  misdeeds  won't  do  away  with  the  mis- 
deeds themselves.  And  if  a  man  rushes  into  a  foolish  marriage  with 
his  eyes  open,  he  maybe  as  brave  as  Hercules  in  bearing  the  troubles 
it  brings,  but  he's  not  one  whit  less  accountable  for  the  first  false 
step." 

"  I  have  yet  to  learn  that  I  am  about  to  make  a  false  step,  sir," 
said  Claude,  proudly. 

The  Admiral  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  was  silent ;  and 
Claude  continued  in  the  same  tone :  "  It  has  been  my  wish,  sir, 
always,  that  when  I  did  marry,  my  wife  should  be  approved  by 
you.  I  have  hoped  that  she  might  add  to  your  happiness  as  well 
as  my  own,  for  she  would  always  be  taught  to  love  and  venef  ate 
you ;  but  with  this  unfortunate  prejudice ^" 

"  Prejudice,  man !  why  it's  knowledge,  fact !  Haven't  I  known 
the  girl  from  her  babyhood  ?  " 

"Very  different  knowledge  that,  sir,  from  the  intimate  ac- 
quaintance of " 

"A  fellow  who's  in  love ! "  exclaimed  the  Admiral.  "  As  well  send 
a  blind  man  into  a  picture  gallery  and  take  his  account  of  its  beau- 
ties.   But  go  on — go  on — say  what  you  can  for  your  fair  lady." 
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"  I  say  nothing,  sir,"  said  Claude,  very  coldly ;  "  you  must  for- 
give me  for  observing  that  it  is  useless  to  argue  against  prejudice." 

His  manner  .a  little  alarmed  the  Admiral,  who,  with  all  his 
testiness  and  dictatorial  habits,  knew,  by  experience,  that  it  was 
possible  to  provoke  Claude  too  far.  He  softened  his  tone  a  little, 
and  said  :  "  My  good  friend,  you  are  taking  up  the  cudgels  when 
there's  no  need ;  what  is  the  matter  to  me,  do  you  think  ?  I  am 
not  going  to  marry  the  girl.*' 

"I  should  almost  have  imagined  that  you  were,  sir,  by  the 
thought  you  bestow  upon  her,"  was  Claude's  reply. 

"  Up  in  the  clouds,  I  see !  Well !  natural  enough,  perhaps.  I 
was  mainly  taken  with  a  pretty  face  myself,  when  I  was  a  young 
man  ;  taken  only  for  a  time  though,  Claude, — remember  that, — just 
enough  to  make  me  take  a  dance  with  her  and  say  civil  things ;  but 
when  it  came  to  a  question  of  marriage  " — the  Admiral's  voice 
changed ; — "  but  we  won't  talk  of  that.  It  has  been  my  prayer 
for  many  a  day  that  you  might  have  a  right  judgment  in  the 
matter ;  since  it  has  been  God's  Will  to  deny  me,  ffis  Will  be 
done." 

The  accent  of  reverent  yet  bitter  disappointment  went  more 
to  Claude's  heart  than  all  the  Admiral's  hasty  reproaches.  He 
left  his  chair,  drew  near  the  old  man,  and  said  gently,  and  with 
the  deference  of  a  son  addressing  a  father:  "My  dear,  dear  sir, 
if  you  knew  how  deeply,  how  earnestly,  I  have  wished  to  please 
you,  in  this  and  in  all  other  of  the  great  events  of  my  life !  It  has 
been  the  one  bitter  drop  in  my  cup  of  happiness,  that  I  knew  it 
would  give  you  pain." 

The  Admiral's  lip  quivered. 

"  You  will  scarcely  believe  me,"  continued  Claude.  "  I  know 
that  all  men  in  love  are  thought  selfish ;  and  doubtless  that  is 
their  great  temptation.  I  won't  put  myself  above  other  men.  I 
have  loved,  I  do  love  passionately,  blindly  perhaps.  I  would  put 
aside  all  attempts  to  form  a  judgment  of  my  conduct,  or  an  excuse 
for  it ;  but  this  I  will  say  for  myself,  that  the  one  earnest  petition 
which  I  have  offered  since  my  happiness  was  secured,  has  been 
that  it  might  never  render  me  forgetful  of  what  I  owe  my  friends." 

"  Do  you  think,  Claude,  I  should  care  if  I  thought  your  happi- 
ness was  secured  ? "  said  the  Admiral,  reproachfully ;  and  then 
correcting  himself,  he  added,  "  or,  perhaps,  I  might  care ;  perhaps 
I  have  been  an  idiot ;  perhaps  !•  have  sat  by  myself,  thinking, — 
lonely  folks  will  think, — and  letting  myself  fancy  what  I  should 
most  like,  forgetting  that  there  are  few  enough  years  remaining 
for  me  to  see  either  likes  or  dislikes.     Let  it  be !  I  was  a.  N^^'dk. 
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old  man,  and  God  has  punished  me  for  building  castles  for  this 
world,  when  I  should  have  been  looking  out  for  His  City  in  the 
next.  But  it  would  all  be  nothing,  Claude,  it  would  all  go,  if  I 
could  say  to  myself,  my  boy  has  got  a  wife  who  will  make  his 
home  happy,  and  keep  him  up  to  his  duty  to  his  Maker  and  his 
country." 

"And  Helen  wiD,  sir  ;  she  has  spirit,  feeling,  the  most  hearty 
wish  to  do  right,  the  most  entire  appreciation  of  goodness." 

"  But  has  she  practice,  man  ?  has  she  practice  ?  " 

"  She  is  so  young,  she  has  never  had  the  opportunity :  she  is 
scarcely  out  of  the  schoolroom,"  replied  Claude. 

"  And  wants  a  governess  still  !  "  exclaimed  the  Admiral,  shaking 
his  head.     «  Oh  !  Claude,  Claude  !  " 

"  She  will  be  the  more  easily  trained,"  was  the  reply. 

"  And  the  more  easily  spoilt,"  replied  the  Admiral ;  "  though 
it's  too  late,  Claude,  yet  take  the  word  of  one  who  has  seen  many 
more  things  in  his  day  than  you  have.  There's  no  greater  blunder 
a  man  can  commit  than  that  of  taking  a  woman  for  his  wife  in 
the  hope  of  training  her.  She  may  be  trained,  I  grant  it ;  God 
will  train  her,  as  He  does  all  of  us,  by  trouble  and  sorrow ;  but 
before  the  work  is  done,  there  may  be  priceless  souls,  children 
and  servants,  injured,  possibly  even  lost  for  Eternity,  because 
she  was  persuaded  to  take  upon  herself  duties  for  which  she 
wasn't  fit." 

"  Sensible  men  and  women  would  never  venture  to  marry  ac- 
cording to  that  argument,  sir,"  said  Claude  ;  "  they  would  never 
consider  themselves  fit  for  such  responsibilities." 

"  Just  as  well,  perhaps,  in  nine  cases  out  of  ten,  if  they  didn't," 
replied  the  Admiral ;  "  but  the  world  must  go  on,  and  will  go  on, 
its  own  way,  in  spite  of  prudence  and  common  sense.  As  to  my 
argument,  Claude,  it  doesn't  go  as  far  as  you  make  it.  People 
can't  try  experiments  beforehand  to  see  if  their  wives  are  fit  to 
manage  a  house  and  bring  up  children ;  but  I'll  tell  you  what  they 
can  do.  They  can  see  how  the  woman  they  are  thinking  about 
is  doing  the  duties  which  are  set  before  her.  That  is  God's  way 
with  us ;  if  we  do  one  thing  well,  He  sets  us  upon  something 
higher ;  if  we  don't.  He  lets  us  stand  still,  and  in  the  end  sink 
lower.  A  good  sister  and  a  good  daughter  is  ready  to  be  a  good 
wife,  though  she  has  never  tried  the  duties  of  one ;  but  there's  no 
taking  a  leap  in  virtue.  A  woman  won't  be  a  selfish  sawney  one 
minute,  and  a  hearty,  pains-taking  mistress  of  a  family  the  next." 

"  You  forget  the  influence  of  love,  sir,"  said  Claude. 

The  Admiral  smiled  a  little  sarcastically.     "  I  am  not  likely  to 
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do  that,  Claude,  whea  I  am  talking  to  a  joung  man  engaged  to 
be  married.  Trust  to  love  if  you  will ;  but  remember,  there's 
many  a  thing  besides  poverty  which,  when  it  peeps  in  at  the 
door,  sends  love  flying  out  of  the  window.  Temper,  and  indolence, 
and  selfishness,  they  all  work ;  and  if  it's  a  struggle  between 
them,  as  it's  sure  to  be  if  the  woman  isn't  well  tutored  beforehand, 
why  they'll  get  the  victory  over  love." 

Claude  was  silent  for  some  seconds ;  then  he  said,  with  evident 
effort,  "  I  must  ask  some  day,  sir,  to  bring  Helen  with  me  here, 
that  you  may  judge  for  yourself  that  I  have  not  quite  cause  to 
fear  all  the  evils  you  prognosticate  for  me." 

"  Bring  her,  yes,  bring  her  if  you  will,  but  don't  think  I  pretend 
to  prognosticate  for  you.  Men  aren't  all  made  alike,  and  perchance 
you  may  like  what  I  shouldn't.  And  as  for  the  girl,  why  I  grant 
you  she's  a  pretty  girl,  and  a  lady,  and  Frances  Graham's  niece, 
which  is  the  best  I  can  say  for  her ;  and  if  you  were  to  take  her 
away  from  the  old  woman  at  Ivors,  and  send  her  to  school  to  her 
aunt  for  the  next  five  years,  I  won't  say  but  that  at  the  end  of 
that  time  she  might  be  good  for  something ;  not  perhaps  good 
enough  fpr  your  wife ; — but  that's  the  old  feeling,  Claude ;  youll 
forgive  it,  my  good  fellow,  you'll  forgive  it." 

Claude  held  the  Admiral's  hand  affectionately.  "  I  am  very 
grateful  to  you,  sir,  —  much  more  than  you  may  think.  It  has 
been  a  great  weight  on  my  heart  not  to  have  seen  you." 

"  And  on  mine  too,  perhaps,  Claude ;  and  on  my  conscience 
besides,  perchance.  It's  wrong  to  build  castles,  I  ought  to  have 
known  it;  but  there — God  bless  you,  my  boy,  and  give  you 
happiness  in  your  own  way,  since  you  wouldn't  have  it  in  mine." 

A  tear  stood  in  Claude's  eye,  a  tear  of  sympathy  for  that  bygone 
phantom  of  early  love  which  haunted  the  old  man's  loneliness, 
and  seemed  to  cast  its  spell  upon  all  he  thought,  or  felt,  or  did. 

He  went  back  to  Ivors  comforted  ;  but  it  was  with  the  thought 
of  the  Admiral,  not  of  Helen. 
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Yet  Helen  did  give  Claude  comfort  on  that  day,  and  on  many 
ensuing  days.  It  seemed  as  if  the  childish  burst  of  petulant 
rebellion  against  his  wishes  to  which  she  had  given  way,  had 
worked  for  good  in  humbling  and  softeiung  her  ;  or  perhaps  Mrs. 
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G^u^s'i  Aaei  -wk^ss  izti  Sciaa'f  «>x4f  fak?  :.:«e£ed  her  tuore 
tide  in*  Imiwi  ark=>3«ieC£?^  Tii  rcod  f ;  'Aiceii  nrxirisuifh- 
kiE£  aaii  pcQiSaeeil  ■«■■— ^-^5  leSx^-  I:  satSf  bfr  «are^  aad 
^jzfaUe  is  express^  ^er  lt-^^Scc:^  cf  i^  ~  iborlzi^es.'  >ad 
FBJTKtd  t^r  sum^G^es  u  c£iKt  Vaarjx  is  u>i  oxiMsipnn^as  (one 
»*v^  ht  Lki  leaned  u  h^n  ibcot  all  z^^-^Cjc^  rjokd  wtdtont 
de  jiujMrt  circle  u  Itocs.  Sti;  fi^o^dtcd  Cti^i'e.  uiii  deferred 
to  kfs  ikfSfc.  ae  read  Lis  bcoks.  srd  dLs:ti=p«i  t;«a  "Tih  him. 
Sbe  loot^  oro'  t»  pfsoii  ct*  iarpcuT-iesafCi  11  Hitc^T.  and  nude 
»BK  "By  sw"!  s^5es«K«si  of  !ier  own.  "PiiHe  wer^  no  doads, 
ar-  £b  of  irnlr  iiIM  11 :  kcd  ^^  cTe=  vvct  $d  £kr  is  ^f-A^i^l  and 
mif-£aapEme  as  to  comeat  to  i^e  a  k:~i>.'c  i=.  the  eletnenu  of 
fcolo^  Enm  Hag  ManiKn.  m  that  ihe  xi^i  be  ible  U>  share 
oee  of  Claade'i  ^Toarite  sstJMC:  cf  i^tj^irr.  i£.  &;  liad  been 
propceed,  tbej  sbool-i  decermice  apioc  giK::^  4b^^^ad  for  their 


The  jKKpurmoaa  for  the  baD  wie  {Kv^re^ss.  Claode  s*ii 
nodiins  mocF  abooi  hij  joorc^T  (.>  LiMidon :  Hel«ii  ceivr  alloded 
u>  bcr  implied  promise  of  coa:^diis  hi-  «t~!L  about  di::cii>g.  It 
seemed  af  if  both  wcrie  swaie  thii  the  t<<p>:$  ver?  danzvroos.  and 
voald  brinz  b*^  luaimtortable  re«t.>L!^tioci:^.  Thi?  vsa  not 
qaiie  Eke  the  hearty  reeoncilianoo  after  a  trie  lovers'  qnarrd ; 
bat  then  thej  vieie  ?>i^  *^  ^<>  s3hx>thl-~  it  ^eeoied  onceeea^ary 
to  inquire  whether  the  grooad  beoeatb  their  ie^i  were  hoUow. 

About  a  week  heftir?  the  ball  a  carri^^  dmee  ap  to  the  door, 
joft  as  all  were  Ungerrng  at  the  loneheon  table.  Heten  h«d  been 
in  poniciilariT  gooi  spirits.  laughing  with  Lady  Loaisa  OTer  a 
new  soret.  and  iodneing  Ciande  to  join  with  her.  Helen's  eri- 
tirifiiid  were  ^sierallj  fiMy  apt.  and  whether  Claude  alwsys 
approTed  them  or  not.  be  was  ^Idom  inelined  to  hold  oat  an 
argommt  gainst  her.  Ui^  Manners  stood  by  with  nttber  » 
frowning  brow,  considering  li^t  literatace  beneath  the  attention 
of  beings  who  had  the  power  of  anderstanding  seience.  As 
Helen  somedmes  said,  her  mental  feaf  t  was  always   the  piece  de 


*•  Now,    then,   Hiss   Manners."  —  exclaimed    Alanrice,    slowly 
mii^  &om  the  taUe,  and  standing  in  froat  of  the  fire,  so  as  to 
B  the  Urgi.it  jvrtioa  to  himselt  whilst  at  the  same  tinte  he 
I  bis  ey'?-glsj.-  and  looked  towards  the  window, — "  here  is 
"ir   congeniality.     My  cousin   Susan  I   the  moet 

I,  geological,  mineralo^cal,  ajtrvmomiail " 

i  practical.'^  added  Cbude. 
':   you  ;  —  as  Mr.  Kgerton  observer  —  and   practical 
f  in  Euglutd.    AA  knat  if  she  i^  not,  she  oaght  to  be." 
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Young  ladies  educated  bj  mammas  always  are  patterns,"  said 
Ladj  Louisa. 

"  Or  warnings,"  added  Maurice.  "  Not  that  I  say  so  of  Susan ; 
forbid  it  Minerva,  Juno,  Diana,  Yesta,  and  all  the  goddesses 
whose  virtues  are  concentrated  in  the  character  of  my  aunt 
Fanny ! " 

Miss  Manners  laughed ;  for  her,  heartily.  Generally  speaking, 
her  laugh  was  rather  a  sepulchral  echo,  ringing  through  a  hollow 
cavern.  Yet  she  corrected  him :  "  You  forget,  Maurice  ;  they 
were  the  Grecian  deities  who  would  have  been  propitious  to  a 
woman  of  such  a  cultivated  mind  as  Mrs.  Graham, — Athene, 
Hera,  Artemis " 

"  Mrs.  and  the  Miss  Grahams  in  the  drawing-room,  my  lady," 
announced  a  footman,  suddenly  bursting  in  upon  Miss  Manners* 
list  of  Greek  goddesses. 

"  Lady  Augusta  is  not  here,"  was  Helen's  quick  reply.  She 
stood  as  though  she  did  not  intend  to  obey  the  summons  herself. 

"  You  are  going,  Helen,  aren't  you  ? "  asked  Claude,  with  a 
little  surprise  in  his  tone. 

"  I  don't  know.     Mamma  will  be  there." 

"  But  won't  your  aunt  think  it  unkind  ?  " 

*  And  won't  Miss  Graham  want  you  ?  "  said  Lady  Louisa. 

•*  *  Is  all  the  counsel  that  we  two  hare  shared, 
The  sisters'  vows,  the  hours  that  we  have  spent. 
When  we  have  chid  the  hasty-footed  time 
For  parting  us, — O,  and  is  all  forgot  ? ' " 

Helen  looked  impatient.  *'  Susan  is  not  so  foolish  as  to  want 
me,  when  she  knows  I  am  otherwise  engaged." 

"  Not  if  you  are  engaged,"  said  Claude. 

"  I  thought  I  was  going  with  you  for  a  ride." 

"  I  thought  so  too  ;  but  there  may  be  time  for  both." 

"  And  no  disappointment  on  either  side,"  added  Lady  Louisa,  a 
little  maliciously.  "  I  know  Mr.  Egerton  is  a  warm  admirer  of 
Mrs.  Graham,  to  say  nothing  of  her  daughter." 

Helen  was  not  inclined  just  then  to  hear  that  he  was  a  warm 
admirer  of  any  one.  She  waited  for  some  seconds,  in  which 
interval  Maurice  and  Miss  Manners  went  away,  perhaps  hoping 
that  Lady  Louisa  would  do  the  same  ;  but  finding  this  not  likely 
to  be  the  case,  she  said,  **  You  had  better  go,  Claude,  and  we  can 
give  up  the  ride." 

"Impossible  I"  said  Claude. 

"  I  don't  see  that ;  if  you  are  so  anxious  to  talk  to  my  aunt." 
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^*  I  can't  go,  if  you  don't,"  replied  Claude.  **  Every  one  will  be 
asking  for  you." 

^'  Say  I  am  tired,  engaged,  cold ;"  and  Helen  knelt  down  before 
the  fire  to  warm  herself. 

"Helen  !  how  can  you  be  so  perverse?"  exclaimed  Claude, 
half  amused,  and  half  vexed.  **  Come,  you  really  must ; "  and  he 
touched  her  arm. 

Lady  Louisa  laughed.     "  Practising  betimes :  -~ 

'  For.  I  am  he,  am  bom  to  tame  yon,  Kate  ; 
■  And  bring  you  from  a  wild  cat  to  a  Kate 
Conformable,  as  other  household  Kates.' " 

"  I  am  not  going,"  said  Helen,  in  a  more  determined  tone  than 
she  had  used  before ;  "  or,  if  I  do  go,  I  sha'n't  ride." 

**  You  will  think  better  of  it,  presently,"  said  Claude,  rather 
shortly. 

"  Not  at  all  likely ;  we  certainly  can't  do  both." 

**I  don't  agree  with  you.  You  could  have  seen  your  aunt, 
made  your  excuses,  and  dressed  yourself  for  your  ride,  whilst  we 
have  been  talking  about  it."  There  might  have  been  something 
a  little  dictatorial  in  Claude's  tone,  and  Helen's  pouting  lip  showed 
that  it  aggravated  her. 

Lady  Louisa  laughed  again.     "  Acted  to  the  very  life  ! 

*  I  will  be  master  of  what  is  mine  own  : 
She  is  mj  goods,  mj  chattels ;  she  is  mj  house, 
My  household  stuff,  my  field,  my  bam, 
My  horse,  my  ox,  my  ass,  my  any  thing.' " 

Claude  commanded  his  temper,  but  it  was  with  the  utmost 
difficulty.  He  merely  salid :  "  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  so  well  under- 
stands the  part  of  Petruchio,  that  I  shall  leave  her  to  bring  Kate 
to  reason ; "  and  he  walked  to  the  further  end  of  the  room. 

Lady  Louisa,  however,  was  a  coward,  as  most  troublesome  and 
meddling  persons  are,  and  when  she  saw  that  she  had  roused  the 
lion,  she  hastened  to  escape.  "  It  is  a  very  knotty  point  to  settle," 
she  said ;  "  perhaps  I  had  better  leave  it.  Shall  I  tell  Mrs.  Graham 
you  are  coming  ?  " 

No  reply  was  vouchsafed.  Lady  Louisa  departed,  and  Helen 
rang  the  belL 

"Are  you  going  to  order  the  horses?"  asked  Claude.  "We 
must  make  up  our  minds  what  we  intend  to  do." 

"  I  thought  you  had  decided,"  said  Helen.  She  watched  for 
the  opening  of  the  door,  but  when  the  servant  came  she  would 
not  speak. 

^^ Shall  we  say  half  an  hour  from  this  time?"  asked  Claude. 
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Interpreting  Helen's  silence  for  assent,  he  gave  his  order  to  saddle 
the  horses  and  bring  them  round  in  half  an  hour. 

Helen  looked  up  impatiently.  "  They  need  not  be  brought 
round ;  we  will  send  for  them  if  we  want  them."  The  servant 
left  the  room. 

Claude's  closely  compressed  lips  told  a  tale  of  struggling  anger. 
Helen  bent  over  the  fire.  Presently  Claude  said :  *'  Are  you 
going  to  the  drawing-room  ?  " 

"Perhaps,  presenfly." 

"  Shall  I  give  any  message  to  your  aunt  for  you  ? " 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  I  can  speak  for  myself." 

Claude  went  to  the  door,  but  turned  round  to  say,  in  a  tone  of 
marked  displeasure,  "  We  really  shall  be  too  late  for  our  ride  if 
you  delay," — an  observation  received  in  silence. 

It  was  a  fit  of  ill- temper  which  had  originated  in  a  momentary 
feeling  of  perverseness  on  Helen's  part  at  having  her  ride  delayed, 
but  was  aggravated  into  a  storm  by  the  foolish  dread  of  being 
governed.  It  never  would  have  arisen  where  there  was  true  love. 
But  Helen's  undisciplined  feelings  were  at  the  mercy  of  every 
chance  observation. 

Persons  usually  have  some  image  of  themselves  in  their  own 
minds,  —  some  picture  which  they  hold  up  before  the  mirror  of 
their  hearts,  and  which  they  believe  is  the  same  seen  by  the  world. 
In  nine  cases  out  of  ten  it  is  not  that  which  they  actually  know  of 
themselves  from  conscience  and  self-examination, — it  is  a  flatter- 
ing likeness,  yet  sufiiciently  true  to  enable  them  to  look  at  them-* 
selves,  as  it  were,  apart  from  themselves  —  to  become,  in  fact, 
picturesque. 

Now,  the  very  commonest  characters  have  a  certain  amount  of 
picturesqueness  belonging  to  them,  when  their  different  qualities 
are  drawn  out  and  put  in  right  juxtaposition, —  how  much  more, 
then,  those  which  have  a  really  noble  and  chivalrous  stamp  ! 

Helen  Clare  was  unquestionably  very  picturesque,  and,  without 
being  what  could  be  termed  vain,  she  was  aware  of  it.  She  had 
heard  of  her  impetuous  temperament,  her  excitability,  imagination, 
warmth  of  feeling,  from  infancy.  "  Such  a  dear,  impulsive,  vari- 
able child ! "  Lady  Augusta  used  to  call  her,  whenever  the  im- 
pulses and  variability  did  not  affect  her  own  comfort;  and  the 
words  were  echoed  by  admiring  friends,  until  Helen  had  grown 
up  with  the  idea  that  these  characteristics  were,  if  not  actual 
virtues,  at  least  charms,  like  beauty  and  elegance.  There  was  no 
attempt,  therefore,  to  control  them.  They  were  to  her  like  the 
clouds  in  an  English  sky,  adding  brilliancy  to  the  landscape  from 
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the  force  of  contrast.  And  Helen  was  right,  as  far  as  the  world 
was  concerned.  Persons  who  did  not  come  in  the  way  of  the  clouds, 
and  suffer  from  a  deluge  of  rain  in  consequence,  thought  them 
extremely  beautiful ;  but  it  was  very  different  when  called  upon 
to  live  in  perpetual  fear  of  them.  Claude  was  just  beginning  to 
discover  this.  It  was  one  thing  to  look  upon  Helen  from  a 
distance,  as  upon  a  dissolving  view,  constantly  changing,  and 
another  to  feel  that  his  enjoyment  depended  upon  her,  and  that, 
however  great  it  might  be,  he  could  not  be  certain  of  its  lasting 
for  a  single  hour. 

He  went  to  the  drawing-room,  more  really  cross  with  Helen 
than  he  had  ever  yet  been.  Mrs.  Graham  and  Isabella  were 
engrossed  by  Lady  Augusta ;  Susan  was  talking  to  Lady  Louisa 
Stuart.  Claude  joined  the  latter,  not  from  any  liking  to  Lady 
Louisa,  but  to  avoid  the  risk  of  a  question  from  Lady  Augusta  as 
to  what  had  become  of  Helen. 

In  his  state  of  irritation  Susan's  conversation  was  very  agree- 
able to  him :  he  was  little  in  the  humour  for  wit  or  repartee ; 
and  Susan's  simplicity  kept  Lady  Louisa  tolerably  well  in  order. 
But  Claude  gave  only  a  half  attention  even  to  his  own  words, 
until  something  was  said  about  the  ball ;  and  then  Lady  Louisa, 
having  a  little  gossiping  pleasure  in  trying  to  discover  whether  the 
feeling  of  liking  between  Claude  and  Susan  was  really  as  slight  as 
it  appeared,  said,  "  We  shall  see  you  here  before  that,  of  course, 
Miss  Graham.  Your  counsel  will  be  wanted  on  many  points,  as  it 
was  for  the  tableaux.     Mr.  Egerton,  I  am  sure  you  agree  with  me." 

Claude  readily  took  up  the  suggestion,  and  replied,  "  Indeed,  I 
hope  it  will  be  arranged  for  you  to  be  here  some  days  before. 
Helen  was  saying  only  the  other  day  that  you  would  be  a  help  to 
every  one." 

"  I  must  wait  to  be  asked,"  said  Susan ;  "  besides  Lady  Au- 
gusta will  scarcely  want  help." 

**But  Helen  may  want  comfort,"  said  Lady  Louisa,  "if,  as 
report  says,  Mr.  Egerton  intends  to  betake  himself  to  London." 

"  To  London  ?  Are  you  going  away,  then  ? "  asked  Susan, 
quickly. 

"  Possibly ;  I  can't  say."  Claude's  manner  betrayed  that  it  was 
a  disagreeable  subject. 

Lady  Louisa,  however  pursued  it.  "  We  must  remember  that 
Mr.  Egerton  is  not  now  open  to  the  temptations  which  beset  less 
fortunate  mortals.  Having  obtained  a  planet,  he  cares  not  to  look 
upon  the  less  brilliant 

*  Earth-trending  stars  timt  make  dark  heaven  light."* 
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"  Helen  will  be  dreadfully  vexed,"  said  Susan. 

Claude  smiled  gravely. 

**You  should  use  your  eloquence,  and  persuade  him  for  your 
cousin's  sake,  Miss  Graham,"  said  Lady  Louisa. 

"  That  could  scarcely  be  of  any  use  if  Helen  has  failed,"  an- 
swered Susan.     "But "  she  paused,  and  then  added,  simply, 

**  we  thought  perhaps,  Mr.  Egerton,  that  you  could  help  us,  and  I 
am  afraid  you  won't  be  able  to  do  it  if  you  are  going  away." 

"  Help  you  ?  In  what  way  ?  You  know  I  would  help  you  to 
the  utmost  in  any  way."     Claude's  tone  was  eager. 

Lady  Louisa  leaned  back  in  her  chair,  and  a  smile  slightly 
curled  her  lips. 

"  It  is  a  very  matter-of-fact  way,"  observed  Susan.  "  Mamma 
wants  Lady  Augusta  to  lend  us  her  magic  lanthom  for  our 
children's  party  on  Wednesday,  and  we  thought  you  could  teach 
us  how  to  exhibit  it  properly." 

Perhaps  Claude  did  think  this  rather  a  matter-of-fact  way  of 
being  useful,  for  he  answered  as  if  he  was  thinking  upon  something 
else :  "  It  is  not  a  difficult  thing ;  a  few  minutes  will  put  you  in 
the  way  of  managing  it." 

"Magic  lanthorns  are  charming  things,  and  so  innocent!" 
observed  Lady  Louisa,  in  a  very  peculiar  tone.  Claude's  keen 
eyes  were  turned  to  her,  but  she  kept  her  face  towards  the  door, 
which  opened  at  that  moment,  and  added,  **  much  more  innocent 
than  balls ;  even  Helen  must  own  that." 

Helen  had  just  entered  and  Lady  Louisa  meant  her  to  hear ;  but 
she  went  up  to  Mrs.  Graham. 

"My  love  where  have  you  been?"  asked  Lady  Augusta.  "I 
was  going  to  ring  for  you." 

"I  have  been  in  the  dining-room,"  replied  Helen,  bluntly. 
"  Aunt  Fanny,  I  ought  to  have  come  back  before,  but  I  didn't." 

"  Thank  you,  my  dear,  for  the  non-excuse ;  I  dare  say  you  were 
talking." 

"No,  thinking,"  said  Helen,  quickly.  She  looked  round  for 
Susan,  but  could  not  see  her  immediately.  Claude  was  standing 
before  her,  rather  bending  forward.  He  was  trying  to  explain 
something  connected  with  the  magic  lanthom.  Lady  Louisa  had 
thrown  herself  into  a  different  position,  by  which  she  could  watch 
all  that  went  on. 

Susan  broke  off  the  conversation  directly  her  cousin  drew  near, 
but  Claude  chose  to  continue  it.  He  just  waited  for  the  few  words 
of  greeting  to  pass,  and  then  he  said  to  Susan,  finishing  a  sentence 
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which  he  had  began :  ''I  could  call  and  show  jon  what  to  do  some 
evening,  if  jou  like." 

Susan  hesitated,  and  remarked  that  it  was  cold  whether,  and 
the  nights  were  dark,  and  the  distance  was  long. 

•*Not  more  than  two  miles,"  replied  Claude ;  "  and  I  am  out  in  all 
weathers.  If  I  came  to  you  early,  I  might  be  here  again  by 
seren,  in  time  for  dinner." 

"  Helen  will  think  it  unfair,"  said  Susan ;  just  then  catching  a 
most  uncomfortable  expression  in  her  cousin*s  face. 

Helen  was  still  standing  near,  pretending  to  be  engrossed  in 
talking  to  Lady  Louisa  Stuart. 

Claude  addressed  her  at  once.  "  Helen  I  am  talking  of  going 
over  to  Wingfield  one  afternoon  this  week,  in  order  to  show  Miss 
Graham  how  to  exhibit  the  magic  Ian  thorn.  K  you  could  go  with 
me,  we  might  have  the  room  darkened,  and  try  it ;  and  ride  back 
before  it  grew  late." 

"  Magic  lanthoms  are  shown  best  at  night,"  said  Helen,  without 
looking  at  him.  *^  Mamma  objects  to  my  being  out  af\er  hjdf-past 
five." 

^^  Just  what  I  was  proposing  to  avoid,"  said  Claude. 

**  Oh !  I  beg  your  pardon,  I  misunderstood ;  but  I  shall  be  very 
little  help  to  you." 

Claude  suddenly  turned  away,  and  went  up  to  Mrs.  Graham. 
Susan  looked  pained;  but  Lady  Louisa  only  laughed  and  mur- 
mured to  Helen : — 

**  *  I  see  a  woman  mar  be  made  a  fool 
If  she  had  not  a  spirit  to  resist.* 

You  are  giving  him  a  lesson  in  time,  Helen.  I  dare  say  he  will 
profit  by  it^  and  form  no  more  engagements  without  consulting 
you  first." 

This  speech  recalled  Helen  to  herself,  or  rather  it  touched  her 
pride.  She  replied,  half  speaking  to  Susan :  '*  It  is  a  matt^-  of 
convenience ;  there  is  no  use  in  darkening  rooms,  when,  if  you 
wait  long  enough,  they  will  darken  themselves." 

^  But  it  would  be  no  trouble,^  said  Susan ;  ^'and  we  should  like 
to  have  you  with  Mr.  Egerton  so  very  much." 

Helen  scarcely  seemed  to  hear.  Her  attention  was  attracted 
by  an  animated  discussion  which  was  going  on  between  Mrs. 
Graham  and  Claude,  Lady  Augusta  and  Isabella  occasionally 
taking  part  in  it. 

"  A  very  urgent  request  apparently^"  said  Lady  Louisa  smiling ; 
^and  Mr.  Egerton  seems  well  inclined  to  grant  it.     What  a  for- 
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tunate  person  Mrs.  Graham  is  to  have  such  influence  !  I  should 
have  said,  if  I  had  been  asked,  that  Mr.  Egerton  was  not  generally 
very  yielding.  What  testimony  does  your  experience  give, 
Helen?" 

''  It  is  not  fair  to  apply  to  Helen,"  said  Susan,  quickly.  ''And 
I  doubt  very  much  whether  Mr.  Egerton  is  so  inclined  to  say  yes ; 
I  know  what  mamma  is  asking."  She  rose  and  walked  across  the 
room,  and  Lady  Augusta  just  then  called  Helen  also  to  the  con- 
ference. Lady  Louisa  was  discomfited ;  she  could  not  gratify 
her  curiosity  by  following. 

''  Claude  has  been  tempted  to  make  an  engagement  for  you,  my 
love,"  said  Lady  Augusta  to  Helen,  as  she  drew  near.  *'  It  only 
waits  your  ratification." 

Helen's  face  betokened  any  thing  but  willingness  to  ratify  an 
engagement  at  that  moment ;  and  Claude's  easy  manner  changed 
directly  she  approached,  and  he  became  very  stiff,  and  seemed 
half  inclined  to  contradict  Lady  Augusta's  words. 

''  A  great  deal  has  been  promised  for  you,  Helen,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham.  *'  Lady  Augusta  says  that  she  will  trust  you  to  us  for  our 
children's  party,  if  you  will  come ;  and  Mr.  Egerton  has  offered 
to  be  there,  and  exhibit  the  magic  lanthorn  himself^  instead  of 
running  the  risk  of  our  awkwardness." 

"  Thank  you ;  you  are  very  kind,  but  I  don't  know  — — "  Helen 
turned  to  Lady  Augusta  with  mingled  surprise  and  anger. 
"  Mamma,  you  know  I  never  go  out  without  you." 

**  Aunt  Fanny  may  be  an  exception,  I  hope,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
kindly;  "but  I  should  not  think  of  troubling  you  with  such 
childishness,  if  there  were  not  something  to  offer  you  to  make  the 
evening  pleasant." 

There  was  a  little  constraint  in  the  tone,  and  Helen  for  a  mO" 
ment  fell  ashamed  of  herself.  But  Claude  stood  by  with  that 
cold,  impassive  look,  which  she  was  just  beginning  to  under- 
stand, and  she  became  more  irritated ;  and  only  replied,  shortly, 
that  her  services  could  be  of  very  little  use,  she  was  afraid,  in  ex- 
hibiting a  magic  lanthorn. 

"That  is  naughty  and  perverse  of  you,  Helen,"  exclaimed 
Susan,  making  an  effort  to  laugh.  "  You  know  we  only  want 
you  to  exhibit  yourself." 

"  And  to  be  agreeable,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  emphatically. 

"  Which  she  will  not  be  if  we  force  her  against  her  inclination," 
continued  Mrs.  Graham,  kindly ;  "  so  we  won't  say  any  thing  more 
about  it  now,  but  leave  it." 

o  4 
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"To  Claude's  influence,"  said  Ladj  Augusta.  "He  has  not 
attempted  to  exercise  it  yet,  bj  expressing  his  wish." 

"  Helen  can  scarcely  require  that,"  said  Claude.  He  thought 
he  had  spoken  gently,  but  he  was  not  quite  successful ;  and  Helen 
became  more  ungracious,  and  turning  to  her  aunt,  said  that  she 
could  not  make  up  her  mind  at  once  ;  she  was  afraid  the  fatigue 
might  be  more  than  she  could  bear,  as  the  party  at  Wingfield 
would  take  place  so  near  the  time  fixed  for  the  ball. 

Any  other  person  but  Mrs.  Graham  would  have  been  seriously 
offended  ;  but  she  read  the  truth  too  clearly  to  have  any  feeling 
for  herself. 

Claude  went  with  her  to  the  carriage,  but  Helen's  name  was 
not  mentioned  by  either.  And  Helen  returned  to  her  room  con- 
gratulating herself  upon  her  firmness  in  asserting  the  entire  freedom 
of  her  own  will. 

Helen  kept  to  her  determination,  and  by  so  doing  strengthened 
her  lU-humour.  Before  the  day  was  over,  she  had  brought  her- 
self, by  the  aid  of  pride  and  Lady  Louisa's  inuendos,  to  the  con- 
viction, that  Claude  was  purposely  bent  upon  exercising  his  power 
over  her,  and  that  it  was  her  duty  to  show  him  that  she  would  act 
independently.  A  shower  of  rain  put  a  final  stop  to  the  ride,  but 
she  took  no  advantage  of  the  unoccupied  afternoon,  except  to  as- 
sure Claude  that  he  was  quite  wrong  in  forming  engagements  for 
her  without  her  consent.  She  was  silent  at  dinner,  and  read  all 
the  evening.  Claude  tried  to  overlook  her  manner,  not  compre- 
hending the  cause  of  oflence,  and  thinking  that  time  and  consider- 
ation would  bring  her  round  again.  But  when  he  found  no 
change,  he  left  her  to  herself.  Such  a  mood  could  not  fail  to 
excite  remark  ;  and  even  Sir  Henry,  noticing  her  short  replies, 
asked  whether  she  was  well. 

"  Quite  well,"  was  the  reply ;  "  nothing  is  the  matter ;"  but 
Helen,  as  she  said  these  words,  thought  the  contrary,  and  looked 
upon  herself  as  a  martyr. 

One  of  the  last  things  she  could  have  believed  was,  that  she 
could  be  a  prey  to  petty  feelings,  little  jealousies,  mean  tempers. 
Persons  who  have  what  are  called,  great  faults  (great  being  sup- 
posed to  imply  noble),  seldom  do  think  so  ;  the  degradation  of 
temper,  the  baseness  of  pride,  seem  never  to  enter  into  their  cal- 
culations. 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI. 

Helen  went  to  bed  early  and  rose  late  ;  and  when  she  went  down- 
stairs, found  every  one  assembled  at  breakfast.  The  letters  had 
just  been  brought  in.  Sir  Henry  tossed  several  to  Claude,  ex- 
claiming :  *'  Business  befitting  your  new  dignity  already,  Claude. 
You  must  keep  a  secretary  if  you  begin  so  early." 

Claude  took  up  his  letters  and  looked  at  the  directions. 

**The  cards  of  life,"  said  Lady  Louisa ;  "one  always  has  a  hope 
that  one  may  take  up  trumps." 

"  Or  court  cards  at  least,"  observed  Miss  Manners. 

"I  don't  think  the  cards  signify,"  remarked  Lady  Augusta; 
"  or  at  least  only  comparatively  speaking.  The  important  thing 
is  how  they  shall  be  played." 

Claude  looked  up  from  his  letters,  and  said :  "  There  are  cer- 
tain rules  which  if  they  could  be  kept, — at  least  one  should  have 
the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  one  had  not  lost  the  game  by 
one's  own  fault." 

**  You  are  not  likely  to  do  that,  my  good  fellow,"  exclaimed 
Maurice;  "you  seem  to  me  to  have  rules  at  hand  for  all  occa- 
sions." 

Claude  turned  to  Helen,  who  was  sitting  next  him.  "There  is 
a  rule  for  this  occasion,  at  least.  Here  is  a  letter  from  my 
lawyer,  saying  that  I  must,  without  fail,  bo  in  town  on  the 
sixteenth.  I  thought  it  would  be  so."  He  held  out  the  letter, 
and  Helen  took  it  mechanically. 

"  The  sixteenth !  better  than  the  seventeenth,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Augusta ;  "  you  will  be  down  again  for  the  ball." 

Claude  smiled  faintly,  and  said  :  "  We  shall  see."  And  Helen 
laid  the  letter  on  the  table  without  any  remark. 

Claude  was  busied  with  his  letters  nearly  the  whole  of  breakfast 
time.  Lady  Louisa  talked  a  good  deal,  so  did  Miss  Manners ;  but 
Lady  Augusta  showed  plainly  that  the  world  was  not  going 
smoothly  with  her ;  less,  however,  by  what  she  said,  than  by  what 
she  did :  the  slices-  of  dry  toast  being  taken  with  an  abstracted 
air,  as  if  eating  were  a  penance,  only  submitted  to  as  a  duty ;  and 
slowly  conveyed  to  her  mouth  in  tiny  morsels,  with  a  languid 
curve  of  the  wrist,  which  just  served  to  display  the  whiteness  and 
symmetry  of  her  delicate  hand. 

Helen  was  cross,  and  did  not  try  to  conceal  it.  She  shivered, 
and  sent  for  a  shawl ;  but  refused  to  sit  near  the  fire,  and  declared 
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that  the  weather  was  so  miserable,  the  only  thing  to  be  done  was 
to  take  a  long  walk ;  and  then  she  turned  to  Miss  Manners  and 
asked  if  she  would  go  with  her. 

Perhaps  it  was  no  wonder,  after  this,  that  Claude  found  too 
much  occupation  in  his  letters  to  allow  of  his  mixing  in  general 
ecmversation. 

Breakfast  was  ended.  Claude  collected  his  letters,  so  did  Sir 
Henry.  Lady  Augusta  addressed  her  husband :  '^  My  dear,  are 
you  going  to  your  study  ?  I  wish  to  speak  to  you." 

"  Certainly,  certainly,"  Sir  Henry  answered,  a  little  quickly ; 
'^  Claude,  I  shall  want  you  by  and  by ;  when  shall  yon  be  at 
leisure." 

"  At  any  hour,  sir ;  I  am  going  to  walk  in  the  colonnade." 
Claude  glanced  at  Helen.  She  must  haye  seen  the  glance,  but 
she  would  not  reply  to  it.  Sir  Henry,  Lady  Augusta,  and  Maurice 
went  away. 

"  Shall  we  go  out  at  eleven  ?"  said  Miss  Manners  to  Helen,  as 
she  prepared  to  follow  them.  "  It  may  be  better  than  waiting  till 
the  first  loveliness  of  the  day  has  passed.  The  world  becomes 
sombre  in  the  afternoon,  and  casts  an  oppression  upon  the  spirits." 

"  I  don't  see  where  you  can  find  any  loveliness  at  this  season," 
observed  Lady  Louisa ;  "  for  me,  I  feel  only  *  the  icy  fang  and 
churlish  chiding  of  the  winter's  wind;'  and  if  I  might  venture 
to  judge  from  Mr.  Egerton's  face  he  agrees  with  me." 

Claude  was  lingering  by  the  fire.  He  answered  shortly,  that 
it  was  certainly  bitter  weather. 

^  And  a  solitary  walk  in  the  colonnade  is  not  likely  to  make 
you  warm,"  observed  Lady  Louisa ;  "  you  would  do  yourself  more 
good  by  joining  Helen  and  Miss  Manners." 

Claude  was  very  sorry,  but  he  had  a  particular  engagement  that 
morning,  and  he  walked  out  of  the  room.  Helen  waited  till  he 
was  gone, — and  then  moved  slowly  towards  the  door.  A  screen 
hid  it,  so  that  no  one  could  see  when  she  left  the  room. 

"  A  first-rate  Petruchio ! "  said  Lady  Louisa  to  Miss  Manners, 
thinking  that  Helen  was  out  of  hearing.  ^  He  won't  move  one 
step  forward." 

"  Yet  I  would  take  a  bet  that  his  Kate  will  be  too  much  for 
him,"  was  the  reply.     "  I  have  known  her  from  her  infancy." 

"  So  have  I ;  but  if  ever  I  saw  determination  expressed  in  any 
man's  face,  it  is  in  Mr.  Egerton's." 

The  rustling  of  a  silk  dress  at  the  lower  end  of  the  apartment 
was  heard ;  Lady  Louisa  and  Miss  Manners  looked  at  each  other, 
then  at  the  screen ;  but  no  one  appeared  from  behind  it ;  and 
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Helen's  light  step  was  just  audible,  as  she  glided  away,  and 
ran  upstairs  to  her  own  room.  Five  minutes  afterwards  she  had 
joined  Claude  in  the  colonnade.  He  was  pacing  it  rapidly,  but 
slackened  his  steps  as  she  drew  near.  Helen  put  her  arm  within 
his,  and  thej  went  on  for  some  seconds  in  silence :  then  Helen 
made  a  commonplace  remark,  but  received  only  a  very  cold  reply. 
She  tried  a  second,  but  its  success  was  no  greater :  at  length  she 
stopped  suddenly,  and  said:  "We  are  not  very  pleasant  com- 
panions to  each  other." 

Not  at  all  pleasant,"  was  the  answer. 

And  I  may  as  well  go  in  then  ?**  said  Helen. 

"  Not  on  any  account,  if  it  gives  you  satisfaction  to  be  here." 

"  Satisfaction ! "  Helen  angrily  withdrew  her  arm :  "  Claude,  is 
that  a  word  to  me  ?" 

"  It  expresses  what  I  mean,"  he  replied.  "  You  give  me  no 
reason  to  think  that  you  have  pleasure  in  being  with  me.  I  con- 
clude therefore  that  you  come  merely  as  a  satisfaction  to  your 
conscience." 

"  Claude  you  are  unkind,  aggravating ;"  and  Helen  drew  her- 
self up  angrily. 

"  I  don't  want  to  be  either,  Helen ;  and  I  won't  retort ;  though 
I  might." 

*'  I  thought  that  love,  true  love,"  said  Helen,  and  she  laid  a 
stress  on  the  adjective,  "  was  always  charitable  and  forbearing." 

"  I  hope  it  is ;  but  it  must  be  reciprocal,  mutual  love :  and  you 
must  allow  me  to  say,  that  within  the  last  twenty-four  hours  I 
have  had  sufficient  reason  to  doubt  whether  love  with  us  is 
reciprocal." 

"  The  same  thought  has  crossed  my  own  mind,"  replied  Helen, 
stiffly. 

Claude  turned  round  suddenly  and  fiercely:  "Doubt  of  my 
affection  crossed  your  mind!  Helen,  what  false  spirit  has 
suggested  the  idea." 

Helen  slightly  trembled  as  she  replied:  "Dictatorial  and 
exacting  love,  is  not  true  love.  If  you  wish  for  a  slave,  Claude, 
you  have  made  a  wrong  choice." 

Claude  strode  on  at  a  pace  which  rendered  it  difficult  for  her  to 
follow  him ;  and  throwing  himself  upon  a  bench  at  the  further 
end  of  the  colonnade,  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

Helen  felt  frightened.  Cold  herself,  she  little  knew  the  tem- 
pest of  feeling  which  it  was  in  her  power  to  excite.  He  looked  up 
after  some  moments,  his  complexion  of  an  ashy  paleness,  and  said 
bitterly :  "  There  is  something  more  in  this  than  I  understand." 
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"  I  sec  no  mystery,"  replied  Helen,  "  except  that  I  don't  suit 
you." 

He  spoke  impatiently:  "Let  me  be  the  judge;  when  you  don't 
suit  me,  I  will  tell  you." 

"  Yet  it  may  be  well  to  consider  in  time,"  said  Helen,  quietly. 

"  Helen,  you  madden  me.  Consider  !  yes,  I  do  consider :  and  I 
will  ask  you  to  consider  also.  It  is  true  I  am  exacting,  not  of 
obedience,  but  of  confidence.  As  for  the  trifles  which  have 
brought  this  cloud  between  us,  they  are  too  miserable  to  need  ex- 
planation ;  and  they  are  not  the  root  of  the  evil.  I  am  not  blind, 
Helen.  A  fancied  interference  with  your  will,  and  the  petty 
sarcasm  of  a  woman  like  Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  could  have  no  power 
over  you  if  you  trusted  me  as  I  deserve  to  be  trusted.  You  do 
me  wrong,  base  wrong." 

Helen's  dark,  expressive  eyes  met  his  for  a  moment  in  fear, 
and  then  were  bent  upon  the  ground.  He  thought  she  reproached 
him  for  his  harshness,  and  his  manner  changed  into  tenderness, 
mingled,  however,  with  reproach.  "  Forgive  me,  dearest,  forgive 
me ;  I  may  have  been  hasty  and  impatient  with  you.  I  am  apt 
to  be  so ;  my  manner  is  at  times  dictatorial :  but  can  a  chance 
word  separate  hearts  that  are  truly  one  ?  " 

Helen  was  silent ;  and  Claude  continued :  "  You  are  hard  upon 
yourself,  Helen,  when  you  bring  before  me  a  phase  of  character 
so  unlike  your  own  real  nature.  Even  as  a  child,  I  respected 
you  for  your  truth,  and  generosity,  and  loving  trust  in  others,  and  ' 
so  I  respect  you  now  from  the  bottom  of  my  heart.  Only  let  me 
feel  that  you  love  me,  and  then  tell  me  of  my  faults  if  .you  will. 
God  knows,  you  will  scarcely  find  more  than  I  am  ready  to  ac- 
knowledge." 

"  I  was  wrong,"  said  Helen  ;  "  I  ought  to  submit." 

"No,  never,  if  I  am  unjust  or  exacting.  But  surely  you  will 
forget  all  that ;  it  can't  need  explanation,  if  you  will  only  believe 
that  I  vexed  you  unintentionally." 

Helen  evaded  a  direct  reply,  for  her  heart  was  still  proud.  Li 
a  faltering  voice  she  said  :  "  If  at  any  time  I  really  distrust  you, 
you  will  cease  to  love  me." 

"  I  don't  know  ;  I  won't  think  of  such  a  possibility." 

"But  change  in  me  might  make  you  change,"  continued 
Helen. 

He  paused ;  then  said  very  gravely :  "  Only  such  change  as  I 
could  never  contemplate,  —  which  would  make  me  fear  that  you 
had  wilfully  and  knowingly  deceived  me." 

"  I  have  not  done  that,"  replied  Helen,  quickly. 
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Ho  laid  his  hand  upon  hers,  and  said,  ^'  Sooner  would  I  believe 
that  an  angel  from  heaven  could  do  it  than  that  you  could." 

Helen's  heart  throbbed  convulsively.  Almost  she  could  have 
said :  "  Yet  you  are  deceived.  I  do  not  love  you,"  but  Claude 
looked  at  her  with  a  glance  of  deep,  pure,  unfathomable  confidence 
and  affection,  and  the  confession  was  stopped. 

Before  there  had  been  time  for  another  word,  she  was  sum- 
moned to  her  father's  study. 


CHAPTER  XXXVII. 


Helen  was  more  afraid  of  her  father  than  of  her  step-mother, 
whenever  any  thing  was  really  amiss  or  when  conscience  at  all 
reproached  her.  Sir  Henry  had  a  frank,  straightforward  way  of 
looking  at  all  matters,  and  judging  them,  from  which  it  was  im- 
possible to  escape.  It  took  the  place  of  talent  in  many  instances, 
and  caused  him  to  be  consulted  when  men  of  very  much  greater 
powers  would  have  been  passed  by. 

He  used  no  circumlocution  cither  in  his  mode  of  address ;  and 
now  as  soon  as  Helen  entered  the  room  ho  began,  without  allow- 
ing Lady  Augusta,  who  was  present,  to  interpose  a  remark.  "I 
want  to  speak  to  you,  my  dear.  Your  mamma  and  I  have  been 
talking  about  you.  We  don't  understand  what  is  the  matter 
between  you  and  Claude." 

"  There  is  nothing  particular  the  matter.  Claude  and  I  do 
very  well  together,"  said  Helen. 

"  Nay,  my  love,"  interrupted  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Stop,  my  dear,  stop !  Let  her  speak  for  herself.  Nobody 
wants  you  to  marry  Claude  Egerton  or  Claude  anybody,  my 
child,  unless  he  is  likely  to  make  you  happy.  There  is  time 
enough  to  consider.  Better  draw  back  now  than  repent  by  and 
by." 

"  But,  my  dear  Sir  Henry,  indeed  —  Helen,  my  love,  your  papa 
is  only  anxious,  as  I  am,  for  your  happiness,  and  we  thought 
we  saw  the  shadow  of  something  not  quite  comfortable.'* 

"  No  shadow,  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Henry.  *'  They  didn't  speak 
a  word  to  each  other  all  yesterday  evening,  and  they  have  been 
perfectly  silent  all  this  morning.     That  is  reality,  not  shadow." 

"  I  was  not  inclined  to  talk  this  morning,"  replied  Helen. 

"  Just  the  thing  I  complain  of.     I  don't  understand  people  who 
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are  in  love  not  talking  to  each  other.     Your  mamma  says  it  is 
something  about  going  to  your  aunt  Fanny  ?  " 

.  Helen  felt  more  ashamed  than  she  could  bear  to  show.  It  was 
one  thing  to  have  a  petty  feeling  lurking  in  her  own  mind,  or 
even  brought  out  in  the  form  of  complaint  to  Claude ;  but  it  was 
terribly  humiliating  to  have  her  folly  put  before  her  in  words  by 
her  father.  She  replied :  "  I  don't  wish  to  go  to  my  aunt's.  I 
don't  know  any  of  the  people  who  are  likely  to  be  there." 

"  Then  stay  at  home,  my  dear.  There  is  no  difficulty.  Does 
Claude  wish  you  to  go  ?  " 

"  He  would  like  it,  I  think,"  said  Helen. 

"  Of  course  he  would,  my  love,"  observed  Lady  Augusta.  "  BKs 
whole  heart  is  set  upon  being  with  you.  He  can't  bear  the  idea 
of  separation  even  for  an  hour." 

"  He  formed  the  plan  himself  though,  without  consulting  me," 
said  Helen,  feeling  herself  forced  to  give  some  cause  of  com- 
plaint. 

"  But  always  with  the  idea  of  your  falling  into  it,"  said  Lady 
Augusta,  swerving  a  little  from  the  truth,  yet  so  dexterously 
that  no  one  could  discover  it. 

The  plan  was  in  fact  of  her  own  proposing,  though  Claude  had 
readily  seconded  it. 

^'  Claude  ought  not  to  have  mentioned  it  to  aunt  Fanny  without 
asking  me,"  said  Helen.     "  He  put  me  into  a  difficulty." 

"  And  is  this  all  ?  Helen,  I  am  ashamed  of  you,"  burst  forth 
Sir  Henry. 

But  Lady  Augusta  placed  her  hand  on  his  arm  ;  and  he  yielded 
to  the  implied  reproof,  and  was  silent. 

"  My  love,  your  father  and  I  cannot  help  feeling  vexed  with 
you  in  this  matter.  It  is  but  a  trifle  ;  yet  we  think  you  have 
shown  yourself  too  much  bent  upon  having  your  own  way,  and 

we  wish " 

"  Stop,  my  dear,  excuse  me  : "  Sir  Henry  tried  to  speak  gently, 
but  his  impatience  would  show  itself.  "  We  don't  wish  you  to  do 
any  thing,  Helen,  except  please  yourself ;  but  you  have  no  right 
to  play  with  any  man's  happiness.  Claude  Egerton  has  chosen 
you  to  be  his  wife,  and  a  great  honour  he  has  done  you.  I  say  it, 
though  you  are  my  daughter.  If  you  must  needs  put  yourself 
into  an  ill  temper  and  be  sulky  for  twenty-four  hours  because  he 
wants  you  to  do  something  you  don't  fancy,  or  makes  an  engage- 
ment without  consulting  you,  you  are  not  worthy  of  him." 

Helen's  pride  had  risen  during  this  speech,  and  she  replied,  in 
her  coldest  and  haughtiest  tone,  "  I  quite  agree  with  you." 
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Lady  Augusta  became  extremelj  frightened.  '^Mj  dear  Sir 
Henry,  begging  your  pardon,  you  are  very  hard  upon  her.  Your 
papa  doesn't  mean  all  he  says,  my  love." 

"  Allow  me  to  differ  from  you,  my  dear.  I  always  try  to  use 
words  which  exactly  express  my  meaning." 

"  Still,  pray  let  me  explain  myself,  Sir  Henry.  What  I  would 
remark  to  you,  Helen,  is  this.  We  lament  very  much  that  any 
such  difference  should  arise  between  Claude  and  you.  We  are 
sure  it  is  only  a  misunderstanding  ;  but  still  it  ought  not  to  be 
allowed  to  continue,  and  we  would  suggest '^ 

*That  you  go  and  beg  Claude's  pardon,"  interrupted  Sir 
Henry,  '*  and  teU  him  you  have  been  a  very  foolish  girl,  and  you 
hope  he  will  forgive  you." 

"Scarcely  to  be  expected,  that,"  continued  Lady  Augusta. 
"  There  are  faults  on  both  sides,  doubtless." 

^  Claude  is  dictatorial,"  murmured  Helen. 

"  I  have  no  doubt  he  is,  my  love.  My  dear  Sir  Henry,  you 
must  let  me  say  that  women  cannot  but  understand  these  things 
better  than  men.  Helen,  no  doubt,  is  right ;  and  Claude  is  rather 
too  much  bent  upon  having  his  own  way.  But  there  must  be  a 
sacrifice;  women's  lives" — and  Lady  Augusta  gave  a  com-v 
passionate  sigh  to  the  sorrows  of  her  sex — "are  for  the  most 
part  all  sacrifice.  Still,  where  there  is  love, — when  two  hearts 
are  so  tenderly  attached,  as  in  this  case, — it  is  a  pity,  it  seems 
very  grievous  that  a  cloud,  even  though  it  may  be  only  a  passing 
one,  should  disturb  the  beautiful  serenity  of  happiness." 

"I  don't  understand  what  you  wish  me  to  do,  mamma,"  said 
Helen,  shortly. 

"  Gt>  to  your  aunt's  like  a  sensible  girl,  and  say  no  more  about 
it^"  observed  Sir  Henry. 

"Tell  dear  Claude  that  you  lament  having  vexed  him,  and 
that  you  are  anxious  to  meet  his  wishes,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

"  I  am  quite  willing  to  go  to  my  aunt's  if  it  is  thought  right,'* 
replied  Helen. 

"  Nonsense,  child  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Henry.  "  No  one  wants 
to  make  a  martyr  of  you." 

"I  must  be  a  martyr  if  I  am  to  go  to  such  a  disagreeable  party,'* 
said  Helen. 

Sir  Henry  looked  at  her  keenly,  then  turned  to  Lady  Augusta : 
"  Leave  her  to  me,  my  dear ;  I  don't  understand  this."  And 
Lady  Augusta,  though  most  unwillingly,  and  with  an  appealing 
glance  at  Helen,  departed. 

Sir  Henry  watched  till  the  door  was  closed  ;  and  then  beckon<« 
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ing  to  Helen  to  draw  near,  made  her  sit  down  at  his  feet,  as  she 
had  done  when  a  little  child,  and  said  very  gravely :  '*  Now  let 
me  hear  the  truth.'' 

"  You  have  heard  it,  papa." 

"  Not  all.  Helen,  I  must  and  will  know  whether  you  have 
quarrelled  with  Claude  for  something  or  for  nothing." 

"For  nothing — nothing  that  can  be  explained  that  is.  Papa, 
it  is  impossible  for  you  to  know  what  it  all  means." 

"  Not  so  impossible  as  you  may  think,  Helen.  I  have  never 
found  any  difficulty  yet  which  could  not  be  solved  by  truth. 
Sneak  truth,  and  I  must  understand." 

"  Of  course  ! "  exclaimed  Helen,  haughtily  ;  "  I  should  never 
speak  any  thing  else  ! " 

"  Well  then  !  let  me  have  true  answers  to  my  questions.  Is 
Claude  in  fault  in  this  disagreement  ?  " 

Helen's  conscience  struggled  with  her  pride  ;  but  the  answer 
came :  "  No." 

"  Then  you  are  in  fault  ?  " 

"Yes;  but " 

"Nobuts, — we  will  discuss  them  afterwards.  If  you  are  in 
fault,  are  you  not  bound  to  confess  it  ?  " 

"  Yes." 

"  Then  will  you  confess  it  ?  " 

"  I — we  have  been  talking  together  ; — I  think  we  understand 
each  other  better." 

"  That  won't  do,  Helen.  *  Better '  is  no  word  for  people  who 
are  engaged  to  be  married." 

"  I  don't  wish  to  be  married,"  exclaimed  Helen,  passionately ; 
"  I  have  been  more  unhappy  since  I  was  engaged  than  I  ever  was 
•before  ;"  and  she  started  up  and  stood  before  her  father  with  a 
flushed  cheek  and  sparkling,  indignant  eye. 

Sir  Henry  regarded  her  in  surprise  ;  then  he  said,  very  slowly, 
"No  wonder  that  Claude  is  vexed,  if  this  is  the  way  in  which 
you  treat  him." 

"It  is  interference  which  provokes  me ;  if  I  were  left  to  myself, 
I  could  do  very  well,"  continued  Helen,  in  a  more  gentle  tone. 
"  Papa,  you  had  much  better  leave  me  to  manage  my  own  affairs." 

"  Certainly,  my  dear.  But  one  thing  you  must  remember,  that 
I  am  responsible  for  your  happiness,  and  I  can't  help  fearing  for 
it  when  I  see  these  strange  tempers  coming  between  you  and 
Claude.  If  he  is  in  the  wrong,  it  can't  be  wise  to  trust  you  to 
him  ;  and  if  you  are,  the  least  I  can  say  is  that  you  ought  to  be 
ashamed  of  yourself." 


IVORS.  209 

Helen  evidently  had  a  great  struggle  with  herself;  but  her 
father's  determined  tone  awed  her,  and  she  said,  quietly,  "  I  dare 
say  I  am  pettish,  sometimes  ;  but  I  have  never  been  used  to  be 
tyrannised  over." 

**  And  you  wish,  then,  to  escape  from  what  you  call  tyranny  ?" 
asked  Sir  Henry,  sternly. 

Helen  had  never  quite  brought  herself  to  face  this  possibility ; 
she  evaded  a  reply,  and  answered,  that  she  wished  Claude  to 
understand  she  did  not  like  it. 

"  And  what  you  will  say,  then,  to  a  wife's  obedience  to  her 
husband  ?"  inquired  Sir.  Henry. 

"  I  suppose  I  shall  learn  it  when  it  is  necessary,"  was  Helen's 
cold  answer. 

Sir  Henry  was  perplexed  by  her  manner  ;  but  after  a  moment's 
thought,  he  said,  "  I  am  not  up  to  a  woman's  whims,  Helen,  but  I 
won't  see  an  honest,  kind-hearted  fellow,  sacrificed  to  them.  If 
you  can  face  your  duty  and  perform  it,  well  and  good !  I  shall 
see  you  married  to  Claude  Egerton  more  willingly  than  I  should 
to  the  first  Duke  in  England.  But  if  you  don't  love  him  well 
enough  to  give  up  a  silly  fancy  to  please  him,  you  had  much 
better  say  so  at  once.  It  will  be  more  the  part  that  I  should  like 
my  daughter  to  act,  and  more  befitting  the  character  .of  a  true 
and  sensible  woman,  than  to  play  the  cat  and  mouse  game  you 
have  been  playing  with  him  lately.  I  leave  the  case  in  your  own 
hands,  but  I  give  you  a  father's  advice,  which  you  will  do  well 
not  to  reject.  Now,  kiss  me,  and  we  will  be  friends  again  ;  but 
remember,  I  expect  you  to  make  up  your  mind  to  one  thing  or 
the  other,  and  let  me  hear  no  more  of  such  folly." 

It  was  the  first  severe  reproof  which  Helen  had  for  years 
received  from  her  father,  and  it  surprised  her  so  much  that  she 
did  not  know  how  to  reply  to  it.  She  kissed  him  mechanically, 
and  left  the  room  without  venturing  upon  another  word. 

Lady  Augusta  joined  her  before  she  had  reached  her  own 
apartment.  "My  love,  you  are  flurried.  Your  father  has  mis- 
understood you  ;  I  was  afraid  it  might  be." 

Helen  stood  willingly  to  receive  Lady  Augusta's  caress.  The 
idea  of  being  misunderstood  was  grateful  to  her  proud  spirit. 
Lady  Augusta  went  on  ;  "I  feel  I  was  wrong  now  in  saying 
any  thing  to  him  of  my  anxiety.  Men  are  so  very  dull  in  matters 
of  feeling  ;  they  have  no  tact.  I  only  thought  he  might  help  me 
to  discover  what  the  cause  of  the  cloud  was,  and  that,  perhaps, 
he  might  be  able  to  prevail  upon  you,  even  better  than  I  could, 
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to  give  up  jour  inclination,  and  go  to  yonr  aunt's,  rather  than 
annoy  Claude." 

**I  am  going,"  said  Helen,  speaking  in  the  tone  of  a  martyr 
about  to  be  burnt  at  the  stake. 

"Just  what  I  expected,  my  love.  I  felt  you  would.  I  don't 
think — but  let  me  come  into  your  room  one  minute,  and  talk  the 
matter  over."  Lady  Augusta  opened  the  door  of  Helen's  apart- 
ment, and  sat  down  in  a  confidential  attitude.  "  I  was  going  to 
say,  my  dear  child,  that  I  don't  think  you,  or  any  one  brought  up 
i&s  you  have  been  in  such  excessive  retirement,  can  possibly  enter 
into  the  extent  of  affection  which  a  man  like  Claude  must  have 
before  he  makes  up  his  mind  to  marry.  A  young  girl's  feelings 
are  naturally  cold  in  comparison  ;  affection  increases  as  time  goes 
on.  Women  often  love  their  husbands  much  more  after  they 
are  married  than  before.  Union  of  interests,  the  sense  of  pro- 
tection, the  experience  of  constant  kindness, — all  these  things 
tend  to  increase  their  love  ;  and  very  right  that  it  should  be  so. 
Tour  dear  father  and  myself,  for  instance,  are  far  more  to  each 
other  now  than  when  I  first  consented  to  become  his  wife.  It  is 
desirable  to  understand  this,  or  it  may  cause  unhappiness." 

"  Claude  chooses  a  strange  way  of  showing  his  affection,"  said 
Helen. 

"  Rather,  perhaps  ;  and  yet  it  is  not  strange  ;  it  is  the  way  of 
all  men.  If  you  had  known  as  much  of  them  as  I  have,  it  would 
not  surprise  you.  But  it  will  all  come  right  by  and  by.  Just 
now,  poor  fellow,  he  can't  bear  you  out  of  his  sight :  you  will 
teach  him  better  in  time  ;  and  when  he  enters  upon  his  duties  as 
Member,  he  won't  have  leisure  to  be  exacting." 

Helen  was  very  perverse  ;  she  did  not  like  that  notion.  Lady 
Augusta  watched  the  change  in  her  expressive  face,  and  continued 
in  a  free,  rather  laughing  tone  :  "  One  thing,  Helen,  my  love,  we 
must  all  make  up  our  minds  to:  men  are  selfish, — very  often 
they  don't  know  it, — but  it  is  in  their  nature,  and  they  will  be 
so  to  the  end.  Claude,  I  dare  say,  was  afraid  of  a  dull  evening, 
and,  begging  your  aunt's  pardon,  it  was  inconsiderate  to  take 
advantage  of  his  kindness  as  she  did.  But  I  saw  that  he  repented 
as  soon  as  he  had  said  *  Yes  ; '  and  then,  to  make  the  matter  more 
agreeable,  you  were  brought  in.  For  myself,  I  was  taken  by 
surprise.  It  is  quite  against  my  principles,  as  you  know,  thai 
you  should  be  mixed  up  with  all  your  aunt's  strange  friends ; 
but  I  did  so  feel  for  Claude,  I  could  not  find  it  in  my  heart  to 
refuse  ;  and  then,  when  I  looked  at  you,  I  found  I  had  done  quite 
wrong.     You  must  forgive  me,  my  love.     It  is  really  a  difficult 
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part  wkich  I  have  to  plaj.  But  dear  Claude's  engrossing  love — 
that  was  the  thing  I  felt  I  had  to  consider  first,  and  that  it  was 
which  made  me  so  uneasy,  and  induced  me  to  apply  to  your 
father.  Very  unwisely,  I  quite  own  now, —  yes,  very  unwisely ;" 
and  Lady  Augusta  ended  her  explanation  with  a  deeply  penitent 


^*  It  has  been  a  great  fuss  about  nothing,"  said  Helen. 

"Yes,  perhaps  so  ;— however,  it  will  all  be  right  now,  and 
Claude  is  really  behaving  most  admirably  ;  trying  to  remember 
bis  duty  to  every  one.  I  suppose  he  has  told  you  that  he  is  going 
to  the  Admiral's  this  afternoon,  for  a  couple  of  days.^' 

"  To  stay  I  Going  away ! "  repeated  Helen,  changing  colour 
rapidly. 

"  Didn't  you  know  it,  my  love  ?  But  no,  now  I  remember,  the 
note  came  whilst  you  were  talking  to  your  father.  I  never  saw 
a  poor  fellow  more  really  disappointed,  and  yet  bearing  it  all  so 
well.  As  he  said  to  me,  to  have  two  days  away  from  you  now, 
and  then  that  stupid  evening  at  Wingfield,  and  obliged  to  go  to 
town  on  the  sixteenth,  was  really  too  trying." 

"  I  am  glad  he  can  care  about  it,  at  any  rate,"  said  Helen. 

Lady  Augusta  laughed.  "  Now  really,  my  dear  Helen,  I  must 
scold  you.  You  only  want  to  be  flattered,  and  told  how  miserable 
poor  Claude  is.  I  think  the  best  thing  I  can  do  is  to  send  you  to 
him  to  comfort  him." 

Helen  was  silent.  She  had  taken  off  her  bonnet  and  shawl,  and 
was  standing  before  the  glass  arranging  her  hair. 

"  If  you  tell  hinfi  he  will  see  you  at  your  aunt's  it  will  soften  the 
disappointment  immensely,"  continued. Lady  Augusta.  "I  tried 
to  persuade  him  that  he  need  not  go  to  the  Admiral's." 

"  And  why  must  he  go  ?  "  inquired  Helen. 

"  Why,  as  he  says,  there  was  a  positive  engagement  when  he 
first  came  to  us ;  and  if  the  Admiral  had  not  been  so  ill,  he  must 
have  paid  his  visit  some  time  ago.  It  won't  do  to  offend  the  old 
man,  he  is  so  crotchety." 

"Two  days!"  repeated  Helen  to  herself,  musingly.  It  was 
not  quite  clear  to  Lady  Augusta  whether  there  was  relief  or  regret 
in  the  tone. 

"Which  will  be  cheered  by  the  prospect  of  the  evening  at 
Wingfield,"  continued  Lady  Augusta.  "  Just  fancy  what  it  will 
be  to  him  to  be  condemned  to  Susan's  prosaics,  without  you  to 
enliven  him." 

Helen  moved  a  few  steps  towards  the  door. 

*•  He  is  waiting  to  see  you  in  your  morning  room,"  continued 
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Lady  Au^sta.  "  I  told  him  that  I  would  send  you  to  him,  that 
he  might  break  the  bad  news  to  you." 

Helen  thought — hesitated — and  just  then  Claude*s  step  was 
heard  in  the  gallery. 

"  A  very  few  words  will  comfort  him,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

And  Helen  went.  Tears  were  in  her  eyes,  sincere  tears  of 
vexation  with  herself,  and  regret  for  him.  She  said  the  "  few 
words,"  which  expressed  affection,  but  were  called  forth  by  many 
other  feelings ;  and  Claude  received  them  with  gratitude  and  deep 
tenderness. 

She  was  happy  till  Claude  said,  '^  Oh  Helen  !  nothing  can  long 
trouble  me  whilst  you  are  true ; "  and  then  a  pang  shot  through 
her  heart,  and  she  went  back  to  her  room  repeating  to  herself ;  **  I 
don't  mean  to  deceive  him.  Men  naturally  show  their  feelings  in 
these  cases  more  than  women  do ;  and,  as  mamma  says,  it  will  be 
all  right  when  we  are  married." 


CHAPTER  XXXVin. 


"  I  BEG  to  deliver  my  testimony  that  Shakspeare  is  a  true  oracle, 
and  that  *  the  course  of  true  love  never  does  run  smooth,' "  ex- 
claimed Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  seating  herself  at  her  work -frame, 
two  days  after  Claude  had  left  Ivors. 

"May  I  have  the  benefit  of  your  experience?"  asked  Miss 
Manners,  laying  down  a  book  of  German  philosophy.  "  I  have 
been  attentively  studying  the  phases  of  the  disease  presented  to 
me  during  the  last  few  weeks,  but  have  not  satisfied  myself 
whether  it  has  been  progressing,  or  the  contrary." 

"  Oh  !  I  leave  the  malady,"  replied  Lady  Louisa ;  "  all  I  contend 
for  is,  that  if  love  runs  smoothly  for  lovers,  it  runs  just  in  the 
contrary  way  for  every  one  else.  Can  there  be  any  thing  more 
oppressive  than  the  society  of  a  person  who  thinks  it  his  duty  to 
be  so  devoted  to  one  individual  that  he  must  never  spare  a  thought 
for  any  one  .else.  Ivors  has  been  quite  a  different  place  since  that 
melancholy  Jacques  departed." 

"  Fair  Helen  keeps  up  her  spirits  wonderfully,"  observed  Miss 
Manners.  "  No  loss  of  appetite,  no  sighs,  only  a  most  bright  and 
agreeable  flow  of  spirits,  very  unusual." 

"  Freedom  to  follow  her  own  sweet  will,"  exclaimed  Lady  Louisa. 

"  *  She  cannot  love 
Nor  take  no  shape  nor  project  of  affection. 
She  is  so  Fclf-cndeared.*" 


1VOB8.  213 

Miss  Manners  shook  her  head  oracularly.  ^'  I  give  no  opinion  ; 
only  if  I  were  Mr.  Egerton ** 

"  You  would  not  have  the  tooth-ache,"  said  Lady  Louisa,  laugh- 
ing. "  Yet  remember,  — '  Every  one  can  master  a  grief  but  he 
that  has  it.' " 

"  Nevertheless,  Helen  seems  to  have  learned  to  submit  the  inde- 
pendent strength  of  her  own  mind  to  the  power  of  his,"  observed 
Miss  Manners.     "  The  Wingfield  question  is  yielded." 

"  Yes ;  I  never  doubted  that  Petruchio  would  win  the  day. 
But  submission  goes  against  the  grain." 

"  All  obedience  would,  with  her,"  observed  Miss  Manners. 

"  I  am  not  so  sure  of  that,  if "  Lady  Louisa  paused,  and  put 

on  an  air  of  mystery ;  then  murmured  to  herself, — 

** '  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 
Ay,  Caesar ;  but  not  gone.* " 

Miss  Manners  looked  for  an  explanation,  but  received  none; 
and  the  entrance  of  Helen,  dressed  in  readiness  to  set  out  for 
Wingfield,  interrupted  the  conversation. 

"  Prepared  for  the  sacrifice,  I  see,"  was  Lady  Louisa*s  greeting. 
"  You  look  most  properly  resigned,  Helen." 

"  I  wonder  if  the  carriage  is  come  round,"  said  Helen,  ringing 
the  bell.     Annette  told  me  it  was." 

"And  we  shall  see  you  again  at  what  hour  to-morrow,  my 
dear  ?  "  inquired  Miss  Manners. 

"  I  don't  know ;  it  depends  upon  circumstances." 

"Not  very  communicative,"  observed  Lady  Louisa.  "But  I 
suppose  you  reserve  yourself  for  Petruchio's  orders."  Lady 
Louisa  had  insisted  upon  calling  Claude,  Petruchio,  ever  since 
she  had  found  a  fair  occasion  for  giving  him  the  name.  She 
fancied  it  was  witty.  Helen  showed  that  she  was  irritated  more 
by  her  manner  than  her  words  :  she  replied,  coldly,  that  she 
supposed  the  carriage  would  be  sent  for  her  after  luncheon  on 
the  following  day. 

"  You  will  make  yourself  charming  to  the  aborigines,  I  have 
no  doubt,"  continued  Lady  Louisa.  "  Imagine  their  delight !  A 
creature  from  a  new  sphere  dropped  down  amongst  them  !  They 
really  are  too  fortunate." 

"  I  dare  say  they  are  very  like  the  rest  of  the  world,  and  won't 
think  about  me,"  said  Helen. 

"But  you  will  think  about  them,  my  dear,"  observed  Miss 
Manners.  "I  know  nothing  more  interesting  than  the  fresh 
glimpses  of  mind  and  feeling  one  meets  with  in  a  new  society." 
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''And  fresh  manners  can  be  studied  also,"  observed  Lady 
Louisa.     "  Though  Petruchio  would  scold  me  for  sajing  so." 

Helen  drew  on  her  gloves,  and  walked  out  of  the  room. 

''She  does  not  like  it,"  continued  Lady  Louisa,  laughing. 
"'Conscience  doth  make  cowards  of  us  all;'  but  she  will  feel  I 
have  named  him  rightly  before  long,  or  I  am  very  much  mistaken." 

"  So  much  the  worse,"  was  the  reply.  "  I  can  never  look  for- 
ward with  satisfaction  to  seeing  that  noble,  independent  spirit  of 
hers  crushed." 

"  You  like  it,  do  you  ?  Well,  so  do  I,  at  a  distance.  It  is  a 
very  effective  character." 

"  And  a  very  attractive  study ! " 

"  Yes,"  was  Lady  Louisa's  doubtful  answer.  She  had  a  secret 
misgiving  as  to  Helen's  attractions,  especially  when  she  had  made 
her  angry. 

Helen  did  not  return  to  the  drawing-room  to  wish  her  friends 
"  good-bye."  She  said  "  good-bye  "  to  no  one,  but  waited  in  her 
own  room  for  the  carriage,  and,  when  it  was  announced,  jumped 
into  it,  and  told  the  coachman  to  drive  as  fast  as  he  could  to 
Wingfield.  At  the  point  where  a  lane  lead  from  the  Ivors  road 
to  the  Lodge,  she  looked  out  for  Claude,  with  a  feeling  which 
ended — when  she  found  that  he  was  not  watching  for  her — in 
something  like  relief  at  being  a  little  longer  alone,  mingled  with 
pique  at  the  conviction  that  he  did  not  think  it  worth  while  to 
meet  her,  though  she  had  written,  at  his  request,  to  tell  him  the 
hour  at  which  she  was  likely  to  pass. 

The  last  two  days  had  been  days  of  freedom  to  Helen ; — she 
could  not  say  of  happiness,  for  they  had  been  dull,  rather  in  the 
old  way.  Wingfield,  if  it  was  nothing  else,  was  a  little  excite- 
ment; and  she  roused  herself,  and  looked  about  her  when  she 
entered  the  town,  wondering  whether  any  of  the  odd  people  she 
saw  were  likely  to  be  at  her  aunt's. 

She  found  Mrs.  Graham  waiting  for  her  at  the  door,  having 
seen  the  carriage  enter  the  sweep.  Helen  was  ashamed  not  to  be 
able  to  say  more  truly  that  she  was  glad  to  come,  when  they  were 
all  so  glad  to  see  her.  She  expressed  what  she  could,  which  was 
less  than  she  really  felt ;  for,  in  trying  to  be  true,  she  now  and 
then  overshot  the  mark,  especially  when  she  was  at  all  out  of 
humour.  Isabella  and  Anna  saw  this  directly,  and  went  back  to 
the  study  disappointed.  Susan  and  Mrs.  Graham  had  an  instinct 
which  told  them  that  it  was  something  in  Helen  herself  rather 
than  in  them  which  was  amiss.  Susan  took  Helen  upstairs  to  a 
little  room  next  to  her  own ;  there  was  something  refreshing,  to 
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Helen's  eye,  in  its  extreme  simplicity, —  the  freshness  and  white- 
ness, which  might  have  made  it  look  cold,  only  there  was  sach  a 
clear,  blazing  fire  to  brighten  it.  Helen  sat  down  in  a  low  easy 
chair,  and  said,  "  How  comfortable ! "  and  breathed  a  sigh  of 
inward  satisfaction  at  the  consciousness  that  Lady  Louisa  Stuart 
and  Miss  Manners  were  quite  two  miles  off.  Susan  unfastened 
the  strings  of  her  bonnet,  took  off  her  shawl,  and  kissed  her,  and 
said,  "  I  have  been  afraid  from  the  beginning  that  you  would  not 
come." 

"  Why  not  ?    I  sent  you  word  I  would." 

"  Yes ;  but  it  was  not  quite  a  hearty  consent,  and  I  fancied  you 
would  retract." 

"  How  did  you  find  out  it  was  not  hearty  ?  " 

"  How  could  one  help  doing  so  with  you,  who  never  hide  any- 
thing ?  " 

"  Not  hide  any  thing  ?     Susan,  what  injustice  !  " 

"  You  may  try  to  hide,  but  you  don't  succeed.  Every  one  likes 
you  all  the  better  for  it,  dear  Helen." 

"  But  I  don't  like  myself ;  it  is  undignified ;  and  I  have  hidden 
a  great  deal." 

"Yes,  no  doubt;  every  one  must  But  to  hide  is  not  your 
nature,  as  it  is  that  of  some  people.  Perhaps,  though,  I  discover 
more  than  others  would,  because  we  have  known  each  other  so 
many  years." 

"  And  you  were  not  vexed  with  me  because  I  didn't  want  to 
come  this  evening  ?  "  said  Helen.  ^ 

Susan  could  scarcely  refrain  from  a  smile  at  the  unreserved 
acknowledgment  implied  in  the  question.  She  thought  for  a  few 
seconds,  and  then  said,  "  I  was  vexed,  but  it  was  not  for  myself." 

"You  thought  I  ought  to  have  been  glad  to  come  to  meet 
Claude." 

"  It  would  have  been  natural." 

Helen  was  silent ;  and  Susan  added,  "  But  you  are  come  now, 
and  it  is  all  right." 

Helen  repeated  the  word  right,  pondering  upon  it ;  then  she 
said,  "  Susan,  what  do  you  do  to  keep  yourself  always  in  good 
humour  ?  " 

I  can't  answer,  because  I  am  not  always  in  good  humour." 

But  when  people  are  irritating  ?  " 

There  are  a  good  many  ways,"  said  Susan,  rather  gravely. 

"  Don't  be  afraid  ;  say  them  out ;  I  am  in  a  humour  for  a  sermon." 

"  Which  I  don't  think  I  am,"  replied  Susan ;  "  I  have  so  many 

other  things  to  think  about." 

p4 
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"  That  is  untrue,  Susan  ;  sermons  are  never  out  of  your  head." 

"  Really,  Helen,  you  profess  to  know  much  more  al^out  me  than 
I  know  of  myself/* 

"I  see  it  in  every  thing  you  do.  Tell  me  now  how  you 
manage." 

"It  depends  upon  the  cause  of  the  irritation,"  said  Susan. 
"  Very  often  the  fault  is  one's  own." 

"  That  makes  the  matter  worse,"  replied  Helen. 

"  In  a  certain  way,  but  it  puts  it  more  in  one's  own  power  to 
deal  with  it.  And,  Helen,  generally  speaking,  I  don't  think  one 
should  be  irritated  if  it  were  not  for  the  wrong  in  oneself.  One 
might  be  sorry,  or  even  seriously  displeased,  but  not  irritated." 

"  But  one  can't  be  seriously  displeased  with  a  fly  when  it  buzzes 
about  one's  ears,"  said  Helen. 

Susan  laughed  and  answered,  "  Yet  it  would  scarcely  be  worth 
one's  while  to  be  out  of  temper  with  it." 

"  Granted ;  but  how  would  you  help  it  ?  " 

"  I  should  try  to  think  it  was  a  little  annoyance  sent  on  purpose 
to  teach  me  patience  !  and  then,  I  think,  the  irritation  would 
cease." 

"  Yes,  that  might  do  "  —  Helen  spoke  earnestly ;  "  but  it  would 
require  long  practice." 

"  Yery  long, — a  lifetime :  so  I  have  no  right  to  preach  a  sermon 
about  it,  having  only  just  begun." 

"  But  if  the  fly  were  a  human  fly,  and  buzzed  on  purpose  ?  " 

"  I  should  run  away  if  I  could ;  and  if  not "  Susan  paused. 

"  Perhaps  those  little  trials  are  meant  to  teach  us  to  pray  at  the 
moment  to  be  able  to  bear  them,  and  so  to  make  religion  part  of 
our  daily-  life." 

Helen  spoke  again,  still  more  earnestly : —  "  But  if  you  felt  that 
you  ought  not  to  be  irritated,  and  that  any  other  person  in  your 
place  would  not  be  ?  " 

"  Then,  Helen,  dear,  surely  one  ought  to  try  and  find  out  the 
cause." 

"  Yes,  if  one  dared,"  said  Helen ;  her  voice  sank  as  she  said  the 
words.  After  a  moment's  silence  she  started  up :  "I  have  had 
enough  of  preaching  now  ;  I  am  come  to  help  you  ; — what  can  I 
do?" 

"  Come  into  the  dining-room  and  dress  the  Christmas  tree.  I 
forgot,  though  ;  you  have  dined,  I  hope." 

"  Why,  yes ;  when  I  was  told  that  I  could  have  no  dinner  here, 
of  course  I  took  advantage  of  luncheon  at  home.  But,  Susan, 
how  can  you  all  put  yourselves  out  of  your  way,  as  you  do,  for  a 
children's  party?'* 
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"  We  don't,"  said  Susan.  "  It  is  our  way  to  be  put  out  of  our 
wa}',  and  so  it  comes  quite  naturally.  You  don't  think  we  care 
for  not  having  a  regular  dinner,  do  you  ?  " 

"^ot  if  the  cause  is  *tanti,*  as  Maurice  says,"  replied  Helen. 
"  But  a  number  of  children  ! " 

"  The  most  satisfactory  cause  of  all ;  one  is  sure  to  give  them 
pleasure." 

"  Yes ;  but  so  you  would  if  you  bought  them  a  quantity  of  buns, 
or  gave  them  a  shilling  a-peice." 

"  I  don't  agree  with  you  there.  Children  feel  heartiness  even 
more  than  grown-up  people.  They  show  it  by  the  instinct  they 
have  in  discovering  who  are  fond  of  them." 

"  And  they  forget  it  too,"  said  Helen. 

"  The  details,  but  not  the  general  impression.  All  the  Wing- 
field  children — I  mean  those  we  know — look  to  mamma  as  a 
friend." 

"  She  does  not  mean  to  adopt  them  all,  does  she  ?"  asked  Helen, 
ironically. 

"Not  quite.  But  she  always  says  it  is  impossible  to  tell  the 
influence  for  good  those  early  impressions  of  kindness  may  have. 
And  besides,  for  oneself,  too " 

Helen  interrupted  her.  "  That  is  beyond  me,  quite ;  —  the  no- 
tion of  its  being  good  for  oneself,  except  as  scourging  and  fasting 
might  be  good  in  the  way  of  penance  !  But  I  don't  think  that  is 
quite  what  you  mean." 

Susan  laughed.  "  Certainly  I  don't  feel  to-day  very  much  in 
the  mood  for  either  one  or  the  other.  But  can't  you  really  un- 
derstand, Helen,  the  good — I  don't  mean  good  in  a  moral  sense 
— but  the  help  and  comfort  it  is  to  have  interests  out  of  one's  own 
family  ?" 

**  Y-e-8,, — I  can't  say, — I  suppose  I  have  never  tried." 

"  When  one  is  worried — out  of  spirits,"  continued  Susan,  and 
her  colour  changed  a  little — "it  will  happen,  you  know,  some- 
times,— there  is  such  inexpressible  comfort  in  feeling  that  one  has 
others  to  live  for  besides  one's  own  wretched  self." 

"  I  can  imagine  it  if  one  had  to  go  and  nurse  a  person  who  is 
ill,"  said  Helen.  "But  magic  lanthorns  and  games  are  such 
trifling  things.     You  must  let  me  say  it,  Susan." 

"But  they  may  open  the  doors  which  let  one  in  when  great 
things  are  needed,"  said  Susan.  "  You  would  think  so  if  you 
knew  how  all  kinds  of  people  come  to  mamma  when  they  are  in 
trouble,  because  she  has  made  them  feel  at  home  with  her  by 
little  attentions  when  there  was  nothing  the  matter.     And  I  have 
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heard  her  say  many  times,  that  the  first  thing  which  roused  her 
oat  of  her  grief  when  papa  died,  was  the  feeling  that  as  she  had 
one  great  claim  taken  from  her  in  her  own  home,  more  would  be 
required  of  her  out  of  it." 

"  She  is  very  wonderful  to  me,"  said  Helen ;  "  she  is  not  at  all 
like  the  people  one  hears  of,  who  are  running  about  after  chari- 
table societies  and  leaving  their  children  to  governesses." 

"  When  mamma  runs  she  takes  us  with  her,"  said  Susan.  "  And 
I  have  been — oh  !  so  thankful  for  it,  Helen." 

Helen  sat  in  silent  thought ;  then  she  said :  '*  If  I  had  the  care 
of  children,  I  would  never  bring  them  up  as  I  was  brought  up ; 
but  I  should  be  afraid  of  Aunt  Fanny's  way.  I  don't  know  what 
I  should  do.  Leave  them  to  their  fate,  I  suppose.  Kiss  me, 
Susan,  and  forgive  me ;  I  am  very  glad  now  that  I  came."  And 
they  went  downstairs. 


CHAPTER  XXXIX. 


Heleit  was  still  more  glad  before  the  a^moon  was  over. 
Simple,  easy  work  for  others,  in  which  self  could  not  possibly 
have  a  share,  was  new  and  pleasant  to  her,  and  brought  out  all 
the  best  parts  of  her  character.  She  laughed  at  herself  for  the 
amusement  which  she  confessed  could  be  found  in  hanging 
markers,  pincushions,  balls,  purses,  and  bon-bons  on  the  branches 
of  a  tiny  tree ;  and  wondered  at  her  own  interest  in  the  children 
for  whom  they  were  designed,  and  whose  histories  IsabeUa 
having  a  considerable  talent  in  making  every-day  incidents  look 
romantic,  took  pains  to  relate.  There  was  something  very  agree- 
able, also,  in  feeling  that  her  presence  was  a  new  element  which 
gave  life  to  others.  Susan,  she  knew,  was  always  glad  to  see 
her  ;  but  Isabella  and  Anna  were  in  general  indifferent ;  whereas 
now  they  assured  her,  again  and  again,  that  it  was  delightful  to 
have  her,  and  they  were  charmed  she  came,  they  had  never  liked 
dressing  a  Christmas  tree  so  much, — with  various  other  innocent 
little  flatteries,- very  different  from  the  laboured  praise  and  obtrusive 
deference  offered  her  in  her  own  home.  Moods,  irritations,  all 
were  for  the  time  forgotten,  all— until  the  bell  rang,  and  Isabella, 
with  a  smile  which  she  tried  to  control,  said,  «'  That  must  be  Mr 
Egerton,  he  told  us  he  would  come  early." 

«  A  message  from  the  pastrycook,  Miss  Graham,"  said  Martha^ 
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looking  into  the  room.  ^'  Would  you  be  good  enough  to  see 
if  he  has  sent  biscuits  enough  ?"  And  Susan,  who  superintended 
the  housekeeping  arrangements,  obeyed  the  summons. 

*^  Helen,  you  have  tied  that  little  basket  so  near  the  taper  it  is 
not  safe,"  said  Anna,  pointing  to  Helen's  last  work.  The  basket 
was  untied.  Helen  let  it  fall  upon  the  table,  sat  down,  and  said 
she  was  tired. 

"  You  had  better  come  into  the  drawing-room  and  lie  down  a 
little,"  said  Isabella  ;  but  Helen  refused. 

"How  foolish  you  were,  Isabella,  to  think  that  it  was  Mr. 
Egerton,"  said  Anna.     "  He  won't  certainly  be  here  till  six." 

Anna  h^ted  romance,  and  was  always  a  little  cross  with  persons 
'  who  were  engaged  to  be  married. 

The  bell  rang  again.  "  That  is  he  ;  I  hear  his  voice,"  observed 
Isabella,  after  a  few  seconds  ;  and  she  listened. 

"  It  is  the  butcher's  boy,"  said  Anna,  giving  a  twist  to  a  piece 
of  string.  "  Mamma  had  an  order  for  him  which  was  forgotten 
this  morning." 

"  It  is  some  strange  voice,"  said  Isabella.  "  I  know  it  now ;  it 
is  the  Admiral's  man-servant." 

Helen  changed  colour,  and  Isabella  pushed  a  bottle  of  salts 
towards  her.  Susan  came  in,  looking  as  though  she  were  the 
bearer  of  some  uncomfortable  news. 

"  Is  any  thing  the  matter  ?  I  am  sure  there  is  something  the 
matter  !  "  exclaimed  Isabella. 

Mr.  Egerton  can't  come,  he  is  gone  to  London,"  said  Susan. 

He  had  a  telegraphic  message  from  his  lawyer,  saying  that  he 
must  be  in  town  to-morrow  before  eight  o'clock,  so  there  was 
nothing  to  be  done  but  to  set  off  immediately.  He  has  been  so 
thoughtful  about  us ;  he  has  actually  sent  to  DoUington  for  a  man 
who  can  exhibit  the  magic  lanthom.  The  servant  brought  a 
parcel  for  you,  Helen,  a  book,  I  think.  Martha  has  taken  it  to 
your  room,  she  thought  you  were  there.^ 

Helen  left  the  room  without  speaking. 

There  was  silence  as  by  one  consent  till  she  was  out  of  hearing. 
Then  Isabella  said,  "Poor  darling  !  what  a  disappointment  for 

her  I  " 

"  If  it  be  a  disappointment,"  replied  Anna.  "  I  doubt  though 
if  we  shall  not  be  the  greater  sufferers.  The  DoUington  man 
won't  be  half  as  good  as  Mr.  Egerton.  It  is  certainly  excessively 
provoking." 

"  Oh,  Anna,  how  shocking  !    Susan,  do  scold  her,"  said  Isabella. 

"  For  not  having  learnt  discretion  ?  "  inquired  Susan,  with  a 
faint  smile. 
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"  For  always  doubting,  as  she  does,  whether  people  love  each 
other,"  replied  Isabella. 

"  I  don't  doubt  it  at  all,"  said  Anna.  "  I  only  say  that  being 
in  love  is  a  very  odd  thing,  and  makes  people  very  disagreeable  ; 
and  that  is  why  I  don't  think  Helen  is  in  love,  because  she  is  not 
disagreeable." 

"  But  she  is  engaged  to  be  married,"  said  Isabella.  "  She 
must  be  in  love." 

"  Well !  yes.     I  always  forget  that." 

"But  you  ought  not  to  forget  it,  Anna,  dear,"  said  Susan. 
"  Really  now  and  then  you  frighten  me  by  what  you  say,  and  the 
way  in  which  you  look  when  any  thing  is  said  about  it." 

"  Dq  I  ?  I  don't  intend  to  look  ;  only  thoughts  will  come  out, 
—  and  Helen  is  the  very  oddest  girl  I  ever  saw.  If  I  were  Mr. 
Egerton  I  would  not  marry  her, —  no,  not  if  you  were  to  give  me 
a  thousand  pounds  for  every  minute  I  had  to  live  with  her." 

"  You  will  be  caught  yourself  some  day,  Anna,"  said  Isabella, 
"  and  then  you  will  understand  it  all  better." 

"Perhaps  I  shall  ;  I  don't  profess  to  be  wiser  than  other 
people  ;  but  one  thing  I  know,  that  I  couldn't  marry  any  man 
whom  I  didn't  think  as  superior  to  myself  as  —  heaven  is  to 
earth,  I  was  going  to  say,  only  perhaps  Susan  will  call  it  exagge- 
ration ;  and  if  I  did  think  him  so  superior,  I  could  no  more  fret 
and  play  with  him,  and  torment  him,  as  Helen  does  Mr.  Egerton, 
than  I  could  fly." 

"People  have  different  notions  about  what  is  requisite  for 
happiness  in  marriage,"  said  Susan,  quietly. 

"Vastly  different,"  replied  Anna  ;  "  and  a  very  happy  thing 
too.  There  are  not  above  half  a  dozen  men  and  women  in  the 
world  that  would  marry,  if  persons  thought  as  I  do." 

"  And  you  know  so  well  what  is  needed,"  said  Susan,  ironically. 

"  You  may  laugh,  Susan  ;  but  you  think  the  same  at  the  bottom 
of  your  heart.  Just  consider  what  one  should  require :  principles, 
up  in  the  clouds  and  never  coming  down  ;  plenty  of  talent,  perfect 
temper,  large  mindedness,  manners  wliich  would  never  offend 
your  taste — oh  I  loads  of  things  besides  !  and  nothing  frightfully 
ugly." 

A  hand  was  laid  on  Anna's  shoulder,  and  Mrs.  Graham's  voice 
said,  "  Some  one  created  on  purpose  for  you,  my  child." 

"  Oh  mamma ! "  Anna  blushed  and  laughed ;  "  but  you  under- 
stand. How  could  one  love  with  that  sort  of  love  any  one  who 
wasn't  perfect?" 

"Perfect  in  will,  my  darling.     We  have  no  right  to  expect 


more." 
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Susan  turned  to  her  mother  eagerly :  "  Thank  you,  dear  mamma ; 
you  always  know  how  to  put  one's  thoughts  into  words." 

Anna  considered  a  minute,  and  said,  ''  He  would  aggravate  me 
very  much  if  he  wasn't  perfect  in  action  too." 

And  Isabella^ added  in  a  low  voice,  "Where  one  loves  very 
dearly,  one  is  blind  to  faults." 

Mrs.  Graham's  comment  was  short.  "Love  in  theory  and 
love  in  practice  are  no  doubt  very  different ;  but  it  is  well,  in 
this  as  in  all  things,  to  have  the  right  theory.  If  we  expect  too 
much,  we  become  cynical ;  and  if  we  expect  too  little,  we  lower 
the  tone  of  our  own  minds.  Therefore,  Susan,  having  to  choose 
between  the  opinions  of  the  three  princesses,  I  decide  for  you. 


CHAPTER  XL. 


The  parcel  was  lying  upon  Helen's  table:  She  thought  she  knew 
its  contents.  Claude  had  carried  away  from  Ivors  a  book  which 
he  thought  she  might  want.  But  there  would  certainly  be  a  note 
within.  Yes,  not  only  a  note,  but  a  thick  letter.  Her  heart  beat 
quickly  with  undefined  dread.  Yet  she  did  not  realise  what 
there  was  to  fear.  She  fancied  that  disappointment  at  Claude's 
absence  was  the  cause  of  her  unwonted  nervousness.  She  broke 
the  seal,  and  even  then  she  paused,  as  though  summoning  all  her 
energy  to  meet  some  foreseen  evil.  She  tore  it  open,  and  devoured, 
rather  than  read,  the  following  words : — 

"  My  dearest  Helen," — [A  cold  beginning  for  Claude,  but 
Helen  did  not  stop  to  think  about  it,]  —  "  I  have  had  a  grievous 
disappointment. — a  sudden  summons  to  London.  If  I  do  not  go 
to-night,  I  shall  miss  seeing  a  person  whom  it  is  of  the  utmost 
consequence  that  I  should  see.  My  chief  thought  has,  of  course, 
been  of  you.  I  can  provide  a  substitute  for  myself,  as  far  as  Mrs. 
Graham's  party  is  concerned ;  but  I  cannot  help  being  selfishly 
vexed  at  missing  the  evening  with  you.  Yet  I  should  be  happier^ 
ten  thousand  times  happier,  if  I  could  be  quite  certain  that  the  vex- 
ation would  be  shared.  It  is  a  relief  to  mo  to  take  this  oppor- 
tunity of  repeating  what  has  been  pressing  upon  my  mind  more 
and  more  since  we  have  been  parted.  In  that  most  painful  con- 
versation, which  you  can  scarcely  have  forgotten,  I  told  you  that 
I  could  not  but  doubt  whether  my  affection  was  reciprocated ; 
and  you  replied  by  retaliating  the  suspicion,  but  gave  no  answer 
to  it.     It  is  not,  I  trust,  wrong  to  feel  that  some  answer  is  reo^\x^^. 
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Whatever  else  may  have  passed  between  us  since,  on  that  one  point, 
the  foundation  of  all,  a  cloud  still  rests ;  and  you  will  scarcely 
blame  me  for  saying,  that  until  it  is  cleared  away  my  heart  can 
know  no  re^, 

"  Helen,  I  am  writing  coldly,  but  God  knows  the  effort  which  it 
costs  me.  Only  believe  that  I  do  it  with  a  purpose.  I  have  no 
wish  to  bias  you  by  any  expression  of  my  own  feelings.  If  I 
know  any  thing  of  the  working  of  the  human  hearty  I  have  often 
forced  you  into  a  confession  of  affection  belied  by  the  truthfulness 
of  your  own  nature :  and  I  wish  to  do  so  no  more.  You  cannot 
doubt  my  love ;  you  may  as  well  doubt  the  warmth,  and  light, 
and  life-giving  power  of  the  sun.  But  I  would  pray  you,  solemnly, 
earnestly,  as  in  the  presence  of  Him  before  whom  our  binding 
vows  must  be  made,  to  examine  into  your  own. 

"  I  urge  the  inquiry  upon  the  highest  grounds,  because  upon 
them  alone  a  Christian's  judgment  should  be  made.  But  I  would 
speak  to  you  also  of  your  own  happiness. 

"  When  first  you  gave  me  the  promise  which  made  earth  t 
paradise,  too  bright  it  may  be  for  my  safety, — you  told  me  that 
your  love  did  not  equal  mine ;  yet  I  was  contented,  because  I 
believed  that  in  owning  that  I  was  not  indifferent  to  you,  yon 
were  acknowledging  the  germ  of  a  feeling  which  must  eventuallj 
ripen  into  love.  I  was  willing,  therefore,  to  wait  for  it.  Bat  I 
have  been  mistaken ;  at  least  if  I  may  judge  from  words,  and 
looks,  and  manner.  I  repel  rather,  than  attract  you  ;  and  if  this 
is  so  under  present  circumstances,  how  will  it  be  w^hen  we  are 
married  ?  Can  I  make  you  happy  ?  Love  I  will  give  you,  pure, 
deep,  unwavering,  unbounded  ;  but  if  the  love  which  I  offer  now 
does  not  Hatisfy  you,  how  will  it  be  sufficient  for  you  hereafter? 

"  I  pray  you  to  ask  yourself  the  question,  putting  aside  eveiy 
thought  of  my  anguish,  every  regret  for  the  brief  duration  of  foj 
hapninoRs, —  a  happiness  which  but  to  have  known   for  a  few 
weeks  will  bo  a  source  of  thankfulness  to  God  for  ever, — and  " 
looking  only  upon  that  which  your  own  heart  requires.     H  jot 
cannot  love  me,  Helen,  reject  me.     I  will  bless  you  for  it,  hedats    I     7 
yovL  will  save  yourself  from  a  lifelong  bitterness.     I  do  not  aeek    I 
for  an  immediate  answer.     I  wish  you  to  decide  under  no  excite" ,  I 
ment,   no  constraint.     One  thing  only  I  would   say  for  mysetf   I    l 
You  think  me  exacting  and  imperious.     I  believe  I  am  botii  fcf  I 
nature  ;    but  trust  yourself  to  mo  as  my  wife,  and  the  high*'*  I    qj^ 
energy  of  my  nature  shall  be  exerted  in  the  hourly  Btn^si^  I 
which,  through  God's  grace,  will  make  me  gentle  and  tender,  tf  I    ^j 
ho  ought  to  bo  to  whom  such  a  treasure  has  been  confided.  I    l\j 
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^^  I  commit  my  fate  to  you  with  unbounded  confidence.  What- 
ever jour  determination  may  be,  I  shall  feel  that  it  is  that  of  a 
true  and  generous  heart,  and  no  shadow  of  blame  shall  eyer  through 
me  be  cast  upon  you.  And  now,  farewell.  Ask  of  me  what  you 
will,  except  that  I  should  no  longer  love  you.  One  change  only 
could  effect  that  change  in  me :  when  light  has  been  turned  into 
darkness,  and  truth  converted  into  falsehood,  then,  and  not  till 
then,  will  the  foundation  of  my  affection  be  removed,  and  I  shall 
cease  to  be, 

'*  Yours,  for  ever, 

"Claude  Eoertoit. 

"  It  is  just  possible  that  I  may  conclude  my  chief  business  to- 
morrow. I  should  then  try  to  return  for  a  few  days,  and  go  back 
to  London  again  ;  but  the  probability  is  that  I  may  be  detained 
much  longer.'* 

The  gu^ts  were  beginning  to  arrive,  punctual  and  early,  as 
such  little  visitors  always  are.  Isabella  was  taking  off  cloaks 
and  boas  in  one  room ;  Anna,  in  another,  was  talking  as  much 
nonsense  as  she  could  think  of  to  merry  boys,  and  showing  pictures 
to  shy  girls ;  Susan  was  superintending  the  preparations  for  the 
magic  Ian  thorn, — whilst  Mrs.  Graham  was  to  be  found  in  Helen's 
room,  or  rather  standing  before  Helen's  door,  asking  for  admit- 
tance. It  was  delayed  for  some  seconds  ;  and  when  granted,  Helen 
was  found  in  her  morning  dress,  her  face  pale,  her  eyes  swollen 
with  tears. 

Claude's  letter  lay  open  upon  the  table. 

Helen's  first  words  were  an  apology.  "  Aunt  Fanny,  you  are 
come  to  scold  me.  I  will  be  ready  in  two  minutes."  .  The  light 
tone  might  have  deceived  any  one  who  had  not  looked  at  Helen's 
face. 

Mrs.  Graham  answered  in  the  same  way,  "You  have  been 
neglected,  I  am  afraid,  my  love,  in  the  confusion ;  we  all  forgot 
that  you  are  unaccustomed  to  wait  upon  yourself.  Susan  shall 
come  to  you  now." 

"Not  until Aunt  Fanny  I  had  rather  be  alone  a  little 

longer."   Helen  nearly  broke  down  before  the  sentence  was  ended. 

Mrs.  Graham  kissed  her.  "  You  have  had  a  great  disappoint- 
xnent,  my  darling ;  so  have  we  all." 

Helen  gulped  down  her  tears,  and  looked  in  her  aunt's  face 
^with  an  expression  so  anxious,  so  pleading  for  help  and  counsel^ 
IMrs.  Graham  could  not  understand  it. 
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You  are  fretted,  my  love,  and  worn ;  perhaps  you  had  better 
remain  quiet !  Come  down  an  hour  hence  if  you  like  it ;  the 
children  will  be  thoroughly  amused  with  the  magic  lanthorn  till 
then.'* 

Helen  turned  away. 

^'  It  seems  hard  to  have  asked  you  to  come  when  we  had  only 
one  temptation  to  offer,"  continued  Mrs.  Graham,  **  and  now  to 
find  that  it  is  taken  away." 

"  But  it  is  not  that ;  aunt  Fanny — Oh  !  if  I  had  only  one  friend 
who  knew  me ! " 

Mrs.  Graham's  eye  involuntarily  glanced  at  Claude's  letter. 
Helen  perceived  it,  and  added,  with  instant  self-command,  "  But 
I  shall  be  better  presently.  If  you  will  leave  me,  I  will  ring 
when  I  want  any  one  to  fasten  my  dress.  I  can  manage  all  the 
rest.     Indeed,  I  would  rather  be  left." 

Mrs.  Graham  lingered,  hesitated,  and  then  Siaid,  "  You  will 
have  a  friend  soon,  I  trust,  Helen,  to  know  and  help  you  always." 

Helen's  lip  quivered,  and  two  large  tears  rolled  slowly  down 
her  cheek.  Yet  she  again  repeated,  "  I  would  rather  be  left." 
Mrs.  Graham  went  to  the  door,  but  before  reaching  it,  she  turned 
round  and  said,  "  Helen,  darling,  though  you  can't  talk  to  me, 
perhaps  you  can  write.  Some  persons  find  that  much  easier ; " 
and  Helen  threw  her  arms  round  her  aunt's  neck,  and  whispered, 
"  You  are  like  my  own  mother ;  I  could  talk  to  you  if  I  could  to 
any  one."  And  then  the  door  was  closed,  and  Helen  was  once 
more  left  to  her  own  thoughts. 

And  what  were  they  ?  She  could  not  have  told  herself.  Claude's 
letter  had  thrown  no  light  upon  her  secret  feelings,  or  rather  it 
had  only  added  to  the  obscurity  in  which  even  in  her  own  eyes 
they  were  involved,  by  placing  him  before  her  in  the  point  of 
view  most  attractive  to  her  best  impulses. 

If  he  had  urged  his  love,  she  would  have  turned  from  it  with 
the  painful  consciousness  of  her  own  coldness ;  but  when  he  spoke 
of  her  happiness,  he  recalled  the  grounds  upon  which  she  had 
originally  been  tempted  to  accept  him,  reminded  her  of  Lady 
Augusta's  arguments,  her  father's  confidence,  the  world's  admira- 
tion, and  added  to  it  a  deepening  and  clearer  conviction  that  in 
generosity  and  unselfishness  Claude  Egerton's  equal  could  scarcely 
be  found. 

Free,  Helen  might  at  that  moment  have  learnt  to  lov6  Claude ; 
but  bound — pledged —  it  was  a  fatal  mistake  :  and  once  more  at 
the  thought  of  being  united  to  him  for  ever,  the  cold  chill  of  in- 
difference crept  over  her. 
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Merry  were  the  shouts  of  the  children  below,  but  the  sound 
scarcely  reached  Helen's  ears.  Susan  was  sent  away  when  she 
came,  offering  to  assist  her  cousin  in  dressing.  Mrs.  Graham  was 
not  admitted,  when  she  knocked  at  the  door,  to  beg  that  if  Helen's 
head  ached  she  would  not  attempt  to  come  down  stairs.  Unused 
to  self-control,  untaught  to  think  of  others,  Helen  never  realised 
to  herself  that  she  was  throwing  a  damp  over  the  general  gaiety,  "by 
giving  way  to  her  own  sad  and  perplexing  thoughts.  "  They  can 
do  very  well  without  me,"  was  the  salve  which  soothed  her 
conscience ;  and  it  was  only  when  at  length  her  fire  had  burnt  low, 
and  the  room  was  growing  cold,  that  she  roused  herself  to  dress, 
and,  with  a  feeling  of  painful  effort  and  repugnance,  sunmioned 
resolution  to  join  the  party. 

The  children  were  gathered  round  the  Christmas  tree,  loud  in 
admiration  and  wonder ;  Anna  and  Isabella  marshalling  them  in 
order,  that  they  might  see  every  thing ;  whilst  Charlie  kept  guard 
over  old  Miss  Harvey  and  her  sister,  whom  he  had  escorted  with 
no  little  pride  through  the  streets,  and  who  were  to  be  taken  back 
again  with  all  care  as  soon  as  their  curiosity  was  satisfied. 

Helen  paused  in  the  door-way,  the  servants  who  crowded  it 
making  way  for  her  to  pass  on.  There  were  a  few  grown-up 
people  near ;  mammas,  elder  sisters,  and  governesses,  who  had  the 
charge  of  the  little  ones ;  and  amongst  these  she  stood,  as  she 
hoped  unnoticed.     She  heard  their  remarks. 

'^  A  beautiful  tree !  so  well  lighted ;  and  such  trouble  must  have 
been  taken  in  dressing  it !  but  Mrs.  Graham  remembers  every  thing 
and  every  body."  "  It  must  be  very  pleasant  to  be  able  to  give 
so  much  pleasure."  ''  Mrs.  Graham  has  such  help  in  her  daughters. 
How  nice  they  look  this  evening!  I  have  heard  Susan  called 
pretty;  but  I  don't  think  she  is  that, — it  is  only  expression. 
Yet,  just  look  at  her  now.  What  a  bright  look  !  she  never  can 
have  known  much  sorrow."  "No;  a  little  while  ago  some  one 
said  she  was  quite  altered ;  but  I  don't  see  it.  It  was  at  the  time 
the  report  got  about  that  she  was  to  marry  Mr.  Egerton." 

The  last  words  were  spoken  by  Miss  Gaunt,  an  elderly  lady, 
quick,  shrewd,  strongly  inclined  to  satire,  the  daughter  of  one  of 
the  former  rectors  of  Wingfield ;  and  they  were  addressed  to  Mrs. 
Berry,  the  wife  of  the  present  rector,  a  sensible,  straightforward, 
middle-aged  mother  of  a  large  family,  who  had  a  dread  of  gossip, 
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and  was  aware  that  Miss  Gaunt  and  her  sister  did  not  share  the 
distaste.  The  remark  was  received,  therefore,  coldly ;  and  Mrs. 
Berry  endeavoured  to  divert  the  subject  by  some  reference  to  the 
children.  But  Miss  Gaunt  renewed  it:  "It  all  came  to  nothing, 
as  every  one  knows ;  but  I  could  not  help  wishing  that  it  had  been 
true.  I  should  so  very  much  like  to  see  dear  Susan  married ;  aad 
they  say  that  Mr.  Egerton  is  such  a  very  excellent  man.^ 

^'  He  will  make  a  good  husband  then  for  any  one,"  said  Mrs. 
Berry,  forced  into  a  general  observation. 

"  Well,  yes  ;  but  it  does  seem  a  pity  that  he  should  throw  him- 
self away.     He  might  do  so  much  good," 

"  But  he  will,  we  trust." 

**  That  is  as  time  may  show.  Not  if  he  takes  after  Ivors.  What 
is  the  neighbourhood  the  better  for  the  Clares  ?" 

"  Hush  I  some  one  said  Miss  Clare  was  here." 

Helen  was  going  to  speak  to  Mrs.  Berry,  and  stop  the  conver- 
sation, but  another  lady  edged  herself  in  between  them,  and  pre- 
vented it.     She  heard  Miss  Gaunt  reply : 

^  Miss  Clare !  oh !  she  is  too  £uie  to  come  down ;  Susan  Graham 
told  me  half  an  hour  ago,  that  she  was  not  ready.  I  wonder  Lady 
Augusta  has  allowed  her  to  be  here  this  evening." 

"  Mr.  Egerton  was  to  have  exhibited  the  magic  lanthom ;  I 
suppose  that  was  the  reason,"  replied  Mrs.  Berry. 

"  No  doubt !  Poor  young  man  !  Well !  I  must  say  I  think  he 
might  have  made  a  better  choice.  They  say  he  has  been  quite 
taken  in  by  Lady  Augusta." 

Helen  felt  her  colour  rise ;  she  longed  to  move,  but  it  was  im- 
possible. Miss  Gaunt  continued :  "  However,  he  has  a  will  of  his 
own  ;  one  hears  that  through  his  servants ;  and  when  once  they 
are  married,  and  he  is  away  from  Ivors,  it  may  be  better.  Those 
Clares  are  enough  to  ruin  any  one  with  their  exclusiveness." 

"  Those  Clares  ! "  Helen  instinctively  put  out  her  hand, 
and  all  but  touched  Miss  Gaunt's  arm  to  remind  her  that  she  was 
near. 

Mrs.  Berry  remarked  that  Sir  Henry  was  one  of  the  first  men 
in  the  county. 

"  Because  he  is  the  member,  I  suppose,  you  mean ;  but  one  puts 
that  aside ;  mere  political  influence  is  nothing." 

"  And  he  is  a  good  landlord,"  said  Mrs.  Berry. 

"  I  dare  say.  Indeed  I  have  heard  that  he  is  respected  by  the 
farmers." 

"  And  he  is  a  liberal  man,  too,"  observed  Mrs.  Berry. 

"  Yes,  in  a  certain  way.     As  I  heard  some  one  observe  the 
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other  ^j.    You  alwajs  see  subscription  lists  headed  by  Clares  ; 
aa  yott  see  benevolent  institutions  patronised  by  the  Queen." 

Mrs.  Berry  spoke  as  if  she  was  annoyed :  "  Really,  my  dear 
Miss  Gaunt^  you  are  a  little  too  severe.  Perhaps  Mr.  Berry  and  I 
have  as  much  right  to  speak  about  Sir  Henry  Clare's  liberality 
as  any  personsi  because  so  much  of  his  charity  passes  through  our 
hands :  a  kinder-hearted  man  there  can't  be." 

"  My  dear  Mrs.  Berry,  I  don't  mean  to  doubt  it.  All  I  say  is, 
that  if  Sir  Henry  Clare's  bailiff  managed  his  property,  and  if 
Lady  Augusta's  housekeeper  took  care  of  the  Hail,  and  Lady 
Augusta,  and  Miss  Clare,  and  the  whole  set  were  transported  to 
the  antipodes,  the  neighbourhood  would  not  be  one  whit  the 
worse  off;  and  there  would  not  be  half  a  dozen  regrets  for  their 
departure.  I  speak  from  what  I  know ;  and  I  hear  a  great  deal 
one  way  and  another." 

Mrs:  Berry  could  bear  this  no  longer.  She  managed  to  move 
forward,  so  as  to  escape  any  more  of  Miss  Gaunt's  observations ; 
and  Helen  moved  likewise,  and  was  seen  by  Susan,  and  summoned 
to  admire  the  Christmas  tree. 

It  was  a  very  painful  feeling  which  came  over  her  as  she  emerged 
from  the  little  crowd  in  the  doorway,  and  felt  that  all  eyes  were 
directed  towards  her  with  curiosity.  An  hour  before  she  would 
not  have  thought  about  herself  at  all ;  now  there  was  an  uncom- 
fortable self-consciousness,  a  sensation  of  being  apart,  different 
from  every  one,  being  looked  upon  with  suspicion.  "  Those 
Clares  I "  "  Taken  in  by  Lady  Augusta ! "  The  expressions  haunted 
her ;  though  she  scarcely  realised  their  full  meaning,  especially  as 
regarded  Claude.  But  she  felt  as  though  she  were  among 
enemies ;  and  became  cold  and  stiff,  even  to  the  children,  who  of 
course,  became  cold  and  stiff  to  her  in  return :  and  so  there  was  a 
little  restraint  creeping  over  the  party,  which  Helen  knew  would 
be  attributed  to  herself.  She  had  not  the  spirit  or  the  heart  to 
alter  her  manner ;  she,  who  had  all  her  life  been  amused,  had  no 
idea  of  amusing  others ;  and  at  last,  one  by  one,  the  children 
withdrew  from  the  tree,  and  she  was  left  standing  near  it  alone 
with  Susan. 

"  We  must  take  the  presents  off,  and  distribute  them,  Susan," 
said  Anna,  coming  up  to  them.  "  The  children  have  been  look- 
ing long  enough." 

"Yes;  in  one  minute.  Helen,  you  will  help?"  But  Helen 
declined. 

"But  you  must ;  a  great  many  of  the   names   are  in  your 

writing." 
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"  I  can't  always  read  my  own  writing,  and  I  forget  the  names." 

"  Never  mind  ! "  exclaimed  Anna,  impatiently,  "  if  she  doesn't 
choose  to  do  it." 

And  Helen  drew  back  into  a  distant  corner,  solitary  and  heavy 
hearted. 

"  Helen  !  my  love,  there  is  a  lady  wishing  very  much  to  be  in- 
troduced to  you,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  coming  up  to  her :  "  a  cousin 
of  Mr.  Egerton's,"  was  added  in  a  lower  voice. 

Helen's  face  flushed.  "  I  had  rather  not.  Aunt  Fanny.  Must 
I  ?     I  don't  know  her." 

"  She  is  staying  in  the  neighbourhood,  and  would  like  it." 

"What  are  the  children  going  to  do  now?"  asked  Helen, 
abruptly. 

"  To  dance,  I  think,  in  the  next  room.  Susan  will  manage  for 
them." 

"  She  is  so  kind  to  them.  Must  I  go  too  ?  I  would  much 
rather  sit  here ;  my  head  aches." 

"You  shall  do  just  as  you  like,  my  love ;  you  don't  look  well.* 

"  Susan  likes  it,  I  suppose,"  said  Helen,  in  a  wondering  tone ; 
whilst  she  watched  her  cousin  marshalling  the  childi'en,  and  tell- 
ing them  which  way  they  were  to  go." 

"  She  likes  giving  pleasure,  as  every  one  does." 

"  And  she  is  always  bright,"  said  Helen. 

"  She  has  even  spirits ;  that  is  her  great  blessing." 

"  And  you  like  it,  Aunt  Fanny,  don't  you  ?  " 

"  Yes;  but  in  a  different  way  from  Susan.  But  every  one  likes 
it,  Helen,  that  tries  it.     Will  you  come  with  me  ?  " 

Helen  held  her  aunt's  hand.  "  Don't  leave  me.  Aunt  Fanny;  it 
is  a  pleasure  to  talk  to  you." 

"  My  love,  I  must ;  and  my  friend  is  waiting  for  me,  and  for 
you  too." 

"  Does  she  know  about  me  ?"    Helen's  voice  trembled. 

"  She  hopes  you  are  to  be  a  new  cousin  before  very  long." 

"  I  can't ;  1  can't." 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  round.     The  room  was  empty. 

"  Aunt  Fanny,  I  can't,"  repeated  Helen. 

"  Can't  what  ?  my  child." 

'*  Be  introduced.     You  don't  understand." 

"  No,  indeed^  dearest.  But  if  it  is  only  shyness,  you  ought  not 
to  give  way  to  it." 

Helen  stood  up,  then  sat  down  again ;  and  after  a  moment's 
pause,  drew  forth  Claude's  letter,  put  it  into  her  aunt's  hand,  and 
rushed  aw&y  to  her  own  room. 
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It  was  eleven  o'clock  before  the  guests  were  gone.  Then  there 
were  various  matters  to  be  arranged  by  Susan,  Isabella,  and  Anna; 
lights  and  fires  to  be  extinguished,  music  to  be  put  away,  some- 
thing like  order  restored  to  the  rooms,  to  say  nothing  of  the  time 
spent  in  discussing  the  pleasure  of  the  evening, — the  children's 
amusement,  their  curious  remarks,  the  little  tempers  and  fancies 
which  had  been  exhibited.  One  drawback  was  acknowledged  by 
alL  Even  Susan  owned  that  she  was  disappointed  in  Helen. 
She  had  given  her  credit  for  greater  self-command ;  but  people  in 
love,  she  supposed,  were  to  be  judged  by  a  different  standard  from 
others :  a  remark  to  which  Anna,  as  usual,  replied  by  a  sweeping 
censure  upon  all  persons  in  that  unhappy  condition. 

And  in  the  meantime,  Helen  herself  was  waiting  anxiously,  yet 
with  comparative  calmness,  in  her  own  apartment,  for  the  inter- 
view with  her  aunt  which  she  knew  would  be  given  her  before 
the  evening  was  over.  She  was  calm,  because  she  believed  that 
she  had  now  placed  the  determination  of  her  fate  out  of  her  own 
hands ;  and  even  the  suspense  of  the  time  which  must  intervene 
before  Mrs.  Graham  could  be  expected  to  have  leisure  to  attend 
to  her,  was  nothing  compared  with  the  painful  indecision  which 
had  confused,  and  in  a  degree  paralysed,  her  power  of  thought 
and  reason  before. 

Yet  when  the  gentle  footstep  was  at  length  heard,  her  heart 
beat  so  rapidly  that  she  could  scarcely  say,  "  Come  in ; "  and 
when  her  aunt  entered,  she  stood  up  to  receive  her,  but  did  not 
utter  a  word. 

Mrs.  Graham  had  Claude's  letter  in  her  hand.  She  laid  it 
before  Helen  without  pause  or  preface,  and  said,  "  I  have  read  it, 
my  love,  and  thank  you  for  it." 

Helen's  large,  eager  eyes  rested  for  a  moment  with  painful 
earnestness  upon  her  aunt's  face  ;  then  they  were  bent  upon  the 
ground  ;  and  in  a  low  voice  she  said,  "  And  you  think  he  is 
right?" 

Mrs.  Graham,  without  at  once  answering,  drew  Helen  gently 
towards  her,  and  made  her  sit  down  ;  and  kissing  her  fondly, 
said,  "Yes,  he  is  quite  right,  for  his  own  happiness  and  for 
yours." 

"  I  can't  answer  him,"  said  Helen  ;  still  not  daring  to  look  up. 

"  That  may  be  the  best  answer,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham.  "  If  it 
were  all  right  between  you,  there  would  be  no  difficulty." 

Q  3 
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"  And  I  must  tell  him  so,"  said  Helen,  in  a  hollow  voice. 

"You  must  be  true  to  him  and  to  yourself,  my  love." 

"  And  I  have  deceived  him,  and  mamma,  and  every  one  ;  and 
I  must  be  lowered  in  his  eyes.  Aunt  Fanny,  help  me  ;  I  can't  do 
it." 

"  There  is  no  degradation,  my  child,  like  the  slightest  shade  of 
falsehood.  But  you  must  not  take  what  I  have  said  too  literally, 
and  act  upon  it  hastily.  Claude  is  your  best  adviser.  He  gives 
you  time  ;  he  wishes  you  to  prove  yourself :  so  do  I." 

"  But  proof  is  no  proof.  I  don't  understand  myself,"  exclaimed 
Helen.  "Aunt  Fanny," — she  looked  at  her  aunt  simply  and 
trustfully, — "I  do  love  Claude.  Yes,  I  think  I  do.  I  could  not 
have  promised  him  what  I  did  if  I  had  not  cared  for  him  ;  for  I 
meant  to  be  quite  sincere  ;  and  very  often — no,  sometimes-— I 
feel  quite  as  I  know  I  ought ;  and  I  think  him  better  and  wiser 
than  any  one  else  in  the  world  ;  and  it  makes  me  miserable  when 
I  give  him  pain  ;  and  yet  I  can't  prevent  myself  from  doing  it. 
Is  it  because  I  am  so  to  every  one  ?  " 

"  He  jars  upon  you,  perhaps,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  He  makes  me  feel  perverse,"  replied  Helen.  "  But  a  great 
many  people  do  that  when  they  try  to  rule  me.  Aunt  Fanny, 
why  do  you  look  so  grave  ?  " 

"Because  you  vex  me,  Helen.  You  are  throwing  away 
happiness." 

"  I  need  not.  I  will  not,  if  you  tell  me  it  is  right  to  let  every 
thing  go  on." 

"  God  forbid  ! "  Mrs.  Graham  began  eagerly,  then  checked 
herself.  "Helen,  my  child,  no  human  being  could  take  such  a 
responsibility." 

"  Then  you  tell  me  it  is  not  right.  Oh  !  Aunt  Fanny,  have 
pity  upon  me !     I  can  never,  never  decide." 

"Answer  me  one  question,  Helen.  Would  the  feeling  whidi 
you  entertain  for  Claude  satisfy  you,  if  it  were  offered  to  your- 
self ?  " 

"  I — Aunt  Fanny,  he  is  a  man,  and  I  am  a  woman." 

"  Yet  you  are  both  human  beings.  But  I  will  give  you  another 
test,  —  action  ;  which  is  the  proof  of  all  love,  earthly  or  heavenly. 
Is  it  pleasure  or  pain  to  do  what  Claude  wishes  ?  " 

"  Pleasure  to  please  him  ;  not  to  obey  him." 

Mrs.  Graham  was  silent,  and  very  thoughtful. 

"  Is  it  the  proof  ?  "  continued  Helen,  in  an  altered  tone.  "  I 
can  never  like  to  obey  any  one." 

^' J  would  rather  not  answer  the  question,  my  child." 
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"  Aunt  Fanay,  you  must — you  shall,  answer  it !  If  pleasure  in 
obedience  be  a  test  of  love,  I  have  no  love  in  my  nature." 

"  You  don't  know  yourself,  Hel^Q.'* 

"But  I  Lave  always  felt  the  same,"  replied  Helen.  "My  life 
has  been  one  continual  storm  ;  hidden,  perhaps,  —  but  it  has  gone 
on  when  no  one  suspected  it.  I  can  do  what  I  am  told,  out- 
wardly,—  all  people  can  do  that; — but  like  it  !  submit  in  my 
heart  I — you  HUty  as  well  ask  me  to  ch»n  the  wind  as  control  my 
own  free  wilL** 

"  You  can  never  do  it  for  yourself,  Helen.  Yet  it  must  bo 
tkme  if  there  is  to  be  peace  on  earth  or  rest  in  heaven." 

Helen  was  struck  by  her  aunt'^s  tone.  Her  own  manner 
became  more  composed  as  she  said,  thoughtfully,  ^  God  formed 
us  as  we  are." 

"  Yea ;  with  an  independent  will,  which  must  become  one  with 
Hia  before  we  ean  find  either  goodness  or  happiness  ;  and  which 
neTer  will  be  one  until  we  love  Him  with  a  perfect  love.  And 
there  is  no  irreverence,  Helen,  in  tracing  out  the  analogy  between 
this  love  and  the  deepest  human  affection,  because  it  is  done  for 
ufi  in  the  Bible.  When  we  love  truly,  our  will  becomes  one  with 
that  of  the  individual  whom  we  love,  and  obedience  ceases  to  be 
obedience." 

"  I  should  do  every  thing  Claude  wished  if  I  were  married," 
said  Helen  ;  "  it  would  be  my  duty." 

"  If  love  cannot  make  you  do  so  before  you  are  married,  dearest, 
you  may  believe,  from  my  experience,  that  duty  will  not  enable 
yott  ta  do  it  afterwards^  The  obedience  which  a  man  requires 
from  his  wife  is  that  of  the  heart." 

Helen  rested  her  forehead  upon  her  hands,  and  a  bitter  sigh 
escaped  her. 

Presently  she  looked  up  ;  her  face  expressed  intense  suflfering. 
She  pressed  her  aunt's  hand,  and  said,  '^  No  one  will  ever  love  me 
ii»  well." 

"  And  no  one  will  ever  so  well  deserve  your  love  in  return," 
said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  And  I  have  done  him  grievous  wrong,"  said  Helen  ;  "  he  win 
hate  me.* 

"  He  will  honour,  you  for  your  truth  :  but,  Helen,  you  have  a 
duty  owing  to  him, — not  to  be  hasty.  He  gives  you  time  for 
consfideration,  and  you  must  use  it.** 

"  I  have  considered,"  replied  Helen  ;  "  and  you  have  given  me 
tests.** 

Q  4 
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"Yet  you  may  be  mistaken.  Claude's  letter  has  drawn  you 
closer  to  each  other  than  you  were  before." 

Helen  started,  clasped  her  hands  tightly  together,  and  hiding 
her  face  on  her  aunt's  shoulder,  whispered,  "  I  am  so  unworthy  of 
him." 

"  He  will  never  reject  you  from  his  heart  for  that  acknowledg- 
ment, my  darling.  But  try  yourself.  A  week  hence  there  will 
be  less  of  this  painful  excitement ;  you  will  be  able,  during  his 
absence,  to  understand  your  own  mind ;  you  will  see  what  your 
thoughts  turn  to ;  whether  the  knowledge  of  what  he  is  and 
what  he  feels  for  you,  which,  I  am  sure,  you  understand  now 
better  than  you  have  ever  done,  can  make  the  prospect  of  your 
future  life  with  him  easy  and  happy.  There  will  be  many  little 
ways  of  judging  of  the  state  of  your  own  heart ;  and  you  are 
too  sincere,  Helen,  to  deceive  him  when  he  has  once  brought  the 
question  so  plainly  before  you.  All  I  would  urge  upon  you  is, 
not  to  allow  any  fear  of  giving  pain  to  prevent  you  from  being 
honest  with  him." 

"And  you  will  not  help  me  ?"  said  Helen,  reproachfully. 

"  Yes,  help  you  to  the  very  utmost,  but  not  decide  for  you.  If 
I  were  to  do  so,  the  responsibility  would  not  be  the  less  yours  in 
accepting  my  decision." 

Helen  sat  deep  in  thought ;  then  she  said,  "  I  shall  make  him 
very  miserable." 

"  Shall  you  make  yourself  miserable  ?"  said  Mrs.  Graham 

"I  don't  know ;  I  had  rather  not  think  about  myself." 

"  But  you  must,  dearest.  It  is  one  of  those  cases  in  which,  if 
we  sacrifice  ourselves,  we  must  sacrifice  others." 

"  I  am  so  confused,  I  don't  know  what  I  feel,"  said  Helen. 

"  Then  try  to  act ; — put  before  you  all  he  wishes  you  to  do  or 
to  be ;  endeavour  to  please  him,  now  that  he  is  absent,  as  you 
would  if  he  were  present :  and  remember  that  you  are  still  free, 
in  one  sense  of  the  word, — free  to  draw  back,  by  his  own  con- 
sent." 

"  Free ! "  Helen  said  the  word  again  to  herself,  and  there  was  a 
tone  of  mournfulness  in  the  intonation  of  her  voice. 

"  If  you  can  strive  to  please  him,  heartily,  without  a  feeling  of 
constrsdnt,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  "  that  will  be  your  truest  test.** 

"  And  mamma  will  say,  what?"  murmured  Helen. 

"  It  is  not  a  case  either  for  parent  or  friend,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  God  will  be  your  Judge,  and  He  also  will  be  your  Guide." 

Helen  trembled.  "Aunt  Fanny,  it  is  very  awful,  and  I  am  so 
wicked ! " 
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*  Helen,  dearest,  yon  have  one  virtue,  which  is  the  root  of  all,  — 
truth." 

"  Oh,  Aunt  Fanny  !  no,  you  don't  know  me ;  Claude  does  not 
either;  I  could  love  him  better  if  he  did."  And  Helen  gazed 
sorrowfully  at  her  aunt,  and  added,  "Truth,  if  one  has  it,  only 
helps  to  make  one  feel  that  one  is  untrue." 

'*€k)d  bless  and  help  you,  my  darling,"  were  Mrs.  Graham's 
parting  words.  And  Helen  laid  her  head  on  her  pillow,  com* 
forted  by  the  feeling  of  having  obtained  sympathy,  though  still 
weary  and  heart-sick  with  indecision. 


CHAPTER  XLin. 

Tme  carriage  came  for  Helen  the  next  day,  and  she  went  home  : 
no  one  pressed  her  to  stay,  and  neither  Isabella  nor  Anna  ex- 
pressed regret  at  her  departure.  She  had  been  too  much  absorbed 
in  her  own  thoughts  to  make  herself  agreeable.  Yet  a  feeling  of 
exceeding  loneliness  came  over  her,  as  she  looked  back  and  saw 
her  aunt's  sweet,  kind  face  at  the  door,  and  felt  that  she  must 
now  return  to  the  uncongeniality  of  her  own  little  world,  and 
bear  the  burden  of  her  doubtful  heart  without  human  sympathy. 

Mrs.  Graham's  last  injunction  had  been,  —  "  Put  aside  your 
feelings,  my  child,  and  try  yourself  by  action  ; "  and  Helen,  in 
accordance  with  the  suggestion,  spent  the  short  time  of  her  drive 
in  thinking  over  what  Claude  would  most  wish  her  to  do.  He 
had  talked  to  her  about  the  employment  of  her  time,  urged 
regularity,  suggested  visits  to  the  poor ;  and  if  he  had  been  there 
to  help  her,  she  might  now,  perhaps,  have  entered  into  his  plans. 
But  tJl  seemed  vapid  when  she  was  to  set  to  work  by  herself. 
She  thought  that  her  aunt  expected  too  much  of  her  ;  and,  un- 
used to  mental  exertion,  soon  sank  back  into  the  wearying  reveries 
upon  feeling,  against  which  she  had  been  warned. 

Lady  Louisa  Stuart  and  Miss  Manners  were  looking  out  for 
her,  expecting  to  hear  amusing  stories  of  the  aborigines.  Lady 
Louisa  had  prepared  some  more  tiresome  jokes  about  Petruchio, 
and  Miss  Manners  was  ready  with  condolences  for  his  absence ;  but 
Helen  avoided  them  both,  hurried  up  stairs  to  her  own  room,  and 
was  soon  followed  thither  by  Lady  Augusta. 

"  You  have  had  such  a  disappointment,  my  love ;  I  can't  say 
how  vexed  I  have  been,  more  almost  for  Claude  than  for  your- 
self ;  he  is  terribly  cut  up  about  it,  as  he  says  in  his  note." 
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*'  May  I  see  the  note»  mamma  ?  " 

Lady  Augusta  hesitated.  "  I  don't  know  that  I  have  it  wift 
me"  She  took  out  a  number  of  notes  from  a  pocket-bocd:. 
''This, — ^no^  this  is  not  from  Claude, — it  is  Mrs.  Hopeton's  apology 
for  not  coming  to-morrow  night ;  and  there  has  been  a  request 
from  Sir  John  Hume  that  he  may  bring  a  nieee ;  and  Lord 
Steyne  talks  of  a  friend  who  wishes  to  come :  we  sliatt  &ave 
quite  a  crowd." 

''  That  is  Claude's  note,"  said  Helen,  pointing  to  oae  folded  in 
a  peculiar  way,  and  written  on  rather  blue  note-paper. 

"How  quick  you  are  in  discovering,  my  dear  !"  but  Lady 
Augusta  appeared  unwilling  to  produce  the  note,  till  Helen  pat 
out  her  hand  for  it. 

"  It  is  a  short  note — condensed ;  all  his  are  ;  but  his  few  words 
express  more  than  volumes  from  other  people." 

Helen  read  the  note. 

"  My  dear  Lady  Augusta,  —  A  telegraphic  message  has  jvi 
summoned  me  to  London,  and  I  have  not  a  mhnnte  to  spare.  It 
is  most  unfortunate,  as  I  shall  not  be  able  to  be  at  Mrsw  GrahsB^ 
to-night,  to  exhibit  the  magic  lanthom  ;  and  I  am^  of  corner 
particularly  vexed  in  thinking  of  Helen.  I  enclose  a  noteftr 
Sir  Henry  about  some  political  matters,  which  I  wished  to  luvre 
talked  over  with  him.  I  don't  know  when  I  shall  be  down  again ; 
but  you  may  be  sure  it  will  be  the  very  first  day  possible.  Yos  wffl, 
I  trust,  have  a  successful  evening  ;  I  wish,  indeed,  I  could  be 
with  you  ;  but  I  have  foreseen  from  the  beginning  how  it  iB%lii 
be,  and  must  resign  myself  as  best  I  may,  though  I  do  net  yet 
give  up  all  hope. 

"  Very  faithfully  yoora^ 
"  Claubb  Egsbtqn. 

"  I  have  written  to  Helen,  and  made  arrangCTAents  for  sene 
one  to  exhibit  the  magic  lanthorn  for  me." 

"  He  takes  the  world  philosophically,"  said  Helen,  in  a  bitlsr 
tone,  as  she  laid  Claude's  note  upon  the  table. 

"His  mind  is  so  admirably  well  disciplined,"  replied  Ladf 
Augusta.  "  He  never  allows  himself  to  be  disturbed;  or  at  least 
to  show  it." 

"Some  people  like  the  principle  of  faidi  in  afiecttoB^**  said 
Helen,  sarcastically. 

"  My  love,  you  are  severe.    What  lessons  have  yoo  been 
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ing  at  Wingfield  ?  Bot  I  ought  not  to  find  fault :  I  should  re- 
member that  young  people  can  never  be  satisfied  with  any  ex- 
pression of  affeetion.* 

*^  1  am  infinitely  obliged  to  Claude  for  taking  thought  for  me 
and  the  magic  lanthom  together/'  said  Helen,  again  taking  up  the 
note. 

'*  You  are  laughing^  my  dear  ;  you  don't  really  mean  to  be  so 
unjust." 

'^  I  read  the  words  as  they  are  written,"  said  Helen. 

*'  And  put  a  wrong  interpretation  upon  them." 

"  And  take  them  for  what  they  mean,  rather." 

'^  Why  should  much  be  said  to  me  ?  "  continued  Lady  Augusta : 
"you  have  his  own  words  to  yourself  to  satisfy  you." 

Helen  was  silent, 

And  silent  she  continued,  then  and  afterwards,  during  the 
day ;  brooding  over  her  own  distracting  thoughts,  blaming 
Claude,  condemning  herself,  yielding,  as  she  ever  yielded,  to  im- 
pulses from  within,  and  influences  from  without ;  jarred  upon  by 
Lady  Louisa's  tiresome  jokes  ;  fretted  to  irritation  by  Miss 
Maimers'  stately  condolences  on  Claude's  absence;  alarmed  by 
Lady  Augusta's  keen  looks  of  surprise;  and  startled  by  her 
father's  quick,  though  good-tempered  reproofs  of  her  dulness. 

Could  it  be  a  matter  of  astonishment  if  the  great  question, 
which  was  to  decide  her  fate,  became  more  and  more  bewildering, 
and  was  thought  over,  settled,  unsettled,  settled  again,  and  in 
reality  left  to  be  determined — Helen  knew  not  how,  and  dreaded 
to  thmk? 

Such  was  the  state  of  things  on  the  day  of  the  ball.  The 
routine  of  Ivors  was  disturbed  then,  as  had  been  the  case  at 
Wingfield,  a  few  days  before  ;  but  the  disturbance  was  of  a  very 
different  character,  being  managed  by  the  servants,  who  were 
bound  to  take  care  that  no  one  should  be  ''  put  out "  more  than 
was  absolutely  necessary,  and  therefore  kept  all  arrangements  to 
the  utmost  in  the  background.  Lady  Augusta,  indeed,  super- 
intended herself,  but  that  was  her  habit ;  she  superintended  every 
thing,  and  never  believed  that  the  world  could  go  on  without 
her ;  but  Helen  was  not  consulted,  except  about  the  music,  and 
had  a  long,  dull,  dreary  day  with  Lady  Louisa  and  Miss  Manners, 
feeling  that  she  had  no  excuse  for  leaving  them,  and  yet  longing 
more  and  more  every  minute  to  go  to  her  own  room,  and  indulge 
im  some  of  those  "  few  more  "  thoughts  which,  although  they  pre- 
vented her  from  arriving  at  any  definite  conclusion,  were  becom- 
ing a  neeessary  of  life. 
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^  It  is  a  comfort  that  balls  are  not  given  every  daj,"  said  Miss 
Manners. 

The  observation  broke  a  long  silence  in  the  library,  thoogh  not 
in  the  house,  for  the  sound  of  hammering  was  heard  unceasingly. 

^'I  don't  think  they  interfere  much  with  us,"  said  Hden, 
quickly ;  fearing  a  quotation  from  Shakspeare. 

Lady  Louisa  looked  up  from  a  novel,  and  owned  that  she  had 
been  nearly  asleep,  and  asked  what  they  were  talking  about. 

^  BaUs,"  replied  Miss  Manners.     '*  Helen  likes  them.** 

^I  beg  your  pardon,  but  I  am  not  aware  that  I  said  so,"  repKed 
Helen,  shortly. 

**  But  you  implied  it,  my  love,  and  it  is  natural,  I  imagine^  at 
your  age,  when  the  fresh  spring  of  youth  and  enthusiasm  makes 
movement  delightful  For  myself,  I  confess,  my  tastes  lay  always 
in  a  different  direction ;  a  search  into  the  wonders  of  creaticn, 
which  afforded  food  for  reflecting  hours,  was  from  infan^  my 
craving." 

^  A  geological  baby,*^  said  Lady  Louisa  ;  ''  I  wish  I  had  seen 
you." 

Helen  laughed  faintly,  and  observed  that  she  certainly  conld  not 
imagine  Miss  Manners  dancing. 

^Not  a  minuet  ?"  asked  Ladv  Louisa. 

And  Miss  Manners  answered  sharply  for  herself^  that  minuets  kid 
ceased  to  be  in  fashion,  long  before  she  was  old  enough  to  dance. 

^  I  was  thinking  whether  a  minuet  would  suit  Petruchio^*  flttd 
Lady  Louisa.  '^  If  I  remember  rightly,  he  does  not  take  kindly  to 
the  polka." 

**  Neither  for  himself  nor  for  any  one  else,  does  he  ?  "  inquired 
Miss  Manners.  ^I  thought  I  understood  as  much  firom  some 
remark  of  Lady  Augusta's  the  other  day." 

Helen  shrank  from  the  subject  with  irritation  and  annoyance. 

Lady  Louisa  observed  it,  and,  as  usual,  had  not  sufficient  tact  or 
kindness  to  overlook  it. 

^  He  does  not  interfere  with  you,  Helen,  I  hope.  I  really  shall 
be  quite  out  of  patience  with  him  in  that  case." 

Helen  appeared  not  to  hear,  and  Lady  Louisa  fancied  she  looked 
vexed. 

"Too  bad !"  she  continued :  "  a  real  Petruchio ! 

*  Better  'twere  that  both  of  us  did  fast,' 

and  then  he  goes  away  and  leaves  you  to  fast  alone.     I  would  be 
revenged  upon  him." 
Helen's  pride  could  not  brook  this ;  she  remarked,   c<^y 
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*'  That  Mr.  Egerton  and  she  quite  understood  each  other/'  and 
walked  out  of  the  room,  followed  by  the  sharp  tone  of  Lady 
Louisa's  laugh. 

Jn  the  hall  she  encountered  her  father,  and  was  turning  from 
him,  so  as  not  to  speak,  when  he  stopped  her.  *'  What !  running 
away  from  me,  my  child  ?  I  have  scarcely  seen  you  this  morning. 
A  dull  day,  I  am  afraid,-'  and  he  kissed  her, —  '*  but  we  must  try 
to  be  merry  for  the  sake  of  others." 

"  We  shall  do  very  well,  I  dare  say,"  replied  Helen,  in  a  light 
tone,  which  effectually  repelled  sympathy. 

"  It  was  too  bad  of  Claude,"  continued  Sir  Henry ;  "  or,  I 
suppose,  one  must  say  of  his  lawyer.  I  don't  believe,  myself,  that 
there  was  any  necessity  for  his  going.  I  know  the  business  they 
make  such  a  fuss  about.  It  was  one  of  Claude's  crotchets,  to 
meet  that  particular  individual  on  that  particular  day  ;  but  I  am 
certain  it  might  all  have  been  done  as  well  by  writing.  You 
mustn^t  let  him  be  crotchety,  Helen.  He  is  too  young  to  begin 
in  that  line."  Sir  Henry  patted  his  daughter  on  both  cheeks,  and 
went  to  his  own  room. 

Helen  went  to  hers.  For  the  next  half  hour  she  might  have 
been  heard  walking  up  and  down,  with  somewhat  of  a  man's  rest- 
lessness ;  then  she  took  up  a  pen  and  wrote, — 

**I  cannot  give  you  the  answer  you  require,  my  mind  is  full  of 
perplexity ;  but  I  am  sure  of  one  thing,  that  I  shall  never  make 
you  happy,  and  therefore  it  is  better  we  should  part."  The  pen 
was  thrown  down,  when  Helen  had  gone  so  far,  whilst  pressing 
her  forehead  tightly,  as  though  to  still  the  working  of  her  brain, 
her  eye  retraced  the  words ;  then  opening  a  private  drawer  in  her 
desk,  she  took  Claude's  letter  from  it,  and  laid  it  beside  her. 

"  My  lady  wishes  you  to  come  down  into  the  hall,  if  you  please, 
Mademoiselle;"  said  Annette's  voice  at  the  door. 

It  was  immediately  followed  by  Lady  Augusta's.  "  Helen,  my 
love,  may  I  say  one  word  to  you  ?    Are  you  busy  ?" 

Helen  unfastened  the  door. 

"  I  am  sorry  to  interrupt  you,  my  dear,  but  I  wanted  to  ask 
your  opinion but  you  are  writing  for  the  post."  Lady  Au- 
gusta's eyes  fell  with  a  scrutinising  glance  upon  the  table. 

"  It  is  nothing,  it  need  not  go  to-day,"  said  Helen,  impatiently. 

"  But  you  are  desirous  it  should,  I  see.  I  had  no  idea  you  were 
so  engaged,  but  Claude  will  be  anxious  to  hear  from  you." 

Helen  longed  to  be  able  to  say  that  she  w.is  not  writing  to  him. 

**  I  will  keep  my  business  till  presently,"  continued  Lady  Au- 
gusta ;  though  one  thing  I  may  as  well  say  now :  I  am  anxious  to 


238  ;yOR& 

know  how  matters  stand  with  you  about  the  balL     Does  Claude 
still  think  of  keeping  you  under  his  loving  restraint?" 

Helen  broke  in  upon  the  sentence :  "  Mamma,  Claude  will  never 
keep  me  under  restraint  any  more ;  we  are  parted,"  —  she  leaned 
her  head  upon  the  table,  and  burst  into  tears. 

"Parted!  Helen!  can  you  dare?"  —  Lady  Augusta's  eyes 
sparkled, — but  with  one  moment  of  self-recollection  her  manner 
changed.  She  took  Helen's  hand  in  hers.  "  There  is  some  mis- 
understanding in  this,  my  love." 

"  There  has  been  a  misunderstanding  from  the  beginning,"  said 
Helen,  recovering  herself,  and  speaking  with  dignity  ;  "  we  were 
never  intended  for  each  other." 

"  Nonsense  !  my  dear  ;  begging  your  pardon,  simple  nonsense  I 
What  is  it  all  ?  Let  me  hear  whose  fault  it  is."  Lady  Augusta 
sat  down,  tapping  the  table  with  a  paper  knife,  as  though  she 
would  fain  have  ieaten  the  words  out  of  Helen's  mouth. 

"It  is  no  fault ; — yet,  I  suppose  it  is  mine,  —  it  will  be  called 
mine,"  said  Helen,  proudly. 

"  Because  you  have  provoked  him.  silly,  infatuated  child  I  You 
have  treated  him  as  you  have  done  every  one  from  childhood.  I 
saw  how  it  would  be.  I  felt  you  were  casting  away  all  the  ad- 
vantages for  which  I  had  laboured." 

The  conversation  heard  on  the  evening  of  Mrs.  Graham's 
party,  flashed  upon  Helen's  recollection.  In  an  instant  it  came  to 
her  with  its  full  meaning.  She  started  from  her  seat,  and  ex- 
claimed :  "  Then  you  have  laboured,  mamma !  *  The  world  is 
right,  and  Claude  has  been  entrapped." 

There  was  one  moment's  pause.  Lady  Augusta's  reply  came 
forth,  slow,  measured,  soft,  and  mournful: — "  Yes,  entrapped,  if 
you  so  please  to  call  it  ;  brought  by  the  ordering  of  Providential 
circumstances  into  close  intercourse  with  one  as  fair  as  she  is 
false  and  weak  ;  made  to  rest  his  happiness  upon  her,  and  then 
deceived.     Helen,  you  have  cruelly  disappointed  me.'* 

"  Not  as  I  have  disappointed  myself,"  replied  Helen,  *'  nor," — 
her  voice  shook, — "  as  I  have  disappointed  Claude." 

" Does  he  say  so?"  asked  Lady  Augusta,  sarcastically,  her  eye 
turning  to  the  letter  in  Claude's  handwriting,  which  was  by 
Helen's  side. 

Helen  would  not  see  the  unspoken  request,  that  it  might  be 
read  ;  she  only  replied  :  "  He  requires  of  me  more  than  I  can 
give,  and  therefore  it  is  better  we  should  part." 

"  Helen,  you  are  too  idiotic ! "  exclaimed  Lady  Augusta. 
"  How  many  wives  do  you  think  give  their  husbands  what  you 
would  call  their  fuVV  affeetions  before  they  are  married?" 
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<<  Aunt  Fanny  thinks  that  I  am  right,"  said  Helen. 

Lady  Augusta  did  not  instantly  trust  herself  with  a  reply; 
when  she  did,  she  drew  near  Helen,  laid  her  hand  upon  her  arm, 
with  a  firm,  painful  pressure,  and  said,  speaking  between  her 
half-closed  lips :  '^  This  is  the  first  and  last  time,  Helen,  that  Mrs. 
Graham  comes  between  you  and  me." 

<^  She  is  my  aunt,"  said  Helen. 

*'  And  I  am  your  mother.  In  the  eyes  of  the  world  I  hold 
your  mother's  place." 

Helen's  fingers  were  tightly  clenched  together,  as  she  replied, 
"  My  father  shall  be  my  judge." 

**  Let  him  be.     He  will  bear  none  of  this  folly." 

'*  He  will  let  me  be  free,"  said  Helen  ;  and  she  added  sarcasti- 
cally :  '^  he  at  least  has  not  laboured  for  my  advantage,  and  so 
will  have  nothing  to  regret." 

"  I  bear  with  your  taunt,  Helen.  I  might  have  expected  no 
less.     Gratitude  has  always  been  a  stranger  to  your  heart." 

"  No,  mamma  ;  never.  I  have  been  grateful  to  you  ;  I  am 
grateful ;  for  your  care,  and  your  kindness  and  instruction  ;  for 
things  which  I  never  could  have  had  without  you  ;  but  I  am  not 
grateful  for  having  been  made  a  plaything,  a  tool — having  the 
eyes  of  the  neighbourhood  turned  upon  me  in  derision.  Mamma. 
if  you  will  not  be  proud  for  me,  I  will  be  proud  for  myself.  By 
your  own  acknowledgment  Claude  has  not  been  free  in  this  matter. 
It  is  my  will  that  he  should  be  ;  and  from  this  moment  I  restore 
him  his  liberty." 

She  took  up  her  pen,  and  wrote  again.  Lady  Augusta  stood 
by  with  folded  hands,  watching,  as  sentence  after  sentence  fol- 
lowed rapidly.  When,  at  length,  Helen's  name  was  signed,  Lady 
Augusta  laid  her  hand  upon  the  paper,  and  said  :  *'  It  is  for  your 
father's  perusal." 

She  expected  a  burst  of  passion,  but  Helen's  answer  was  calm : 
**  It  is  intended  for  him  to-morrow." 

And  Lady  Augusta,  leaving  the  letter  in  Helen's  possession, 
departed  without  another  word. 


CHAPTER  XLIV. 


Briixiantly  gay  was  Ivors  on  the  evening  of  the  long  expected 
ball.  London  workmen  had  fitted  up  the  hall  for  dancing  ; 
artistic  taste  had  hung  the  walls  with  rich  drapery,  and  daQ.Q.^^>^^ 
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them  with  evergreens  and  flowers,  and  brightened  the  long  rooms 
by  silver  sconces,  and  gorgeous  chandeliers.  It  was  a  scene  of 
fairy  land,  magical  in  its  beauty  ;  room  opening  into  room ; 
mirror  reflecting  mirror  ;  a  maze  interminable  of  light  and 
colour ;  and  through  these  dazzling  apartments  wandered  Lady 
Augusta  Clare,  queen-like,  in  a  dress  of  rich  dark  velvet,  and  a 
magnificent  shawl  of  Brussels  lace,  fastened  by  a  diamond  brooch. 
Yet  the  cares  of  her  domestic  kingdom  sat  heavy  upon  her  head. 
She  remarked  every  thing,  knew  whether  every  thing  was  in  its 
right  place,  but  it  was  by  instinct  only.  Even  when  she  gave 
her  final  decisive  orders,  her  heart  was  not  in  her  words.  There 
was  a  marked  nervousness  in  her  manner,  as  though  she  dreaded 
some  startling  news,  or  some  painful  interview. 

"Is  Sir  Henry  in  his  study,  Marks  ?*'  was  her  question  at  last 
to  the  servant  who  had  been  following  her  footsteps,  and  executing 
her  commands. 

"  Sir  Henry  went  to  his  room  about  half  an  hour  ago,  my 
lady.     I  don't  know  whether  he  has  come  down  again.** 

"  Go  and  see ; "  and  Lady  Augusta  sat  down  wearily  in  an  atm* 
chair  by  the  fireside,  and  in  her  splendid  drawing-room,  sighed  a 
real,  hearty  sigh,  in  which  there  was  no  striving  for  effect. 

Marks  was  gone  a  long  time,  but  Lady  Augusta  was  patient ; 
except  that  every  now  and  then  she  raised  her  head  quickly,  as  a 
figure  passed  the  open  door  at  the  further  end  of  the  room. 

Presently  there  camo  one  which  did  not  pass,  but  paused,  looked 
into  the  apartment,  evidently  not  seeing  that  it  was  occupiec^ 
entered,  and  stood  for  a  few  seconds  under  the  glass  chandelier. 

A  very  lovely  face  and  form  it  was, — perfect  in  grace,  attrac- 
tively sweet,  though  with  somewhat  of  proud  sadness  in  its 
expression  ;  but  when  Lady  Augusta  said  "  Helen  ! "  there  was  a 
sudden  start, — the  whole  countenance  changed;  a  fierce,  fiery 
glance  flashed  like  lightning  over  it,  and  Helen  turned  away,  and 
walked  slowly  out  of  the  apartment. 

Two  hours  afterwards  the  rooms  were  crowded ;  dancing  had 
begun ;  laughter,  and  conversation,  and  music  mingled  their  joyous 
and  inspiriting  tones ;  and  Lady  Augusta  Clare,  as  she  sailed  from 
room  to  room,  speaking  kindly  words,  and  distributing  gracious 
smiles,  was  looked  upon  with  admiration,  envy,  and  respect. 
Externally,  indeed,  there  was  every  thing  to  exhilarate  her. 
Heterogeneous  as  the  ingredients  of  her  party  were,  she  yet  con- 
trived to  assimilate  them,  by  her  own  judicious  tact.  On  this  one 
evening  she  seemed  to  have  forgotten  exclusiveness,  and  the  dread 
of  contamination,  and  to  be  able  to  throw  herself  into  the  minds 
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aad:  sympathies  of  persons,  with  whom  in  general  she  would  have 
professed  to  have  no  one  idea  in  common. 

For  every  thing  that  Lady  Augusta  Clare  thought  it  wise  to  do, 

she  considered  it  also  wise  to  do  well ;  every  thing  except ; 

bpt  w*hy  find  fault  with  her  for  an  exception,  common  more  or 
less  to  all  ?  why  complain  of  her  principle,  when  in  fact  she  was 
perfectly  consistent  ?  Lady  Augusta  did  not  really  think  it  worth 
while  to  labour  for  Heaven  as  she  did  for  earth ;  and  therefore 
she  was  but  carrying  out  her  motives  into  action,  when  she  left 
the  work  of  Heaven  to  circumstances. 

** Sitting  still,  dear  Susan?  how  does  that  happen?"  Lady 
Augusta  placed  her  hand  on  Susan  Graham's  shoulder  with  a 
gentle  tenderness,  which  was  quite  maternal. 

"  I  have  been  dancing  a  good  deal,  and  I  am  tired,"  was  Susan's 
reply; "  and  besides,  I  think, — are  n't  they  going  to  try  the  polka?  " 

"  Oh,  yes,  I  see !  and  your  dear  mother,  I  know,  is  particular. 
But  young  people  are  not  all  as  well  disciplined  as  yourselves,  and 
are  apt  to  be  rebellious  in  these  matters.  Have  you  seen  Helen 
lately?" 

Lady  Augusta  looked  at  the  circle  forming  for  the  dance  with 
an  anxious  eye. 

**  Helen  was  talking  to  Captain  Mordaunt  just  now,"  said  Susan; 
"  she  was  near  the  conservatory." 

"Are  you  inquiring  for  Helen  ?"  asked  Miss  Aubrey,  who,  with 
Mr.  Frank  Hume,  was  standing  quite  close  to  Susan,  waiting  for 
the  polka  to  begin.^  '^  She  has  been  undergoing  an  ordeal  of 
bantering  from  her  brother  and  Lady  Louisa.  It  really  is  too  bad 
of  them  to  tease  her  as  they  do,  only  that  she  is  quite  a  match  for 
them.     She  is  in  a  most  strange  mood  to-night." 

"Maurice  is  very  provoking,"  exclaimed  Lady  Augusta;  "I 
must  go  and  stop  him."  She  moved  away  with  a  more  hasty  step 
than  usual. 

Miss  Aubrey  laughed.  "Lady  Augusta  will  have  a  difficult 
task  if  she  means  to  protect  Helen  from  observation.  Every  one 
is  wondering  at  this  new  fancy  of  hers." 

"Oh,  about  dancing !"  and  Susan  opened  her  eyes  with  a  look 
of  sudden  and  astounded  perception,  which  seemed  to  increase 
Miss  Aubrey's  amusement,  as  she  turned  away,  and  whispered  to 
her  partner,  "Saintly  individuals  who  live  in  the  clouds  ought 
not  to  venture  into  a  ball-room." 

Susan  was  unconscious  of  giving  rise  to  satire :  she  was  think- 
ing of  Helen ;  feeling  for  her  annoyance  ;  wondering  whether 
Claude  Egerton  was  quite  right ;  wondering  still  more  that  Helen 
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should  not  have  bad  sufficient  iact  to  keep  her  own  secret.  She 
fell  into  a  reverie,  undisturbed ;  for  the  fireplace  was  on  one  side 
of  her,  and  Isabella  on  the  other,  very  much  aroused  in  watching 
the  dancing,  and  not  troubling  herself  to  interrupt  her. 

A  sharp  voice  broke  in  upon  her  meditations:  "Miss  Graham, 
you  are  quite  in  the  fashion  in  sitting  down."  Lady  Louisa 
Stuart  had  seated  herself  by  Susan's  side. 

"Rather  the  contrary,  to  judge  by  appearances,"  replied  Susan. 
"It  is  very  amusing  to  look  on." 

"It  must  give  you  a  pleasant  feeling  of  superiority;  yet  I 
wonder  you  don't  retire  with  Helen.  I  have  been  trying  to  per- 
suade her  that  we  are,  none  of  us,  good  enough  for  her." 

"  And  she  is  not  inclined  to  take  your  advice,  I  suppose,"  said 
Susan,  in  a  tone  of  indifierence. 

"  She  likes  to  be  peculiar,  as  she  always  does.  I  have  been 
taxing  her  with  the  cause,  but  she  won't  acknowledge  it."  Lady 
Louisa  looked  scrutinisingly  at  Susan  ;  but  the  glance  which  met 
hers  gave  no  reply  to  the  question  implied. 

"  I  should  have  thought,"  continued  Lady  Louisa,  "  that  there 
was  some  hidden  influence  at  work,  but  that 

•  XiOve'fi  feeling  is  more  soft  and  sensible 
Than  are  the  tender  horns  of  cockled  snails ;' 

and  there  is  neither  softness  nor  feeling  in  making  the  poor  child 
a  mark  for  general  observation  in  this  way." 

"Perhaps  Mr.  Egerton  trusted  too  much  to  the  world's  kind- 
ness," said  Susan,  quickly. 

"  Oh,  then  he  is  at  the  bottom  of  it !  I  thought  so ;"  and  Lady 
Louisa's  countenance  lighted  up  with  amusement :"  I  was  sure 
you  would  be  able  to  tell  me  all  about  it." 

Susan  felt  so  vexed  with  herself  that  she  could  almost  have 
cried  ;  yet  she  showed  very  little  annoyance,  and  answered  coolly, 
"  Whatever  you  may  wish  to  know.  Lady  Louisa,  I  must  refer  you 
to  Helen  herself." 

"Thank  you,  no  occasion  for  that;  between  ourselves, — I 
would  not  have  Helen  told  of  it, — Miss  Manners  and  I  have  a 
little  bet  depending  upon  the  matter.  We  were  sure  Petruchio 
had  been  at  work."  Lady  Louisa,  in  her  youthful  lace  dress, 
swept  across  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  apartment,  where  Miss 
Manners  and  Sir  John  Hume  were  discussing  some  geological 
curiosities  lately  found  in  the  neighbourhood. 

Susan  watched  her, — saw  the  smile  of  understanding — the 
satirical  glance, — and  then  observed  Lady  Louisa  pass  on^  wlii0- 
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periDg  her  observations  to  one  and  the  other,  whilst  carious  eyes 
were  directed  to  the  doorway,  near  which  Helen  still  stood  with  her 
brother  and  Captain  Mordaunt.  Mrs.  Graham's  eyes,  also,  were 
bent  in  the  same  direction  ;  and  after  a  few  seconds  she  followed 
Lady  Louisa,  and  went  uf^to  the  spot  where  Helen  was  standing, 
like  a  chafed  lioness,  proudly  warding  off  the  darts  aimed  at  her, 
yet  stung  by  them  to  the  quick. 

"  My  love,  you  must  be  tired  of  standing ;  there  is  a  seat  by 
Susan  ;  won't  you  come  ?  " 

A  moment  before,  Helen's  look  and  tone  had  been  satirical  and 
contemptuous;  it  changed  in  an  instant,  when  Mrs.  Graham 
spoke ;  but  she  said,  carelessly,  "  Thank  you,  no ;  I  do  very  well 
here." 

"  And  Miss  Clare  is  going  to  be  my  partner,"  said  Captain 
Mordaunt 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  may  not  dance  at  all.  Aunt  Fanny,  I  think 
I  will  come  with  you ;"  but,  instead  of  joining  Susan,  Helen 
turned  suddenly  away,  and  crossed  the  ante-room  to  the  conser- 
vatory.    Mrs.  Graham  followed. 

The  conservatory  was  empty.  Helen  sat  down  at  the  farthest 
extremity.  "  That  music  !  oh,  to  be  out  of  its  reach ! "  She  put 
her  hand  to  her  ear. 

**  You  are  nearly  so  now,  and  you  may  stay,"  replied  Mrs. 
Graham. 

"  And  it  is  better  for  me  that  I  should.  Yet  I  can't ;  I  must 
go  back  again ; "  and  Helen  half  rose. 

Mrs.  Graham  stopped  her.     "What  does  all  this  mean,  Helen?" 

^^  I  am  noticed ;  I  have  made  myself  remarkable ;  he  made  me 
do  it." 

"  He  trusted  te  your  own  tact  and  discretion,"  replied  Mrs. 
Graham,  reproachfully. 

**  It  is  cruel :  he  ought  to  have  known  what  it  would  be.  And 
that  woman.  Lady  Louisa ! " 

"  You  will  not  place  yourself  at  her  mercy,  Helen  ?" 

"  I  am  at  no  one's  mercy,"  exclaimed  Helen,  hastily.  "  Aunt 
Fanny,"  and  her  voice  sank,  "I  have  resolved  to  be  free." 

There  was  no  immediate  reply.  Helen  repeated  the  words, 
looking  at  her  aunt  steadily ;  and  then  Mrs.  Graham  said,  sor- 
rowfully, "I  feared  it  might  be  so." 

Helen  went  on  with  rapidity :  "  I  could  not  do  as  you  told  me,— 
I  could  do  nothing.  I  don't  know  why  I  have  decided,  but  I  have. 
He  has  no  right  to  control  me:  I  could  tell  Lady  Louisa  so, 
if—  but.  Aunt  Fanny,  I  can't." 
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"  Of  course  you  can't.  Explanations  with  her  would  be  quite 
out  of  place." 

"  She  finds  out  every  thing.  She  has  been  guessing  and  teasing, 
and  she  has  set  Maurice  to  tease ;  and  I  have  laughed  with  them, 
as  if  I  did  not  care ;  but  I  can't  help  caring.  There  would  be 
one  easy  way  of  silencing  them  all." 

"  By  doing  what  they  wish,  you  mean,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Yes,  showing  them  that  it  is  all  nothing ;  and  that  I  am  not 
bound  now,  although  they  think  I  am." 

"  Pardon  me,  Helen,  I  should  say  you  are  bound.**  Mrs. 
Graham's  face  showed  surprise  and  displeasure. 

^<  What !  when  I  have  made  up  my  mind  that  it  shall  all  be  at 
an  end?" 

"  What  you  have  made  up  your  mind  to  do  is  not  the  question. 
Is  it  done  ?    Have  you  had  an  explanation  with  Mr.  Egerton  ?" 

Helen  twisted  the  rings  of  her  gold  chain  with  the  petulance 
of  a  petted  child. 

"Till  you  have,"  continued  Mrs.  Graham,  "you  can't  possibly 
consider  yourself  free.  And,  Helen,  I  can  scarcely  believe  that 
you  wish  it."    < 

Helen's  face  changed:  pride  and  temper  contended  with  an 
expression  of  inward  suffering.  She  evaded  a  direct  reply,  and 
exclaimed :  "  He  wrote  to  mamma ;  there  was  no  feeling  for  me 
in  what  he  said.  It  is  his  own  wish.  Aunt  Fanny :"  as  the  words 
were  uttered,  Helen's  conscience  reproached  her  for  untruth,  and 
she  added :  "  At  least,  you  would  think  so,  if  you  were  to  read 
his  words." 

"I  don't  wish  to  judge.  It  is  quite  impossible  indeed,  my  dear 
child,  that  I  should.  All  I  entreat  of  you  is  to  command  yourself. 
A  very  little  self-respect  will  conquer  sarcasm." 

Helen's  pride  was  wounded.  She  said  bitterly,  "  It  may  seem 
a  small  trial,  but  an  insect's  sting  may  cause  as  much  irritation 
as  a  serpent's  :  Lady  Louisa  is  unbearable." 

"Dearest  Helen,  think  only  of  what  is  your  plain  duty.** 

"  Claude  should  not  have  exposed  me  to  observation,"  replied 
Helen,  sharply. 

It  was  Mrs.  Graham's  turn  then  to  be  vexed.  She  rose  and 
walked  towards  the  door  of  the  conservatory. 

"  Aunt  Fanny  ! "  Helen's  tone  was  softened,  as  she  followed 
.and  tried  to  detain  her  aunt.     "  You  are  ashamed  of  me.** 

"  Grieved  for  you  rather,  Helen.  You  have  noble  and  generous 
feelings,  but  you  are  too  weak  to  act  upon  them." 

"Weak!  yes,  I  am  weak,"  exclaimed  Helen,  passionately: 
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^'  weak  in  having  ever  consented  to  place  myself  in  a  position  in 
which  any  man  coald  dictate  to  me." 

Mrs.  Graham  turned  and  kissed  her  sorrowfully,  but  she  said 
no  more. 

Helen  lingered  in  the  conservatory  but  a  few  moments  longer ; 
and  when  Mrs.  Graham  saw  her  again,  a  quadrille  had  been  just 
formed,  and  she  was  standing  with  Captain  Mordaunt  prepared 
to  take  part  in  it 

It  was  nearly  supper-time.  Lady  Augusta  came  up  to  Mrs. 
Graham,  with  symptoms  of  a  tempestuous  current  underneath 
her  bland  exterior :  '*  You  have  great  influence  with  Helen ;  do 
you  think  you  can  prevail  upon  her  to  do  what  her  father  wishes  ? 
I  say  nothing  of  myself."     The  tone  was  painfully  bitter. 

"  I  don't  understand "  began  Mrs.  Graham. 

<'I  have  no  time  for  explanations,  but  perhaps,  as  she  confides 
entirely  in  you,  you  would  have  the  goodness  to  urge  upon  her 
attention  to  her  father's  guests." 

Lady  Augusta  walked  away:  Mrs.  Graham  said  quietly  to 
Isabella,  who  had  just  sat  down  by  her,  *^  Lady  Augusta  is  an- 
noyed ;  where  is  Helen  ?  " 

"There,  opposite,"  said  Isabella.  "  You  see  the  circle, — Lord 
Steyne,  and  Miss  Aubrey,  and  Lady  Louisa,  and  the  Humes.  I 
heard  Lady  Augusta  say  just  now  to  Helen  that  people  were 
becoming  dull,  and  that  she  ought  to  exert  herself.  But,  mamma, 
Helen  will  go  her  own  way  to-night,  as  she  does  always.  How 
Lady  Louisa  is  laughing.  And  Lady  Augusta  looks  so  angry, 
standing  in  the  distance." 

There  was  a  discussion  going  on  about  a  valse  a  deux  temps 
which  was  to  be  tried,  and  in  the  meantime  the  music  had  ceased. 

Lady  Augusta  joined  the  group,  and  spoke  in  rather  a  low 
voice :  "  This  really  won't  do,  you  must  mix  yourselves  more." 

Captain  Mordaunt  put  up  his  eye-glass,  and  surveyed  the  room. 
"  Your  ladyship  need  not  be  uneasy.     We  are  affording  quite 
sufficient  entertainment  for  the  aborigines." 
.    "  I  had  forgotten  them,"  said  Helen,  carelessly. 

**  You  have  done  nothing  to-night  to  make  yourself  agreeable, 
Helen,"  observed  Lady  Augusta,  *^  and  your  father  is  vexed  with 
you." 

Helen's  face  flushed  at  the  reproof. 

"  I  see  what  people  think,"  continued  Lady  Augusta.  "  It  was 
all  very  well  at  first ;  but  they  are  herding  together  now  in  sets. 
This  kind  of  thing  can't  be  allowed." 

"  I  can  do  nothing  to  prevent  it,"  said  Helen. 
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^  Toil  miist,  my  love.  If  jou  don't  choose  to  dance  with  the 
people,  you  must  talk  to  them.  Maurice,  I  thought  you  were 
going  to  ask  that  Miss  Dawson  to  dance.'* 

"  Was  I  ?  I  had  forgotten ;  but  it  can't  be  now  ;  we  must  have 
the  vnhse  first,  it  has  been  ordered." 

And  Maurice  languidly  turned  away,  as  though  he  had  settled 
the  matter  by  a  conclusive  argument,  and  added :  '^  Now,  Helen, 
say  you  will  stand  up." 

^  It  is  not  the  polka^"  said  Lady  Louisa,  ^^  so  there  is  no  broken 
vow." 

Helen  changed  colour;  but  Lady  Augusta  spoke  before  she 
could  answer.  ''  I  can  have  no  nonsense  of  this  kind ;  a  country 
dance  will  put  every  thing  right,  and  then  we  will  have  supp^.** 

Maurice  held  up  his  hands  in  despair.  "  Down  the  middle  and 
up  again !  one  should  faint  before  one  had  reached  the  end. 
Come,  Helen,  set  the  fashion  of  the  valse  and  every  one  will 
foUow  it." 

^*  And  we  will  not  tell  upon  you,"  said  Lady  Louisa.  ^^  Sir  John. 
Lord  Steyne,  Jane,  my  dear,  we  can  all  vow  it  was  not  the  polka.** 

"Maurice,  order  supper  inmiediately,"  exclaimed  Lady  Au- 
gusta.    "  Louisa,  this  is  absurd.     Helen,  I  wonder  you  allow  it." 

"  Nay,"  replied  Lady  Louisa,  "  why  not  ? 

•He  does  it  under  name  of  perfect  love.'** 

"  Whatever  the  name  may  be,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  haughtily, 
**  Helen  understands  the  feeling,  and  values  it.  Lord  Steyne,  may 
I  ask  you  to  take  Lady  Louisa  into  the  supper-room  ? " 

Lady  Louisa  was  silent,  but  a  contemptuous  smile  curled  her 
lip. 

Lord  Steyne  offered  her  hb  arm.  Miss  Aubrey  and  Sir  John 
Hume  followed  the  move,  and  in  a  few  seconds  there  was  a 
general  rush  to  the  supper-room. 

Helen  seized  Lady  Augusta's  hand,  and  spoke  in  a  low  tone :  "I 
am  going  to  bed ;  I  can't  bear  this." 

"  Out  of  the  question,  my  love.  You  have  scarcely  taken 
notice  of  any  one,  and  it  will  be  so  remarkable." 

**I  am  remarked  already.  Mamma,  when  next  you  speak  of  me, 
I  must  beg  that  you  will  not  answer  for  my  feelings."  Without 
giving  Lady  Augusta  time  to  reply,  she  moved  away. 

The  crowd  stopped  the  doorway,  and  she  could  not  escape. 
Captain  Mordaunt  came  up,  and  asked  if  he  might  take  her  into 
supper,  and  she  mechanically  acquiesced. 

They  moved  on  slowly,  and  after  going  a  few  paces,  Helen  sat 
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down  upon  a  bench  to  wait.  There  was  a  hubbub  of  voices,  and 
the  band  was  still  playing  in  the  hall,  where  Maurice  had  re- 
inained,  bent  upon  trying  the  valse  a  deux  temps, 

"Carriage  wheels!"  said  Captain  Mordaunt.  "People  are 
going  early." 

Helen  listened,  but  heard  nothing,  except  the  Babel  of  sound 
immediately  around  her. 

Some  one  near  mentioned  Mr.  Egerton's  name.  Captain  Mor- 
daunt asked  when  he  was  expected. 

Helen  did  not  know ;  he  might  come  any  day.  Her  manner 
was  short  and  ungracious. 

Just  then  Maurice  appeared  from  the  hall.  As  soon  as  he 
caught  sight  of  them,  he  came  up.  "  What !  Not  gone  into 
supper  yet  ?  that's  capital.  I  must  have  you  back  again.  There 
are  just  a  few  of  our  own  set  left." 

"  Hopeless,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Captain  Mordaunt,  glancing  at 
Helen.  She  scarcely  heard  him  ;  her  ear  had  again  caught  the 
sound  of  Claude's  name. 

Several  servants  entered  the  passage,  and  there  were  inquiries 
for  Lady  Augusta.  She  issued  from  the  supper-room  radiant  in 
smiles.  Her  eye  fell  upon  Helen,  and  she  came  up  to  her.  "So 
delightful,  my  love  !  He  is  just  come ;  unexpectedly,  indeed. 
Poor  fellow  !  what  an  effort  he  must  have  made." 

Helen's  face  became  pale  as  death.  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  fol- 
lowed close  behind  Lady  Augusta.  She  stood  by  Helen  unper- 
ceived,  and  murmured. 


(( 


*  An  awful  rule  and  right  supremacy.* 


Petruchio  comes  to  enjoy  his  triumph." 

Lady  Augusta  turned  upon  her  sternly.  "Louisa,  you  forget 
yourseff.     Helen,  my  love,  you  will  have  your  full  reward  now." 

A  contemptuous  flash  shot  from  Helen's  eyes.  She  put  her  arm 
within  her  brother's,  and  said,  "  Maurice,  we  will  try  the  valse ;" 
and  when  the  music  again  commenced,  Helen  was  to  be  seen 
whirling  in  the  dance  with  Captain  Mordaunt.  On  and  on,  faster 
and  faster,  flushed  and  eager  in  her  proud  wilfulness,  Helen 
moved ;  conscious  only  of  one  feeling,  that  she  had  asserted  her 
own  free  will,  and  had  shown  herself,  as  she  imagined,  independent 
of  Lady  Augusta,  of  Claude,  of  Lady  Louisa  Stuart,  of  the  mocking 
world.  Numbers  flocked  in  from  the  supper-room,  and  joined  the 
dance.  Even  in  the  whirl  of  her  excitement,  Helen  was  aware  of 
a  painful,  suffocating  dread.  Even  when  all  swam  before  her 
eyes,  she  sought  the  forms  of  the  bystanders,  and  in  the  bewilder- 
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m^U«£aigiimoaea.  fOove  tn  £.fan!sa.-4i  diss  ^k  &^  tfcr 
oC&£iv  an^  Efaei,  rns&m^  puc  fiargm  or  cried  to  fin^ec^  ^ul  iMkoi 
vmln^  ao^  iJtonfrfc*  A**  isv. — mai  hme^i&l  on.  wiliilT^  bns^ileaifv'. 

pcoBcftfiil  lane  olT 3t%.  GnfumT^  loiiK  came  B)  mi*!!'*  ear  dnv 
itf  A  fc«*ff,  in.  dui  muEac  of  tbe  jovaas  nmse^  Sbe  ^nh^  sa^B  the 
newest  KS^  anii  b^  ^qxt  bi^ail  was  borvil  n  fc*f^  kMi^^  J\ 
^rkfigaie  flood  oppoaK;  &  keen,  peneoastn^  gaoe  was  Cxb^ 
npni  Ehk.  Bden  nraed  hi^  b««d;  ber  ^e  ebm  Cluide'd^  aid 
abase  3BggKU^  as  die  de^»i  Ber  amiE'i  arm.  fiv  sippac^  d« 

It  bHaUsA  Iie^  ■&■!  ^1^;  it  lotted  ofMii  her  &(m  (he  itdi^Md 
waBs;  it  ^^K&e&ce  hec  wfioL  j&e  knelXr  iron,  hitlus,  ■>  i^ctf 
b^  eveonis  pcmier ;  fc  c£«kIe  widib^  wiiei  jfae  dosed,  borq^ 
4nM^  w&aC  %  Qle  of  ajijTTpA  and  *RMppi^T  npn^'n  g  it  aJ^  Z 

Hebi  ttKe  in  pceees  cfae  fens-  m  wfiiulL  de  had  expIaioBd  iv 
bding^V  v^b^n  Cbnde  reared  to  reacheceeaTedkEewha^f 
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Mt.bwaSAia^tsaecee^ei;  bm&Hi  deep  and  &>aaMed4nnMS. 
WhAL  tfae  Egjix  af  morning  brake  apaa  the  horiaRV  H^h, 
a.TT%kaied  bf  a  rambCng  wand  benieath  hia  vinduw.  was  ^aaiB 
&ma.  ic  aC  a  ^r  "iiub-  ituad  at  t£e  halt  joor.  A  man-dsmas 
hravg&t  mtC  a  poEbinuiteaa  and  cacpet-bagr  luid  the  driv^  ok- 
qaiied  it*  dtece  was  more  biggage.  aai  said,  due  the  gendiHHi 
ttmet  be  tpnck^  or  be  wwild  be  late  Gjr  de  crain. 

A  eald.  tremac  sOite  otee  ItJBiu  aod  ihe  ioc  dawn.  A  t^dA 
fl^p  watf  heard  ataa^  liie  passage  ;  ic  pamwd  bt;&re  her  dodc  A 
oMe  -JT  Si  mtrange  ic  m^&c  be ;  but  it  paioed  on.  and  theiL  lka> 
were  ifistant  dounnfe  ^^^  uuHmuec^  Xha;  lu^  door  opeoe^  wti 
Cbode  eaioe  auL ;  tite  iMvcr  let  duwn  the  uamage  ;Wp^  ami  ha 
ji  en  ^aw^  his  ^x  as  be  Eaoki»i  not.  ECb  ^b  wh 
niow  ^  it  rested  tt""*      The  cacria^  dravs  ^ 

e  ITngiring,    hilpele:^  Tn^rT-.ji-fcRn  i  n  g   ga^i   WW 

h^  rcMini.     Bat  the  wheels  npidlf  uxriKd  iaSa 
•as-  <HiC  of  ji^LC  i  and.  Heli:ii.  uiuible  Ib  dnd  Ee&riT 
■  amf  ^^*afhfifcp,  ^'arin*'  ip*"  ■r^'^^in^y^  and  Trafaii^^ 
fibie  ir^  '.m^,.  Aat  in  her  madoe^  and  ^>IIy'3fai!  had  u^Ksw^ 
^   e  wEiiuii  it  -nm  ia  bar  pawer  ta  lemra. 
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CHAPTER  XLV. 

Thkbb  was  a  large,  convenient,  but  old-fashioned  house  in  Caven- 
dish Square.  It  had  more  intricacies,  and  therefore  more  romance, 
than  the  generality  of  London  houses :  odd  little  rooms  at  the  back, 
and  curious  dark  passages  in  the  underground  regions.  The 
situation  was  not  a  very  exciting  one ;  the  few  laurels,  and  ever- 
greens, and  stunted  trees,  and  the  blackened  turf  of  a  London 
square  are  seldom  exhilarating  to  the  spirits,  except  in  the  first 
freshness  of  spring,  when  they  seem  to  be  the  harbingers  and 
earnests  of  real  country ;  and  the  negro-hued  statue,  the  presiding 
genius  of  the  vicinity,  standing  in  the  centre  of  his  domains, 
suggests  few  historical  ideas,  except  those  connected  with  the  in- 
quiry, how  long  it  has  taken  to  cover  his  naturally  pale  face  with 
such  a  sepulchral  stain. 

But  Admiral  Clare  was  very  well  satisfied  with  his  mansion. 
It  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  a  good  deal  that  was  interesting, 
and  comfortably  distant  from  Belgravia,  which,  to  use  his  own 
expression,  was  his  abomination.  Moreover, — and  it  was  a  most 
essential  point, — it  was  within  easy  reach  of  his  physician  ;  and 
the  Admiral,  having  been  persuaded  to  undertake  a  journey  to 
London,  for  the  benefit  of  medical  advice,  was  resolved  in  this 
case,  as  in  all  others  through  life,  to  do  what  he  had  to  do 
thoroughly,  and  since  he  was  to  study  his  health,  to  make  it  his 
first  object.  Perhaps,  he  might  not  have  been  altogether  so  satis- 
fied in  his  new,  though  temporary  home,  but  that  he  had  brought 
with  him  some  most  important  ingredients,  as  regarded  his  happi- 
ness, in  the  shape  of  Mrs.  Graham  and  her  three  girls,  who  had 
now  no  necessity  for  remaining  at  Wingfield,  as  Charlie  was  gone 
to  a  public  school.  Without  them,  it  might  have  been  a  very 
difficult  task  to  persuade  the  Admiral  to  move,  but  the  idea  of 
giving  Susan  the  opportunity  of  visiting  exhibitions,  and  Isabella 
the  advantage  of  music  lessons,  and  brightening  Anna's  quick 
intigllect  by  lectures  and  sight-seeing,  was  a  temptation  not  to  be 
resisted;  and,  infirm  though  he  was,  and  with  a  constitution 
evidently  breaking,  the  old  Admiral's  energy  shot  up  like  the 
gleam  of  a  dying  lamp,  as  he  made  his  arrangements  for  a  spring 
in  London. 

Nearly  two  years  had  gone  by  since  the  Christmas  which  im- 
mediately succeeded  Claude  Egerton's  election.  Two  dull  and 
stagnant  years  externally  ;  but  they  had  left  their  trace  upon  the 
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Admiral's  wrinkled  brow.  The  working  of  the  inward  mind  will 
do  that  as  well  as  the  pressure  of  outward  trials ;  and  Admiral 
Clare  was  always  hoping,  always  restless,  even  when  he  thought 
and  called  himself  quite  put  aside  from  the  world,  a  confirmed 
invalid,  and  a  martyr  to  the  gout.  His  manner  had  lost  none 
of  its  quickness,  though  his  tone  was  lower,  and  his  voice 
weaker.  He  had  grown  a  little  more  deaf,  and  this  tended  to 
increase  the  irritability  which  was  natural  to  him.  But  he  strove 
much  against  it.  He  was  always  striving  in  some  way  for  some- 
thing in  which  he  thought  he  might  do  better ;  and  he  showed 
his  efforts  as  plainly  as  a  child  might. 

"Well ;  and  what  are  you  after  this  morning  ?"  was  his  half 
hasty,  half  good-humoured  inquiry  of  Mrs.  Graham,  when  she 
came  into  his  study,  as  usual,  about  eleven  o'clock,  to  inquire 
what  kind  of  breakfast  he  had  made.  "  Jennings  will  be  here 
presently,  and  I  thought  you  were  going  to  stay  at  home  and  see 
hun  ?  " 

"  Half-past  three  is  his  hour,  my  dear  sir,  and  there  will  be  time 
enough  for  us  to  do  all  our  shopping  and  have  luncheon,  besides, 
long  before  that." 

"  You  women  are  always  shopping  ;  one  would  think  you  had 
the  mines  of  Golconda  at  command.     What  is  it  you  want  ?  " 

The  question  was  a  prelude  to  insisting  upon  paying  for  every 
thing  ;  a  fancy  which  Mrs.  Graham  was  obliged  continually  to 
combat.  She  evaded  an  answer  by  saying  that  they  were  only 
trifles, — pencils,  paper,  and  such  things.  Mr.  Egerton  bad  re- 
commended them  where  to  go. 

"  And  he  means  to  go  with  you,  I  suppose.  What  a  dangler  he 
is!" 

"  He  has  not  quite  time  to  spare  for  buying  pencils,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham*     "  I  told  him  so,  and  he  acknowledged  it." 

"You  are  always  sending  him  tp  the  right  about,  Frances. 
Poor  young  fellow  !  he's  lonely  enough  ;  and  you  won't  let  him 
have  the  home  he  might  have." 

"He  is  always  full  of  engagements,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  ;  "  and 
you  would  be  the  first  to  scold  him  if  he  did  not  attend  to  them." 

"  Perhaps  I  should.  I'm  given  to  scolding  about  most  things. 
I  was  cross  to  him  twice  yesterday,  but  I  mean  to  ask  his  pardon 
to-day." 

"  I  don't  think  he  is  coming  here  to-day,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Not  coming  !  What's  that  for  ?  But  never  mind.*'  And 
the  Admiral  squeezed  liis  left  hand  with  his  right,  as  he  often  did 
when  he  felt  inclined  to  be  pettish. 
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^'  He  said  ho  sboald  be  late  at  the  House  last  night,  and  he  had 
to  meet  some  one  about  the  Education  Bill  this  afternoon.  I 
brought  you  the  *  Times'  with  the  report  of  his  speech  last  night ; 
not  a  very  long  one, — his  never  are, — but  very  much  to  the 
purpose." 

The  Admiral  was  mollified ;  he  took  the  paper  and  wiped  his 
spectacles.  Mrs.  Graham  ventured  another  piece  of  information. 
"  Dr.  Jennings  has  sent  in  the  '  Morning  Post.'  I  see  by  it  that 
Lady  Augusta  has  come  up  rather  earlier  than  she  talked  of  doing. 
They  were  at  a  grand  party  last  night ;  I  forget  where." 

^  Humph  1 "  The  Admiral  did  not  trust  himself  to  any  more 
open  expression  of  his  feelings. 

^*  And  we  have  had  an  invitation  to  a  literary  soir^  given  by 
Miss  Manners,"  continued  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Literary  foUy !  That  woman  is  enough  to  drive  away  any 
little  sense  one  may  chance  to  have.     Are  you  going  ?  " 

"  I  am  not  sure.  Miss  Manners  is  not  very  much  to  our  taste ; 
and  it  is  generally  disappointing  to  see  lions  and  lionesses  when 
they  are  brought  out  for  show.  They  make  me  think  of  children, 
of  two  years  old,  brought  down  stairs  and  told  to  talk  and  turning 
sulky." 

"  I  suppose  Lady  Augusta's  party  was  a  dinner,  not  a  ball," 
said  the  Admiral,  sarcastically.  He  had  evidently  paid  but  little 
attention  to  Mrs.  Graham's  last  remark. 

"No,  a  dance  ;  so  the  *  Morning  Post '  says." 

"  I  thought  she  had  given  up  the  sin  of  dancing,  and  taken  to 
eating  and  drinking  instead,"  said  the  Admiral.  "  That  was 
what  people  always  did  in  my  dajrs  when  they  professed  to  take  a 
decidedly  religious  turn." 

"  Eating  and  drinking  is  the  sin  now,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ; 
"  and  dancing  is  an  innocent  recreation." 

"With  prayers  twice  a  day  as  an  accompaniment,"  said  the 
Admiral.  "  Ah,  Frances ;  you  and  I  are  not  good  enough  for 
this  world." 

*'  Church  is  a  great  rest ;  in  London  especially,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham. 

"Best!  Do  you  think  Lady  Augusta  goes  there  for  rest?" 
exclaimed  the  Admiral.  "  She  is  one  of  those  who  can't  take  re- 
ligion without  sauce  ;  and  she  dresses  it  up  now,  till  you  don't 
know  which  is  the  religion  and  which  the  excitement  that  flavours 
it" 

"But  one  must  hope  there  is  some  reality  in  it,"  said  Mrs.. 
Graham. 
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'^  I  was  born  without  hope,**  said  the  AdmiraL 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  grave,  and  answered,  *^  It  always  gives  me 
pain  to  talk  about  her." 

*^  So  it  does  me,"  replied  the  Admiral ;  "  only  I  speak  it  all  out, 
and  then  it's  over.  But  I  mean  to  be  charitable ;  yes,  I  really  do 
mean  it;  only,  don't  mention  her  name  again.''  He  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  added :  *'  Miss  Helen  does  n't  take  to  church-going 
too,  I  suppose." 

*'  Poor  Helen !  I  wish  I  could  tell  any  thing  that  she  would 
take  to,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

*^  She  has  a  hard  life  of  it  now,  I  suspect,"  said  the  Admiral, 
looking  up  keenly  at  Mrs.  Graham. 

'^  Lady  Augusta  does  not  easily  forget,"  was  the  reply. 

''Nor  forgive.     She  has  a  punishment  in  store,  you  may  be 
certain  of  that.     Oh!   Frances," — and  the  Admiral  raised  his 
hand,  and  gave  effect  to  his  words,  by  striking  it  on  the  table; — 
'  what  an  escape  for  Claude !" 

''  I  wish  I  could  be  quite  sure  of  that,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

''What !  would  you  have  had  him  marry  the  girl  after  aU  her 
vagaries?"  . 

"  I  would  not  venture  to  wish  things  altered ;  yet  one  thing  is 
quite  evident,  that  Claude  is  not  happy." 

"  Because  he  does  n't  know  how  to  value  his  own  good  look* 
You  don't  mean  to  say  that  he  is  hankering  after  Helen  CUpse 
still?" 

"  No ;  if  he  were,  he  would  have  made  some  attempts  at  recon- 
ciliation ;  and  he  has  made  none :  he  told  me  that  himself.  The 
charm  once  broken,  it  was  broken  for  ever.  But  he  has  had  ft 
great  shock." 

"  And  he  deserves  it.  Claude  Egerton  is  as  sensible  a  man  as 
you  would  wish  to  find  in  other  matters ;  but  when  he  fell  in  love 
with  that  giddy-pated  girl,  he  was  the  greatest  idiot  in  Christen- 
dom.    A  child  of  two  years  old  could  have  taught  him  better." 

"If  it  were  only  a  shock  as  regarded  Helen,"  replied  l^rp? 
Graham,  "  it  might  be  of  less  consequence ;  but  it  has  given  bisBi 
an  impression  about  all  young  girls."  .  ^  • 

"  A  true  one  perchance,"  said  the  Admiral ;  "  they  are  a  slippery 
race."  ... 

"  Papas  and  mammas  make  them  slippery,  very  often,"  replied 
Mrs.  Graham.  "If  Helen  had  been  left  to  her  own  unbiassed 
feelings,  she  would  never  have  accepted  Claude  so  hastily ;  aad, 
therefore,  never  would  have  given  him  up  so  easily.** 

"  She  behaved  very  ill,"  said  the  Admiral. 
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•*  Very  I  I  make  no  excuse  for  her,  except- 
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■  **  What  except  ?  You  have  an  exception  for  every  one  except 
me  ;  you  put  me  dovim  as  the  most  prejudiced  old  fellow  alive." 
.  "Put  persons  in  a  false  position,  and  they  must  irritate  each 
f>tiier,'*  replied  Mrs.  Graham  :  "  that  was  the  first  mistake." 
-  *Men  tumble  into  love,  and  women  walk  into  it,  I  suppose," 
6iiid  the  Admiral  thoughtfully  :  "  any  how  it  is  a  happy  thing  for 
Claude,  that  he  has  tumbled  out  again :  only  you  declare  that  he 
is  not  happy." 

"  I  don't  say  that  he  is  unhappy  ;  he  is  too  good  and  useful  for 
that.  I  doubt  if  people  are  ever  thoroughly  unhappy  when  they 
feel  that  if  they  were  taken  away  from  the  world  they  would  be 
missed  and  wanted.  But  he  seems  to  me  to  have  lost  all  his  light- 
heartedness." 

"  He  never  had  very  much  of  it." 

"I  think  he  had  in  a  certain  way.  If  he  was  not  light-hearted 
himself,  he  could  throw  himself  into  the  mirth  of  others.  But 
that  h  gone  now ;  he  is  a  thorough  man  of  business." 

"  And  well  for  him  that  he  is.  After  all,  Frances,  what  is  love 
worth  ?  "  and  the  Admiral  laughed  with  effort. 

^Heaven  will  tell  us,  I  suppose,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham;  "for 
it  will  live  there,  if  it  is  true  love."  And  as  the  Admiral  seemed 
tmwilling  to  speak  again,  she  added:  "Claude  will  be  better 
wh^n  Helen  is  married." 

"  Then  the  report  is  true  ?  "  said  the  Admiral,  looking  up  quickly. 

"  I  don't  know  as  to  Captain  Mordaunt ;  I  suppose  that  is  mere 
report ;  he  is  too  silly,  though  he  is  heir  to  an  earldom.  But 
Lady  Augusta  will  scarcely  be  contented  to  go  through  another 
London  season  without  something  decisive." 

"I  wish  she  would  be  quick  about  it  then,"  said  the  Admiral, 
sharply  :  "it  is  too  bad  making  poor  Claude  miserable  still." 

"Nay,  my  dear  sir,  it  is  not  Lady  Augusta's  fault,  or  any 
person's.  It  is  simply  the  result  of  unfortunate  circumstances. 
All  I  meant  was,  that  something  of  regret  will  often  linger  in  a 
SKIIb's  mind,  even  when  real  feeling  is  gone  ;  and  that  the  sight 
of  Helen,  unmarried,  must  tend  to  bring  back  painful  recollections." 
•  **  But  they  have  never  met  yet,  have  they  ?  You  know  they 
went  to  Scotland  to  avoid  him  at  first ;  and  last  year  there  was 
^e  sea ;  and  when  he  came  down  to  me  last  autumn  she  was 
litvuy  too." 

^  No,  I  don't  think  they  have  met,  or  Helen  would  have  given 
me  some  idea  of  it.  But  her  letters  lately  have  been  full  of  one 
topic,  the  wearisomeness  of  life." 
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^^  Shell  soon  get  rid  of  that  feeling  in  the  London  whhi.'' 

'*  Or  it  will  mnke  the  wearisomeness  more  weary,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham.  ^'  I  long  sometimes  to  draw  her  away  from  the  set  she 
mixes  with,  and  bring  her  amongst  ourselves :  bat  she  is  very 
fancifol ;  I  never  know  what  will  suit  her.  She  was  very  much 
taken,  some  time  since,  with  a  new  acquaintance  she  made  last 
year,  a  Madame  Reinhard,  a  German  lady ;  Miss  Manners,  I 
think,  introduced  them ;  and  she  stayed  at  Ivors  for  a  fortoight 
I  don't  know  whether  the  fancy  has  lasted.** 

"  I  see,  you  want  to  put  her  in  Claude's  way  again,"  said  the 
Admiral,  rather  hastily. 

^^  No,  indeed ;  it  would  be  so  exceedingly  awkward  :  thoagh^  I 
believe,  there  would  be  no  fear  for  him ;  his  idol  is  destroyed." 

"  Don't  trust  to  it,"  exclaimed  the  Admiral ;  "  once  a  fool,  twice 
a  fool !  I  won't  have  her  here."  He  spoke  with  angry  deter- 
mination. 

Mrs.  Graham  hastened  to  assure  him  that  it  was  no  real  plan 
or  wish  of  hers,  merely  a  passing  idea,  to  which  she  saw  as  many 
objections  as  he  could  himself. 

"  Mrs.  Mordaunt,  or  Countess  of what  is  it  ?   Change  Alky! 

She  may  come  then,"  said  the  Admiral,  laughing. 

Mrs.  Graham  did  not  laugh.  She  took  out  her  watch,  and 
said  it  was  time  to  go  out,  if  they  wished  to  return  for  luncheon. 
But  the  Admiral  would  not  give  up  his  joke,  and  declared  be 
would  send  congratulations  to  Lady  Augusta,  and  promise  to  dance 
at  the  wedding. 


CHAPTER  XLVI. 


Mbs.  Graham  was  right ;  Claude  Egerton  had  become  completely 
a  man  of  business.  "  A  most  useful  fellow !  capital  on  Committees! 
Always  to  be  depended  upon  !"  were  the  golden  opinions  which  he 
was  winning  daily ;  and  others,  more  valuable,  were  in  process  of 
formation.  Claude  only  wanted  time  to  give  himself  confidence; 
and  then  his  calm-judging,  deep,  comprehensive  mind,  would  be 
certain  to  make  its  way.  He  felt  it ;  he  knew  that  he  was  gain- 
ing ground  in  public  estimation,  and  the  knowledge,  to  a  certain 
extent,  pleased  him.  A  year  before,  it  might  at  once  have 
awakened  his  ambition ;  but  a  change  had  passed  over  Claude: 
life  and  its  interests  had  become  vapid.  He  worked  diligentiy, 
sometimes  with  apparent  excitement,  but  it  was  because  work  was 
a  necessity  to  keep  him  from  loneliness. 
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He  was  unutterably  lonely.  His  was  the  solitude  of  the  heart's 
bitterness,  and  there  is  none  so  dreary.  There  were  no  day-dreams 
now  to  fill  his  imagination,  no  visions  of  home  and  domestic  com- 
fort to  cheer  him  in  his  solitary  hours.  The  light  on  the  hearth 
was  extinguished,  the  chambers  were  desolate  ;  and  he  had  lost  aU 
hope,  and  for  the  time  even  all  wish,  of  restoring  the  joys  gone 
by.  Helen  had  often  been  the  cause  of  suffering  to  others  by 
neglect  and  thoughtlessness  in  the  course  of  her  short  life ;  but  of 
all  injuries  attributable  to  her,  none  more  needed  repentance  than 
that  which  she  had  inflicted  upon  Claude,  when  she  shook  his 
trust  in  her  truth. 

It  is  impossible  to  calculate  the  evil  we  do  when  we  destroy  or 
eren  weaken  faith  in  goodness,  under  any  form.  Claude  could 
have  borne  to  be  rejected,  he  would  even  have  thanked  Helen  for 
setting  herself  free,  if  the  tie  by  which  she  was  bound  had  been 
irksome ;  but  the  manner  in  which  they  had  been  parted  lingered 
by  him  as  an  incurable  wound.  Perhaps  he  had  never  till  then 
realised  how  weak,  and  thoughtless,  and  inconsistent  a  woman 
may  be.  He  had,  indeed,  been  blind  in  his  affection  for  Helen  ; 
but  he  was  justified,  by  observation  of  her  character,  in  his 
belief  that  she  was  essentially  true  ;  that  her  word  once  given, 
it  would  be  kept;  that  she  would  never  act  and  feel  towards  him  in 
his  absence,  as  she  would  scorn  to  do  in  his  presence.  Upon  this 
ecmviction  he  had  based  his  love ;  and  by  one  moment  of  wilful- 
ness the  spell  was  broken ;  and  he  saw  her,  not  only  divested  of  the 
charms  which  he  had  delusively  pictured,  but  even  of  those  which 
she  really  possessed.  He  did  her  injustice  ;  and  not  only  so,  but 
he  was  unjust  also  to  others  for  her  sake.  He  was  becoming  in- 
different, and  secretly  cynical,  towards  women  in  general.  Ho 
forgot  that  it  was  his  own  v^eakness  which  had  made  him  imagine 
Helen  different  from  what  she  really  was.  He  thought  she  had 
deceived  him,  and  he  believed  that  others  would  do  the  same.  And 
80  his  standard  of  a  woman's  excellence  was  insensibly  lowered. 
The  fact  was  shown  in  his  every-day  life.  He  sought  the  society 
of  men,  and  occupied  himself  only  with  their  pursuits ;  and  when 
the  great  need  of  his  nature,  the  craving  for  sympathy  and 
tenderness,  made  him  dissatisfied  with  the  feeling  which  he  ob- 
tained from  them,  he  shrank  back  into  himself,  disgusted  with 
life  even  at  its  outset,  and  conscience-stricken  because  he  could 
not  at  once  find  in  religion  and  its  duties  a  solace  for  the  loss  of 
earthly  happiness. 

This  at  least  had  been  his  state  of  mind  before  Mrs.  Graham 
came  to  London.     Since  then  he  had  found  something  approach- 
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ing  to  his  former  pleasure  in  women's  society,  though  he  still  con- 
sidered her  rather  an  exception  than  a  rule.  She  allowed  him  to 
be  what  he  was  naturally,  and  never  forced  him  into  exertion 
after  happiness.  K  she  had  been  absent  he  would  have  gone  fre- 
quently to  see  the  Admiral ;  but  it  would  have  been  with  a 
secret  dread  of  the  old  man's  surmises  and  hints,  and  indirect 
questionings  as  to  the  state  of  his  feelings.  But  Mrs.  Graham 
was  his  protection.  He  could  talk  to  her  quite  freely,  and  her 
ready  sympathy  gave  something  like  stimulus  to  the  affairs  which 
he  had  in  hand  ;  and  she  always  drew  the  Admiral's  atteDti<m 
away  when  any  thing  personal  was  said.  Claude  would  have 
been  a  very  frequent  guest  in  Cavendish  Square,  if  Mrs.  Graham 
had  allowed  it ;  but  she  was  always  urging  him  to  keep  up 
general  society,  and  warning  him  against  becoming  morbid  ;  and 
very  often  'an  invitation  was  accepted,  merely  because  she  gave 
her  opinion  in  its  favour. 

The  Admiral  saw  this  influence,  and  the  old  dormant  hope  re- 
vived. He  flattered  himself  that  Claude  was  attracted  by  Susan. 
What  pleasure,  as  he  sometimes  said  to  himself,  could  a  young 
man  of  eight  and  twenty  find  in  the  society  of  a  woman  of  fifity, 
even  though  she  happened  to  be  Frances  Graham,  when  there  was 
a  pleasant,  pretty  young  girl  close  at  hand,  to  whom  he  might 
devote  himself?  It  was  all  make-believe,  Claude's  fancy  for  Mrs. 
Graham,  —  an  excuse  for  coming  to  see  Susan.  Mrs.  Graham 
judged  more  truly.  In  the  present  state  of  Claude  !Egerton's 
feelings,  there  was  neither  hope  nor  fear  for  any  young  girl, 
whether  pretty  or  ugly,  pleasant  or  the  contrary.  He  wanted 
rest  and  sympathy.  A  mother,  or  an  aunt,  or  any  near  female 
relative  who  understood  him,  would  have  given  it  him.  Ajid  she 
had  taken  the  place  for  the  time  being.  Yet  she  kept  him  away 
as  much  as  possible,  the  reason  being  more  prudence  than  fear. 

Claude  came  to  Cavendish  Square  when  Lady  Augusta  Clare 
had  been  in  London  about  four  days.  Mrs.  Graham  doubted 
whether  he  was  aware  of  the  fact.  Lady  Augusta  had  decided 
upon  coming  very  suddenly.  At  one  time  there  was  a  strange 
report  that  she  meant  to  spend  the  spring  in  the  country,  but 
Mrs.  Graham  never  believed  this.  The  foregoing  spring,  indeed, 
Lady  Augusta  had  been  in  London  very  little  ;  but  that  was  the 
year  after  the  engagement  with  Claude  was  broken  off,  and  Helen 
had  been  ill  with  influenza  and  general  weakness,  and  sea  air  had 
been  recommended.  It  was  not  likely  that  the  London  season 
would  again  be  interfered  with.  Whether  Lady  Augusta  con- 
sidered Helen's  wishes  or  not,  there  was  no  doubt  what  h^^r  own 
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would  be ;  and  lier  name  in  the  Morning  Post  was  read  by  Mrs. 
Graham  as  a  thing  of  course. 

Claude  came  into  the  drawing-room,  his  head  more  full  than 
usual  of  parliamentary  matters.  An  important  question  was 
eoming  on,  and  possibly  ministers  would  be  defeated.  He  entered 
at  once  upon  the  subject,  gave  his  own  opinions,  and  the  outlines 
of  what  he  should  say  if  he  were  called  upon  to  speak ;  and  Mrs. 
Graham  listened,  and  encouraged;  and  for  some  time  it  might 
have  been  thought  that  in  Claude's  eyes  the  world  only  existed  for 
the  purpose  of  settling  the  disputed  point. 

But  there  came  a  pause  —  a  sudden  pause  —  not  very  unusual 
now,  in  the  midst  of  Claude's  most  interesting  conversations. 
He  spoke  abruptly  to  Susan.  ''  Miss  Graham,  I  ought  to  apologise 
to  you  for  these  politics ;  they  can't  be  interesting  to  you." 

Isabella  answered  for  her  sister.  "  We  all  like  politics  very 
much,  Mr.  Egerton." 

"  And  we  don't  like  to  be  supposed  not  to  understand,"  added 
Anna. 

"  And  we  think  we  understand  a  good  deal  more  than  we  do 
sometimes,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  laughing.  "  I  am  quite  frightened 
at  the  turn  Anna  is  taking." 

**  Susan,  you  mean,  mamma  ;  she  reads  all  the  debates." 

'*  To  the  Admiral,"  said  Susan,  quickly. 

"  And  to  yourself  very  often,"  continued  Anna. 

"  I  believe  it  is  the  fashion  with  young  ladies  to  take  a  political 
mania  at  some  time  or  other  of  their  lives,"  said  Claude. 

Susan  looked  up  from  her  work,  and  asked,  "  Do  you  think  it 
only  fashion  ?  " 

"  I  suppose  it  is.  I  can  account  for  it  in  no  other  way.  Are 
you  going  to  Miss  Manners'  soiree?" 

Isabella  was  again  spokeswoman :  "We  are  not  sure  :  are  you  ?" 

"  Probably :  Miss  Manners  bores  me  so,"  he  added,  addressing 
Mrs.  Graham ;  "  I  really  think  I  must  go  one  evening,  for  the 
sake  of  ridding  myself  of  her." 

"I  suppose  she  contrives  sometimes  to  get  interesting  people 
together,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Yes  ;  but  she  seldom  produces  interesting  results.  Tartaric 
acid  won't  effervesce  without  soda  ;  people  forget  that." 

**  Perhaps  Miss  Manners  asked  us  with  the  hope  of  our-  being 
tiie  soda,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

Claude  smiled  faintly,  and  said  he  was  very  conscious  of  the 
soda  in  his  own  composition ;  his  only  fear  was  that  it  would 
overpower  any  amount  of  acid  which  might  be  tried  upon  it. 
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"  Miss  Manners  has  been  waitiag  some  time,  I  believe,  to  give 
this  party,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham.  There  was  meaning  in  her 
tone. 

Claude  said  quietly,  "I  suppose  till  Lady  Augusta  Clare  arrived," 
and  then  he  turned  away  his  head,  so  that  Mrs.  Graham  was 
unable  to  see  his  face.  Still,  however,  he  pursued  the  subject  of 
the  party,  addressing  himself  to  Susan.  "  You  would  meet  some 
people.  Miss  Graham,  whom  you  would  like,  —  men  who  have 
exerted  themselves  for  the  benefit  of  the  lower  classes  in  London : 
the  diflGlculty  is  to  make  them  talk." 

"  Miss  Manners  is,  I  suppose,  earnest,"  said  Susan.  "  She 
takes  up  useful  things  as  well  as  those  which  are  only  scientific." 

"  Yes,  so  far,  she  makes  one  ashamed  of  oneself ;  if  one  could 
only  believe  there  was  no  show  in  it." 

"  That  may  be  a  hard  thing  to  require,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  True ;  women  so  little  know  how  to  manage  any  thing  out  of 
the  common  way."  And  as  the  words  were  uttered,  the  colour 
rushed  to  Claude's  cheeks,  and  he  added  hastily :  "  Forgive  me ; 
I  really  did  not  mean, — I  only  thought,  that  Miss  Manners  was 
a  little  given  to  show ;  but  no  doubt  I  am  wrong  :  she  is  a  very 
good  person,  I  dare  say." 

Susan  was  again  intent  upon  her  work. 

But  Claude  would  not  let  her  rest.  He  asked,  "  Do  you  take 
an  interest  in  London  charities.  Miss  Graham?" 

He  might  as  well  have  said,  "  Do  you  like  balls?"  there  would 
have  been  just  as  much  heart  in  the  question.  And  Susan 
answered  coldly,  that  she  had  had  very  few  opportunities  of 
hearing  any  thing  about  them. 

Claude  was  not  thrown  back  by  her  manner.  A  fit  of  repent- 
ance for  his  ungraciousness  to  women  was  upon  him,  and  he  was 
resolved  to  make  amends.  So  he  began  upon  the  subject  of  ragged 
schools,  their  failures  and  successes ;  and  from  thence  proceeded 
to  discuss  the  general  condition  of  the  poor;  giving  anecdotes 
and  illustrations :  and  at  length  the  subject  engrossed  him,  and 
he  passed  out  of  the  region  of  cynicism,  and  became  himself  again 
— himself  in  the  olden  days. 

Several  times  Mrs.  Graham  tried  to  stop  him  ;  but  it  is  pleasant 
to  us  all  to  be  made  conscious  of  our  own  identity,  by  having 
bygone  feelings  revived,  and  Claude  liked  his  conversation  for 
that  reason,  and  continued  it,  addressing  himself  now  to  Mrs. 
Graham,  instead  of  Susan. 

Yet  the  stern  reality  of  the  present  came  back  at  last. 

Anna's  punctuality  reminded  her  that  they  had  visits  to  pay, 


IVORS.  259 

and  in  a  pause  of  the  conversation,  she  rather  awkwardly  men* 
tioned  the  fact.  Isabella  begged  her  not  to  talk  about  them,  but 
Claude  instantly  took  his  hat,  and  apologised  for  having  detained 
them.  "  I  had  forgotten  the  visits,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;  "  I  don't 
think  they  can  be  very  important ;  only  Anna  has  such  a  memory 
for  disagreeable  duties." 

"  They  will  not  be  all  disagreeable,"  replied  Anna  ;  "  at  least 
to  Susan  ;"  and  then  she  stopped  suddenly,  as  if  remembering 
something  that  had  better  not  be  said. 

Claude  looked  surprised;  but  Mrs.  Graham  added  dire^ctly, 
"  Susan  will  be  very  glad  to  see  Helen ;  only  it  is  doubtful  it  we 
shall  find  her  at  home." 

"  To-morrow  will  do  as  well,"  said  Susan :  she  went  on  with 
her  work,  though  Anna  endeavoured  to  take  it  from  her.  Claude 
was  most  entirely  absorbed  in  moving  the  position  of  two  little 
china  figures,  which  stood  upon  the  mantelpiece.  He  might 
have  been  realising  Hans  Andersen's  tales,  and  giving  them  ima- 
ginary life. 

"You  had  better  get  ready  at  once,  my  dears,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham  ;  "  the  carriage  was  ordered  at  a  quarter  to  four.  Isa- 
bella, you  are  not  going ;  it  must  be  nearly  your  time  for  reading 
to  the  Admiral."  The  hint  was  sufficient ;  the  three  girls  departed, 
and  Mrs.  Graham  and  Claude  were  left  alone.  Claude  turned 
from  his  china  figures,  as  soon  as  the  door  was  closed.i  His 
countenance  had  in  those  few  moments  assumed  the  worn, 
saddened  look,  which  was  now  its  habitual  expression.  There 
was  an  evident  effort,  and  then  he  said,  "  Thank  you  for  mention- 
ing her  name  naturally ;  it  is  what  I  always  wish." 

"  I  thought  you  di^.  I  saw  that  you  chose  to  speak  of  Lady 
Augusta." 

"  There  is  no  reason  why  I  should  not  apeak  of  both,"  he  said, 
with  some  bitterness. 

"  Except  that  it  might  be  painful." 

"It  ought  not  to  be ;  it  is "  He  could  not  finish  the  sentence, 

and  the  china  figures  were  again  his  resource.  Then  he  went  on 
with  a  rapidity  which  did  not  allow  a  pause  for  self-recollection : 
"  I  have  wished  very  much  to  talk  to  some  one  ;  no  one  will 
understand  me  as  well  as  you.  It  is  all  over  ;  quite.  You  must 
not  for  an  instant  think  it  is  not ;  because  I  don't  always  com- 
mand myself.  It  was  a  dream.  I  was  rudely  awakened  ;  but  no 
matter  for  that.  I  beg  you  and  all  my  friends  not  to  spare  me. 
I  don't  intend  to  spare  myself.   I  shall  not  shun "  a  momentary 
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choking  in  the  throat  stopped  him ;  he  began  again,  "  I  shall  not 
shun  Helen '* 

Mrs.  Graham  gave  him  her  hand,  and  he  held  it  as  he  added, 
"  The  sooner  we  learn  to  meet  in  public  the  better." 

"  Perhaps  so,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  thouojhtfuUy ;  "  though  Helen 
can  never  see  you  without  self-reproach." 

He  answered  quickly,  "  The  first  wrong  was  mine.  I  did  not 
accept  her  own  words." 

"  Yet  I  should  like  you  to  feel  that  she  is  sorry." 

A  change  came  over  his  countenance.  He  shrank  from  the 
word  as  if  he  had  been  stung. 

"  The  expression  sounds  cold,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  I  don't  want  her  to  be  sorry ;  I  would  rather  she  should  not 
think  about  me." 

" Not  in  the  way  of  repentance?" 

He  looked  up  gravely,  and  answered,  "  Yes,  in  that  way,  if — " 
the  words  came  slowly, — **if  it  might  be."  There  was  a  long 
pause  of  consideration  on  both  sides,  and  Claude  once  more  took 
up  his  hat,  and  departed. 


CHAPTER  XLVn. 

Veby  handsome,  but  rather  sombre,  was  Lady  Augusta  Clare's 
house  in  Grosvenor  Place.  It  had  lately  been  fitted  up  especially 
to  meet  her  wishes.  She  liked  little  singularities  ;  and  when  all 
the  world  took  a  fancy  to  gilding  and  bright  colours,  it  was  a 
mark  of  quiet  and  independent  taste  to  be  devoted  to  drab, 
crimson,  and  oak.  And  the  sober  hue  of  the  mansion  was  in 
accordance  with  what  might  have  been  called  Lady  Augusta's 
present  tone  of  mind,  if  her  mind  had  really  possessed  any. tone 
of  its  own,  and  had  not  simply  echoed  that  of  others.  Severity 
was  now  her  profession ;  severity  in  manners,  music,  literature, 
and  art.  Dinner  parties,  balls,  and  concerts,  were  given  as  in 
former  days,  but  always  with  a  lamentation  o\'er  the  necessity. 
Her  dress  was  magnificent,  but  the  silks  and  satins  were  brown 
or  grey.  She  lavished  a  fortune  upon  ornaments  for  her  person 
and  her  house,  but  they  had  always,  as  she  sometimes  was  heard 
to  Fay,  a  religious  tendency.  Symptoms  of  all  this  might  have 
been  remarked  in  her  before,  but  the  characteristics  were  now 
strongly  developed^      Tk^Y  n^Jg^*  have  been    traced    in    her 
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features.  The  sharp  nose  was  sharpened,  the  lines  of  the  mouth 
were  more  deeply  indented,  and  the  words  which  were  uttered 
escaped  with  increased  force  from  the  compressed  lips.  But  it 
was  the  forehead  which  perhaps  indicated  the  most  plainly  the 
peculiarities  of  Lady  Augusta's  present  character.  It  had  a 
settled  censuring  frown,  which  yet  only  served  to  enhance  the 
striking  impression  made  by  her  countenance.  It  was  one 
remarkable  thing  about  Lady  Augusta  Clare,  that  whatever 
belonged  to  her,  whether  it  was  natural  or  acquired,  suited  her. 
As  she  had  been  formerly  the  blandest  and  most  condescending, 
so  was  she  now  the  handsomest,  most  dignified,  as  well  as  the 
most  severe  of  matrons ;  and  the  frown,  instead  of  appearing  as 
an  indication  of  temper,  was  simply  the  result  of  that  mournful' 
quick-sightedness  in  regard  to  human  weakness,  which  was  the" 
natural  consequence  of  her  own  exalted  virtues. 

Probably  if  it  had  not  assumed  that  character  it  would  ere 
this  have  been  smoothed  away.  No  one  was  a  better  judge  of 
the  effect  produced  by  her  own  appearance  than  Lady  Augusta 
Clare. 

Helen  and  Lady  Augusta  were  a  great  contrast  as  they  sat 
together  in  a  small,  rather  dark  room,  adjoining  the  drawing- 
room,  filled  with  books  and  some  few  good  paintings  of  a  sacred 
cast.  Lady  Augusta,  in  her  dark  purple  dress,  almost  black ; 
very  tall,  very  upright,  very  well  satisfied  with  herself,  with 
enough  to  do  and  to  think  of; — Helen,  dressed  in  a  light  blue 
muslin,  pale,  languid,  listless ;  a  shadow  of  her  former  self, 
reclining  in  an  easy-chair,  and  appearing  scarcely  to  have  power 
to  turn  over  the  pages  of  a  novel.  Both  were  reading,  or 
appearing  to  read  ;  but  Lady  Augusta's  eye  steadily  followed  line 
after  line  a  volume  of  religious  biography,  whilst  Helen  discur- 
sively wandered  from  one  page  to  another,  often  passing  over 
several  together,  and  occasionally  looking  at  the  end. 

Presently  Lady  Augusta  said  :  "  Helen,  is  that  all  you  intend 
to  do  this  morning?" 

"  Yes  ;  till  Madame  Reinhard  comes,"  was  Helen's  short 
reply. 

"  I  thought  you  were  going  to  study  history  for  her?" 

"  I  may  after  she  has  been  here ;  I  can't  begin  for  myself." 

"  But  you  can  acquire  facts,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

"  I  don't  want  facts,  but  philosophy,"  replied  Helen.  "  I  don't 
think  you  quite  understand,  mamma." 

"  One  thing  I  can  quite  understand,  Helen  :  that  you  are 
wasting  your  time  " 
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'*  It  is  useless  to  attempt  to  control  one's  mind,"  said  Helen ; 
^*  if  it  won't  think,  it  won't.  Madame  Reinhard  will  set  me  to 
work." 

'*  And  occupy  jou  all  day,"  said  Lady  Augusta.  '^Thia  Grerman 
mania  is  carried  too  far ;  it  must  be  stopped." 

"  If  there  is  truth  in  it,"  said  Helen  :  "  it  will  be  impossible  to 
stop  it." 

For  the  first  time  she  spoke  in  her  natural,  eager  tone.  Before, 
the  words  were  dragged  from  her. 

**  Madame  Reinhard's  ideas  are  dangerous,"  said  Lady  Augusta ; 

she  loses  herself  in  labyrinths." 

So  does  Miss  Manners,"  answered  Helen. 

"  Not  in  the  same  way,"  replied  Lady  Augusta.  "  Her  theories 
are  only  theories."  • 

"  And  Madame  Reinhard's  are  carried  into  practice,"  exclaimed 
Helen.     '*  Give  me  practice,  not  theory." 

''  And  yet  the  moment  I  introduce  a  practical  person  to  you, 
you  shrink  back,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Never  from  the  practice,"  said  Helen,  coldly ;  "  only  from  the 
unreality." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  mean  by  unreality,  Helen.  It  is  a 
cant  phrase  of  the  present  day." 

"  I  don't  know  any  other  to  use,"  replied  Helen  indifferently. 
"  Mamma,  we  need  not  go  on  talking  in  this  way." 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,  Helen.  As  I  am  responsible  for  your  views, 
I  wish  to  comprehend  them." 

"  I  have  no  views,  mamma;  only  I  hate  narrowness  and  pettiness." 

"  Going  to  church  and  being  reverential,  for  instance,"  said  Lady 
Augusta. 

"  Making  goodness  consist  in  such  things  as  this,"  said  Helen ; 
taking  up  an  elaborate  piece  of  work  intended  as  the  border  of  an 
altar  carpet. 

"  I  make  no  answer  to  your  sneers,  Helen.  I  am  accustomed 
to  them.  But  since  you  are  so  bent  upon  being  practical,  I  will 
put  your  principle  to  the  test.  You  will  go  to  Miss  Manners' 
soir6e  ?  " 

"  If  Madame  Reinhard  intends  to  be  there,"  replied  Helen. 

Lady  Augusta's  cold  eye  sparkled,  as  she  exclaimed :  "  If  it  is 
my  will,  you  mean." 

"  Then,"  replied  Helen,  "  there  could  be  no  need  to  put  the 
question  to  me." 

"  Yet  I  was  willing  to  give  you  the  opportunity  of  pleasinir  me 
by  your  own  free  will." 
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"  I  have  none,  mamma." 

"  None !  when  every  hour  in  the  day  you  exhibit  it  ?" 

"  None,"  repeated  Helen.     "  If  I  had,  I  should  not  be  here.'' 

^^  You  don't  mean,  Helen,  that  you  still  cling  to  that  absurd 
fancy  of  remaining  at  Ivors ;  now,  when  I  have  made,  and  am 
daily  making,  such  sacrifices  for  you?" 

<'  I  wish  for  no  sacrifice  but  one,  mamma ;  to  be  left  alone." 

**  To  brood  over  fancies,  and  waste  your  powers  in  metaphysics," 
exclaimed  Lady  Augusta. 

*'  As  well  in  that  as  in  gold  thread  and  fioss  silk,"  said  Helen, 
again  pointing  to  the  border  of  the  altar  carpet. 

"  To  be  the  mark  for  ridicule,"  continued  Lady  Augusta ;  her 
words  being  uttered  with  greater  sharpness.  "  To  make  yourself 
disagreeable  to  the  persons  whom  your  father  and  I  most  desire 
you  to  please.  To  rehearse  again,  in  fact,  the  part  which  has  been 
your  public  disgrace." 

Helen  roused  herself  from  her  leaning  attitude  and  paused  before 
she  spoke ;  then  she  said,  *'  Mamma,  you  need  have  no  fear  on  that 
point.     I  shall  never  treat  another  man  as  I  treated  Claude." 

"  I  should  be  glad  to  think  so,"  replied  Lady  Augusta.  "  You 
will  then  be  more  willing  to  listen  to  what  your  father  and  I  have 
to  say." 

"  Is  it  any  thing  particular,  mamma  ?  "  asked  Helen,  abruptly ; 
whilst  she  moved  so  as  to  face  Lady  Augusta,  and  regarded  her 
with  a  steady  and  fixed  gaze. 

"  I  am  doubtful  whether  I  ought  to  tell  you  ;  but  it  may  be  as 
well  to  be  open.  Captain  Mordaunt  has  proposed  for  you  to  your 
father." 

"  Has  he?"  said  Helen.     Not  a  muscle  of  her  face  moved. 

"  He  has,"  replied  Lady  Augusta,  emphatically.  "  He  has  be- 
haved as  few  men  in  his  circumstances  would  have  done ;  he  has 
placed  himself  entirely  in  your  father's  hands." 

"  He  is  wise  in  that,"  said  Helen.  "  He  may  have  hope  with 
my  father :  he  would  have  none  with  me." 

"  You  are  ungrateful,  Helen." 

"  I  see  no  ingratitude." 

"  Not  in  the  way  in  which  you  receive  the  offer  of  affection  ?  " 

"  If  it  were  affection,  I  would  be  grateful  for  it,"  replied  Helen. 
"But,  as  it  happens,  I  can  appreciate  exactly  the  value  of  Captain 
Mordaunt's  professions.  He  has  known  me  some  time,  and  likes 
me  in  a  certain  way.  He  thinks  I  am  not  absolutely  ugly  or  duU. 
It  pleases  him  to  hear  me  sing ;  and  we  can  carry  on  a  sufiiciently 
lively  conversation  in  a  ball-room.     Moreover,  our  families  are 
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connected,  and  I  am  likely  to  have  a  tolerable  fortune.  Alto- 
ffcther,  he  thinks  that  I  shall  some  day  make  a  very  presentable 
Countess  of  Harford.  I  may  be  conceited,  mamma,  but  I  estimate 
myself  rather  above  all  this ;  therefore  I  am  not  grateful,  but  the 


contrarv." 


"  Helen,  your  satire  is  really  unbearable." 
"I  am  sorry   for   it:   but,  unfortunately,  truth  is   often   the 
greatest  satire.     My  father,  I  suppose,  is  quite  prepared  for  my 


answer  " 


"None  is  required,"  replied  Lady  Augusta.  "Captain  Mor- 
daunt  asks  only  that  ho  may  be  admitted  to  the  house  to  endea- 
vour to  make  his  own  way :  that,  of  course,  you  could  not  refuse." 

'*  It  is  indifferent  to  me,"  replied  Helen.  "  Whether  one  maii 
or  another  may  choose  to  pay  me  attentions  can  be  of  little  con- 
sequence, except  for  the  trouble  of  the  moment."  She  took  out 
her  watcli.  "  Half-past  twelve.  Madame  Reinhard  will  be  here 
directly." 

Lady  Augusta  detained  her  as  she  was  about  to  leave  the  room. 
Helen  thought  she  was  going  to  speak  again  of  Captain  Mordaunt; 
but  no  notice  was  taken  of  the  last  remark,  and  Lady  Augusta 
only  said :  "  I  have  accepted  the  invitation  for  Miss  Manners* 
soiree.  I  mean  to  drive  to  Curzon  Street  after  church  this  after- 
noon, and  then  I  shall  learn  who  are  likely  to  be  present.  I 
should  wish  you,  therefore,  to  go  out  with  me." 

"  The  carriage  may  call  for  me  when  you  return  from  church,*' 
said  Helen. 

"  It  will  take  up  time,"  replied  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Only  five  minutes  ;  and  I  have  engagements  till  then." 

«  With  Madame  Reinhard  ?" 

"  It  may  be  ;  I  can't  answer  for  it." 

"  I  wish  to  know,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

Helen's  cheek  flushed  with  anger.  "  Yes,  with  Madame  Rein- 
hard," she  said ;  and  Lady  Augusta  allowed  her  to  go. 


CHAPTER  XL VIII. 


Helen  would  scarcely  have  been  supposed  to  be  the  same  person, 
if —  about  a  quarter  of  an  hour  after  her  conversation  with  Lady 
Augusta — she  had  been  seen  sitting  by  the  side  of  Madame  Rein- 
l2Ard,  and  looking  over  the  same  book  with  her.     She  had  been 
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sharply  on  the  defensive  during  that  uncomfortable  interview  with 
her  step-mother :  all  the  worst  points  of  her  character  standing 
out  in  strong  relief,  as  they  always  did  when  she  was  brought  in 
contact  with  Lady  Augusta.  We  all,  so  it  seems,  exercise  dis- 
tinct influences  upon  each  other,  and  call  forth  more  or  less  some 
peculiar  characteristics,  either  congenial  or  antagonistic.  Lady 
Augusta,  of  late,  had  done  this  in  a  very  marked  way.  She 
roused  Helen  to  opposition,  even  when  there  was  nothing  to 
oppose.  It  was  a  struggle  for  supremacy  between  two  strong 
wills ;  but  Lady  Augusta  added  knowledge  of  the  world  to  hers, 
and  so  in  most  cases  it  was  victorious.  Besides,  she  had  in 
general  right  on  her  side.  Her  faults  lay  much  more  in  motive 
than  in  action ;  and  although  this  effectually  prevented  her  from 
having  any  influence  over  Helen,  whose  perception  of  truth  in 
character  was  almost  an  instinct,  it  gave  her  generally  the 
support  of  Sir  Henry's  judgment,  and  the  approbation  of  the 
circle  in  which  she  moved ;  and  against  these  it  was  very  diflicult 
for  Helen  to  contend. 

But  Helen  was  at  her  ease  now ;  all  the  cold  petulance  of 
manner,  so  offensive  from  its  want  of  respect,  was  gone.  She  was 
caressing,  gentle,  deferential,  and  full  of  eager  interest,  and  her 
affectionate  cordiality  was,  in  appearance,  fully  returne'd.  Madame 
Reinhard  might  have  been  thirty,  but  she  was  young-looking 
for  her  age.  Her  countenance  was  very  handsome  at  a  distance ; 
on  a  nearer  view  it  had  great  defects,  for  the  features  were  irregular; 
but  the  look  of  wonderful  intelligence  in  the  square  forehead,  and 
clear,  dark,  grey  eyes,  almost  forbade  criticism.  It  was  a  face 
which  took  the  beholder,  as  it  were,  by  storm,  and  compelled  ad- 
miration. Then  she  had  the  charm  of  a  foreign  manner  and 
foreign  accent.  Even  trifling  observations  became  piquant  when 
uttered  by  her;  and  when  she  passed  into  the  region  of  thought, 
her  whole  soul  seemed  to  pour  itself  out  in  a  rush  of  earnest, 
though  sometimes  vague  and  wild  speculations,  which,  even  if 
Helen  could  not  follow  them,  entranced  her  by  the  fascination  of 
power  and  eloquence. 

No  wonder  that  Helen  was  giving  herself  up  to  this  new  in- 
fluence ;  she,  whose  life  had  lately  been  so  vapid  and  monotonous, 
whose  temper  was  becoming  sharpened  by  domestic  uncongeniality, 
and  at  the  bottom  of  whose  heart  lay  self-reproach,  disappointed 
hope,  and  a  restless  longing  for  some  unattainable  joy  ;  a  heavy, 
heavy  burden,  which  deadened  the  present,  and  buried  the  past 
as  under  the  weight  of  a  gravestone. 

It  was  something  to  feel  that  she  could  be  excited,  though  but 


266  IVOB8. 

for  a  few  hours ;  it  was  much  more  to  believe  that  her  mind  was 
enlarging  to  receive  new  and  valuable  ideas ;  that  she  was  learning 
to  search  into  mysteries,  and  emancipate  herself  from  prejudice. 

Madame  Reinhard  taught  her  to  think,  and  any  person  who 
does  that,  is  felt  at  once  to  be  a  benefactor.  And  so  Helen  culti* 
vated  her  acquaintance,  at  first  from  curiosity,  then  from  real 
pleasure,  now  from  affection.  The  enjoyment  of  her  society  was 
the  only  real  gratification  to  which  she  had  looked  forward  in 
coming  to  London,  and  even  that  would,  she  imagined,  have  been 
enhanced  tenfold,  if  Madame  Reinhard  could  have  been  prevailed 
upon  to  stay  with  her  at  Ivors,  instead  of  remaining  amongst  the 
gay,  dissipated  friends,  whom  her  husband, — a  man  of  scientific 
tastes,  but  devoted  to  self-indulgence, — was  in  the  habit  of  col- 
lecting around  him. 

"  Beautiful !  it  raises  one's  whole  nature !  If  one  could  only 
feel  so  always !  "*  was  Helen's  exclamation,  as  Madame  Reinhard 
read,  with  perfect  emphasis  and  taste,  a  scene  from  Groethe's 
Torquato  Tasso ;  "  but  one  forgets  often  that  it  is  possible.'* 

'' Ah  !  meine  Liebe!  that  is  true ;  but  the  sense  of  the  beautiful 
deepens  as  the  perception  of  it  expands ;  and  so  one  learns  to 
live  a  life  above  life." 

'*But  not  in  the  midst  of  such  pettiness  as  is  found  in  this 
London  whirl." 

"  Why  not  ?  The  real  beauty  of  humanity  is  the  same  every- 
where. One  has  but  to  dig  beneath  the  surface  to  find  it.  There 
are  hearts  to  love  in  London  as  there  are  elsewhere.  And  in- 
tellect— where  will  you  find  the  like  ?" 

"  You  have  the  power  to  find,"  said  Helen ;  "you  know  where 
and  how  to  search." 

"  And  so  will  you,  meine  Freundinn  f  only  let  your  soul  open, 

expand  itself.     It  is  contracted  now,  it  is  shut  up,  it  cannot  see; 

it  is  fenced  in  by  forms,  by  exclusiveness,  by  conventionalities ; 

that  is  what  you  call  them.     Listen,  see  what  forms  the  noble 

mind. 

Ein  edler  Mensch  kann  einem  engen  Kreiso 

Nicht  seine  Bildung  danken  ;  Yaterland 

Und  Welt  muss  auf  ihn  wirken.    Buhm  and  Tadel 

Muss  er  ertragen  lernen.     Sich  und  andre 

Wird  er  gezwungen  recht  2u  kennen.    Ihn 

Wiegt  nicht  die  Einsamkeit  mehr  schmeichclnd  ein, 

Es  will  der  Fcind — es  darf  der  Freund  niclit  schonen. 

Dann  iibt  der  Jiingling  streitend  seine  Erafte  ; 

Eiihlt  was  er  ist,  und  l^hlt  sich  bald  ein  Mann.* " 

"Yes,**  and  Helen's  eyes  sparkled  with  enthusiasm,  "and  if  I 
were  a  man,  it  might  be." 
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"Ack!  that  is  the  narrowness — soul  is  soul — be  it  man  or 
woman's/' 

Helen  sighed. 

"Nay,  mein  Kind,  why  sigh?  It  is  but  to  strive,  to  struggle, 
perhaps  to  wait ;  truth  will  have  the  victory  at  last.  The  world 
is  working  for  it:  women  are. not  what  they  were;  they  are 
making  a  position  for  themselves ;  their  voices  are  raised  even 
now ;  they  appeal  for  liberty,  and  it  will  be  granted  them.  As 
the  regeneration  of  the  world  approaches,  the  dimness  is  passing 
from  the  eyes  of  men,  and  they  are  learning  to  acknowledge  in  ud 
the  same  being  which  lives  and  works  in  themselves." 

"  You  are  free,"  said  Helen.  "  Even  now  you  have  marked  out 
your  own  path,  and  are  following  it." 

"  Free  !  But  the  freedom  would  never  have  been  bought,  if  I 
had  paused  to  reckon  the  price  to  be  paid  for  it."  Madame  Rein- 
hard  stopped  for  a  moment,  and  a  cloud  of  sorrowful  thought 
passed  over  her  countenance.     "Yet,"  she  added,  "I  am  content." 

Helen  pressed  her  hand  affectionately,  and  said :  **  You  know  I 
would  help  you  if  I  could." 

"All !  yes,  I  know,  but  none  can.  I  must  keep  it  to  myself; 
but  I  say  again,  I  am  content.  That  is  what  you  will  be,  if  you 
give  yourself  up  to  the  true  instincts  of  your  nature ;  then  you 
will  always  find  companionship  in  the  union  of  soul  with  soul, 
abroad,  though  you  may  fail  to  meet  with  it  at  home." 

"  But  there  are  so  few  who  could  give  me  this  companionship," 
said  Helen.     "  I  know  none  except  yourself." 

"  Come  with  me,  meine  Liebe.  I  will  show  you.  I  will  make 
you  feel  what  mind  can  be ;  what  it  can  work ;  how  it  can  rise 
above  this  earthly  atmosphere ;  how  it  can  expand  itself,  and  find 
communion  with  the  great  and  good  of  all  ages." 

"I  am  a  prisoner,"  said  Helen;  ''I  go  nowhere  without 
mamma." 

*'  Oh  !  Miladi  Augusta !  she  is  very  careM ;  very  good ;  but 
she  is  narrow,  narrow ;  you  must  not  be  shut  in  by  her.  Nothing 
great  will  flourish  in  that  air." 

Nothing  does,"  said  Helen ;  "  it  sickens  me  ;  I  can't  live  in  it." 
Assuredly  not ;  you  were  made  for  another  life." 

"  I  see  through  it,"  continued  Helen.  "  Mamma  calls  it  reli- 
gion ;  it  is  no  religion  to  me." 

"  Religion !  no,  indeed,"  and  Madame  Reinhard's  eyes  were 
lighted  up  by  excitement ;  "  is  not  religion  pure,  free,  the  adora- 
tion of  the  heart — the  voluntary  homage  of  the  whole  being? 
It  cannot  be  confined  by  forms ;  it  needs  no  mystic  rites.    Give 
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bat  to  the  conscious  soul  the  sense  of  beauty  and  love,  and  it  will 
worship  everywhere.  Whether  standing  on  high,  amongst  the 
glorious  mountains,  or  deep  hidden  in  the  secluded  valley,  it  will 
recognise  greatness,  majesty,  and  power,  and  prostrate  itself  be- 
fore them.  And  if  nature  is  concealed  from  its  gaze,  it  will  search 
amongst  the  human  hearts,  amongst  which  it  dwells,  and  see  there 
also  the  same  attributes  of  divinity,  and  acknowledge  the  same 
might." 

Helen  understood  only  a  little  of  this  speech,  yet  something  in 
the  latter  sentence  startled  her,  and  she  said,  "  One  can  scarcely 
speak  of  divinity  in  men." 

"  Not  genius  ?  not  the  undying  spark,  which  is  to  kindle  soul 
after  soul  for  ages  yet  to  come?"  exclaimed  Madame  Reiiihard. 
**0h,  Helen,  are  you  false  to  that  creed?" 

"  No,  indeed,"  exclaimed  Helen ;  "  genius  is  what  I  long  to 
meet;  it  is  what  I  pine  after.  But  where  is  it  to  be  found,  ex- 
cept in  books  ? " 

"You  do  not  know,  metne  Freundinn;  as  you  say  you  ai'e  a 
prisoner  ;  but  they  live  still, — the  men  whose  spirits  shall  work 
for  centuries  yet  to  come,  even  as  he, — this  great  one,  to  whom 
we  have  now  paid  homage."  She  laid  her  hand  upon  the  book 
which  they  had  been  reading. 

"  Mamma  scoffs  at  Goethe,"  said  Helen.  "  She  says  he  was  a 
bad  man." 

'*  Mein  armes  Kind  !  and  are  you  to  walk  in  leading  strings  all 
your  life  ?  What  matters  the  outward  life,  when  the  inward 
heart  is  pure  ?  And  why  deny  the  majesty  of  genius,  because  it 
comes  to  us  in  a  form  to  which  we  are  unaccustomed  ?  Ah  !  the 
world  is  blind,  blind." 

*'  And  you  could  show  me  men  who  would  have  power  to  stir 
my  soul  as  he  can  stir  it  ?  "  asked  Helen,  doubtfully. 

"  He  was  one,  alone — we  do  not  look  for  a  second  ;  we  would 
not  wish  it ;  it  would  mar  the  grandeur  of  his  power.  But  there 
are  others, — men,  aye,  and  women  too  ; — come  but  with  me, 
and  you  shall  know  them.  They  may  not  suit  Miladi  Augusta : 
they  would  not  drive  every  day  to  kneel  on  a  hard  bench,  in  a 
cold  church,  and  hear  little  boys  groan  out  dull  tunes  without 
time ;  and  they  might  never  bow  their  bodies  down  to  the 
ground  as  a  sign  of  reverence ;  and,  perchance,  they  don't  know 
how  to  work  the  odd  flowers  and  strange  stitches,  which  Miladi 
values  only  just  next  to  her  prayers.  But  I  will  tell  you  what 
they  will  do,  Helen.  They  will  elevate  you ;  they  will  make  you 
feel  what  life  is  worth  ;  they  will  carry  you  beyond  these  outward 
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customs ;  they  will  teach  you  to  recognise  the  presence  of  the 
good  and  the  beautiful  in  all ;  and  they  will  show  you  how  to 
work  for  freedom, — your  own  freedom,  mine,  the  freedom  of 
women,  of  mankind ;  the  emancipation  of  the  human  race  from 
every  rule  but  that  of  mind,  directed  by  benevolence." 

"  You  are  imagining  a  perfect  state  of  things,"  replied  Helen, 
thoughtfully. 

"  And  is  not  the  world  working  towards  perfection  ?  Look 
back  upon  past  ages.  That  is  what  I  want  you  to  do :  you 
should  read  history  philosophically ;  see  how  mankind  has  pro- 
gressed. We  talk  of  the  days  of  chivalry  ;  were  there  not  hard- 
ships then,  and  slavery,  and  cruelty,  such  as  are  never  heard  of 
now  ?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Helen  ;  "  that  has  often  struck  me." 

"  And  it  will  strike  you  more,  if  you  will  only  think  ;  only 
suffer  yourself  to  think.  But  you  are  a  coward,  Helen  ;  you  are 
afraid  to  cast  off  your  chains,  and  give  an  independent  opinion." 

"Because  I  am  always  having  them  recast  around  me," 
answered  Helen.  "  Mamma  dreads  freedom.  She  says  we 
ought  to  put  ourselves  under  guidance  in  all  things,  and  that  sub- 
mission and  obedience  are  the  first  of  duties." 

"Oh  !  yes,  obedience  to  one's  own  high  instincts — submission 
to  the  mighty  power  of  mind  ;  but  with  Miladi  Augusta  it  is  not 
so  ;  it  is  submission  to — I  don't  know  what." 

"  Submission  to  herself,  as  far  as  I  am  concerned,"  said  Helen, 
pettishly. 

"  Poor*  child  !  "  Madame  Reinhard  became  caressing  ;  "  but  it 
will  not  last,  Helen." 

"  I  don't  see  how  it  is  to  end." 

"  Before  long  you  will  marry.     Then  you  will  be  free." 

Helen's  colour  changed.  She  answered  quickly,  "I  shall 
never  marry." 

"  Never  !  oh  !  such  a  long  day  ! "  and  Madame  Reinhard 
laupjhed. 

"I  should  not  be  happier  if  I  were  married,"  continued  Helen. 

"  You  would  be  more  free,"  was  the  quick  reply. 

"  No,  no,"  began  Helen,  but  she  was  interrupted. 

"  Suffer  me  to  speak,  meine  Freundinn,  I  have  more  right  to 
do  so  than  you.  It  is  your  English  laws, — your  English  customs 
which  make  it  so.  It  would  not  be  if  women  were  independent, 
as  they  ought  to  be,  and  as  they  must  and  will  be.  But  now  you 
are  tied  ;  you  cannot  move,  unless  you  profess  to  have  given  up 
your  freedom  to  a  husband  ;  then  you  are  your  own  mistress,  or 
at  least  you  may  make  yourself  such." 
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"Profess  I"  repeated  Helen,  thoughtfully.  The  word  jarred 
upon  her  sense  of  truth. 

A  slight  sneer  passed  over  Madame  Reinhard's  face.  "You 
are  so  fanciful,  mein  Kind.     What  is  in  your  little  mind  ?  " 

"  That,  if  people  profess,  I  suppose  they  are  bound  to  practice," 
said  Helen  ;  "  though  I  should  never  like  it." 

"  Ah  !  that  old-fashioned  notion  !  it  dates  from  the  deluge. 
But,  meine  Liebe,  the  world  has  grown  wiser  since  those  days. 
We  obey  where  we  love,  that  I  grant  you." 

"And  women  are  supposed  always  to  love  their  husbands," 
said  Helen. 

Madame  Reinhard's  answer  was  a  kiss,  so  fond  that  the  shade 
which  had  gathered  upon  Helen's  face  vanished.  She  turned 
again  to  Goethe,  and  her  full,  melodious  voice  carried  Helen  on, 
as  in  a  dream  of  enchantment,  whilst  they  read  of  love  and 
genius,  high  aspirations,  and  mournful  passionate  struggles 
against  suffering  and  oppression.  So  naturally  was  all  described, 
so  entirely  were  the  feelings  depicted  considered  to  be  matters  of 
course,  that  Helen,  in  her  simplicity,  never  paused  to  inquire 
whether  underneath  there  lay  the  recognition  of  God's  moral 
law.  Nothing  offended  her  taste;  she  did  not  ask,  therefore, 
whether  any  thing  ought  to  offend  her  principles ;  and  when 
Madame  Reinhard  concluded  by  an  eloquent  eulogium  upon 
Goethe,  Helen  was  quite  prepared  to  agree  with  her,  and  to 
believe  that  Lady  Augusta's  condemnation  was  to  be  traced 
entirely  to,  what  Madame  Reinhard  termed,  her  narrowness. 


CHAPTER  XLIX. 

Helen  had  many  such  conversations  with  Madame  Reinhard. 
They  all  ended  in  a  similar  way,  with  no  definite  results,  at  least 
none  which  could  be  perceived ;  only  Helen  grew  more  discon- 
tented, more  abstracted,  more  wilful,  and,  when  alone,  more  un- 
happy. Madame  Reinhard's  society  was  a  species  of  intoxication ; 
it  excited  her  for  the  moment,  but  it  left  depression  and  restless- 
ness behind.  Helen  thought  that  it  was  because  in  her  alone  she 
could  find  congeniality,  and  therefore  she  was  always  forming 
plans  for  meeting ;  and  when  they  did  meet,  either  in  public  or 
private,  devoting  herself  to  her,  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  in- 
teresta. 
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Lady  Augusta  complained,  and  put  difficulties  in  the  way :  but 
she  had  no  arguments  to  bring  forward  against  the  friendship 
strong  enough  to  convince  Helen's  reason.  She  had  encouraged 
the  acquaintance  at  first,  because  Madame  Reinhard  had  the  re* 
putation  of  talent  and  fashion ;  and  now,  all  that  she  could  say 
against  her  was  refuted  by  the  very  words  which  she  had  herself 
used  when  it  was  proposed  that  she  should  visit  Ivors. 

Yet  Lady  Augusta  had  right  on  her  side, — more  right  than 
even  she  herself  entirely  understood.  One  thing  only  she  knew, 
— the  discovery  had  been  made  quite  recently,  since  she  came 
to  London ; — the  society  which  met  at  Madame  Reinhard*s  house 
was  not  such  as  she  could  herself  tolerate,  or  with  which  Helen 
could  ever  be  allowed  to  mix. 

Where  the  fault  lay  no  one  seemed  to  know.  Madame  Rein- 
bard  said  it  was  in  her  husband ;  that  she  was  obliged  to  submit 
to  his  will ;  that  she  did  so  most  unwillingly :  and  her  lamenta- 
tions, added  to  her  talents,  and  the  fascination  of  her  manners, 
induced  the  indifferent  and  selfish  world  to  accept  her  apologies, 
and  to  believe  that  she  was  a  victim  to  her  husband's  tyranny. 

But  Lady  Augusta's  professions  of  religion  and  strictness  of 
conduct  could  not  thus  be  satisfied.  It  was  against  her  will  that 
Madame  Reinhard  was  Helen's  friend,  yet  not  in  the  least  because 
she  feared  the  influence  of  her  principles.  It  was  simply  because 
in  the  set  amongst  which  it  was  her  pleasure  to  move  the  ac- 
quaintance was  condemned.  Madame  Reinhard  was  looked  upon 
coldly  by  certain  persons,  the  leaders  of  Lady  Augusta's  religious 
world; — a  great  deal  was  said  of  the  mischief  of  latitudinarian 
principles  ;  hints  given  of  tendency  to  scepticism,  and  anecdotes 
related  of  the  neglect  of  all  outward  religious  observances  in 
Madame  Reinhard's  household.  Helen  believed  nothing  of  all 
this.  She  declared  that  it  was  religious  gossip,  which  she  hated 
much  more  than  that  which  was  worldly.  Now  and  then  she  re- 
peated the  stories  to  Madame  Reinhard,  who  received  them  as 
matters  of  course,  and  answered  them  either  by  a  quiet  smile  of 
contempt,  or  an  eloquent  tirade  against  narrow-mindedness. 

It  would  have  been  difficult,  indeed,  for  Helen  to  doubt  her ; 
she  had  such  a  flow  of  words  at  command, — such  high-sounding 
phrases  and  plausible  excuses.  And  then  her  sympathies  were  so 
large !  She  seemed  the  very  personification  of  charity.  There 
was  no  form  of  belief  or  unbelief  which  she  could  not  tolerate, 
except  that  which,  in  the  slightest  degree,  attempted  to  put  bounds 
to  toleration.  And  this  was  very  charming  to  Helen,  who  was 
daily  learning  from  Lady  Augusta  to  consider  that  all  persons 
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who  endeavour  to  limit  the  range  of  truth  were  bent  upon  destroying 
its  essence,  and  making  it  to  consist  in  certain  mysterious  outward 
ceremonials,  in  which  the  heart  had  no  share.  True,  Madame 
Beinhard  was  seldom  or  never  seen  at  any  place  of  public  worship, 
except  the  Roman  Catholic,  which  she  sometimes  frequented,  as 
she  openly  confessed,  for  the  sake  of  the  music ;  but  who  could 
deny  that  it  is  possible  to  worship  quite  as  devoutly  in  the  soli- 
tude of  one's  own  chamber  as  in  the  most  splendid  cathedral  ? 
And  Madame  Reinhard  could  speak,  and  did  speak,  so  fervently 
upon  the  most  solemn  subjects, — communion  with  the  Supreme 
Being  —  dependence  upon  Him  —  thirsting  after  union  with  His 
exalted  Nature, —  that  Helen  naturally  concluded  any  eccentrici- 
ties in  outward  conduct  to  be  the  result  of  education  and  foreign 
habits.  She  had  no  doubt  in  her  own  mind  that  there  was  much 
more  real  feeling  in  Madame  Reinhard's  religion  than  in  Lady 
Augusta's,  and  much  more  spirituality  (the  term  was  vague, 
but  it  expressed  to  herself  what  she  meant)  than  in  Mrs. 
Graham's. 

Madame  Reinhard's  singularities  were  also  confessed  openly. 
She  owned  that  she  held  some  singular  opinions  about  the  Bible, 
—  that  is,  they  would  have  been  singular  in  former  days,  —  but 
they  were  now,  as  she  asserted,  rapidly  becoming  general.  She 
talked  of  myths,  and  allegories,  and  quoted  Niebuhr  and  the  legends 
of  the  early  Roman  kings,  by  way  of  illustration ;  but  then  she 
admired  the  Bible  extremely, — indeed  she  was  quite  enthusiastic 
about  it.  There  was  no  poetry,  she  declared,  equal  to  Isaiah, — 
nothing  to  be  found  in  the  whole  compass  of  literature  grander 
than  certain  descriptions  in  the  Book  of  Revelations ;  and  above 
all,  —  and  it  was  this  acknowledgment  upon  which  she  piqued 
herself,  as  if  it  were  a  homage  from  her  own  powerful  mind  to  the 
force  of  simplicity  and  truth, —  no  life  more  touching,  and  no 
example  more  inspiring  than  that  given  in  the  Gospels. 

Helen  valued  the  Bible  more  than  she  had  ever  done  before, 
after  she  had  discussed  it  with  Madame  Reinhard ;  and  when  she 
saw  Lady  Augusta  drive  off  in  her  luxurious  carriage  to  the  daily 
service  in  the  neighbouring  church,  looked  at  her  with  a  kind 
of  pitying  contempt,  and  sat  down  to  read  at  home ;  lulling  her- 
self into  a  state  of  dreamy  excitement  by  the  melody  of  her  fa- 
vourite chapters,  and  believing  that  she  was  if  not  outwardly  as 
strict,  certainly  more  sincere. 

Now  and  then,  however,  though  only  for  a  moment,  Helen  was 
startled  by  the  opinions  of  her  new  friend.  Madame  Reinhard's 
iiberality  extended  itself  to  morals  as  well  as  religion,  atid  here  it 
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was  not  quite  so  easy  to  mislead.  Helen's  standard  of  duty  miglit 
not  be  high  ;  but  such  as  it  was  it  was  based  upon  truth.  If  she 
failed  to  act  up  to  it,  yet  she  never  excused  herself,  and  therefore 
was  not  inclined  to  excuse  others. 

But  Madame  Reinhard  had  excuses  always  ready  for  herself 
and  every  one  else,  and  not  only  excuses  but  reasonings,  misti- 
fying  palliations,  sophistical  arguments,  which  confounded  the 
distinctive  lines  of  right  and  wrong,  until  it  was  next  to  impos- 
sible to  separate  them.  And  this  was  at  first  displeasing  to 
Helen.  It  gave  her  an  uncomfortable  feeling  of  insecurity. 
When  a  man  of  powerful  intellect  and  great  genius,  full  of  the 
most  exalted  aspirations,  sank  himself  to  the  level  of  the  lowest 
of  mankind  by  a  vicious  life,  and  she  was  told  that  she  had  no 
right  to  censure,  because  minds  of  such  a  stamp  could  not  be 
judged  by  ordinary  rules,  she  yielded  to  the  argument,  because 
she  had  so  little  knowledge  of  the  binding  force  of  the  eternal 
laws  of  God,  that  she  had  scarcely  any  thing  to  say  against  it. 
But  it  was  not  the  sophistry  of  days  or  weeks  which  could  satisfy 
the  misgiving  of  something  wrong  that  rested  at  the  bottom  of 
her  heart.  Helen  believed,  only  because  she  wished  to  believe. 
In  her  inmost  soul  she  felt  that  no  genius,  be  it  ever  so  great,  can 
balance  even  with  a  feather's  weight  the  power  of  moral  worth ; 
yet,  according  to  Madame  Reinhard's  creed,  she  looked  upon 
genius,  even  though  unconnected  with  goodness,  as  an  emanation 
from  God,  to  be  reverenced  and  worshipped  for  itself ;  and  as  such 
submitted  to  its  influence,  without  allowing  herself  to  inquire 
too  minutely  into  the  right  upon  which  its  authority  was  based. 

All  this  was  doing  her  infinite  harm;  but  she  was  not  in  the 
least  aware-  of  it.  She  was  unhappy,  that  she  knew,  but  many 
sources  existed  to  which  this  fact  might  be  traced,  besides  that  of 
an  ill-regulated  mind. 

One  there  was  especially,  scarcely  acknowledged  by  Helen,  yet 
tver  present  with  her.  Madame  Reinhard  fostered  it  insensibly. 
She  was  always  talking  to  Helen  of  love.  She  looked  upon  it 
not  only  as  a  necessary  ingredient  in  human  happiness,  but  as 
essential  to  the  perfection  of  the  human  character.  Helen  often 
said  that  she  should  never  marry,  yet  Madame  Reinhard's  conver- 
sation, added  to  her  own  experience,  made  her  feel  that,  unmar- 
ried, she  must  be  miserable ;  and  then  she  looked  round  the  circle 
of  her  acquaintance  with  a  cold,  criticising,  scornful  eye,  and  the 
aching  of  her  heart  told  her  that  once,  love,  —  true,  pure  love, 
such  as  man  might  approve,  and  God  would  surely  bless, —  had 
been  placed  within  her  reach,  and- she  had  rejected  it. 
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Deeper  sadness,  deeper  fegret,  lay  at  the  bottom  of  Helen's 
heart  than  Madame  Reinhard  could  reach  ;  but  it  was  all  buried, 
covered  day  by  day,  more  and  more,  with  the  thick  shroud  of 
wilfulness,  ignorance,  and  false  principles,  which  Lady  Augusta's 
insincerity  und  Madame  Relnhatd*s  plausibility  creiated  and 
fostered. 


CHAPTER  L. 

Helsk  consented  tb  go  to  Miss  Manners'  soiree,  MadiEune 
Reinhard  had  promi^d  to  be  there,  and  Helen  made  a  vfrlue  of 
h^r  compliance,  although  ktiowing  thkt,  under  all  circUmstahe^s, 
she  would  in  the  "end  have  been  forced  to  yield,  tt  was  onie  of  a 
series  of  entertainments  which  Miss  Manners  was  endeavouring 
to  bring  into  fashioh.  BtHctly  literary,  she  called  it :  tfea,  coffeie, 
ices,  lectures,  cotatrersatiori,  and  supper.  And  there  were  cer- 
tainly the  germs  of  very  agriseable  Society  to  be  found  in  it ;  the 
misfortune  being,  as  Claude  Egerton  had  suggested,  that  almost 
every  one  wished  to  exhibit  his  or  her  peculiar  talents,  instead  of 
enjoying  those  of  others.  Oh  this  occasion,  however,  there  was 
greater  prospect  of  satisfaction  thati  usual.  A  lecture  was  to  be 
given  by  one  with  t^om  no  one  could  compete  ;  a  scientific  man, 
and  a  traveller,  who  had  been  workihg  very  successfully  for  the 
civilisation  of  a  barbatous  and  hieathen  people.  Madame  Reinhard 
entered  warmly  into  the  cause  ;  only  lamenting  that  Mr.  Randolph 
was  a  little  inclined  to  be  narrow  in  his  views,  and  thought  a 
bishop  essential  to  their  success.  Her  object  in  going  was  to 
become  acquainted  with  him,  and  discuss  the  whole  question  ;  and 
Helen,  who  cared  neither  for  natives,  travellers,  nor  bishops,  yet 
pleased  herself  iHth  the  notion  that  she  might  hear  agreeable 
conversation,  and  witness  the  triumph  of  her  friend's  intellect. 
She  looked  forward  to  the  evening  at  last,  with  something  really 
approaching  to  etcitetoeut ;  especially  when  she  found  that  Mrs. 
Graham,  Susan,  and  feabella,  tempted  like  herself  by  the  proposed 
lecture,  were  to  be  there  also.  Madiaine  Reinhard  had  not  made 
Helen  forget  Stisan  ;  forgetfulness  was  not  in  her  nature,  and  the 
tie  between  them  had  been  formed  too  early,  and  cemented  by  too 
many  associations,  to  be  bi'oken,  unless  by  some  sudden  disruption. 
They  suited,  a's  ^o  many  husbands  and  wives  suit,  precisely  because 
each  possessed  what  the  other  wanted.  Helen  rested  upon  Susaiu 
and  Susan  admired  and  was  excited  by  Helen.     Yet  they  had 
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met  but  little  of  late,  and  always  unsatisfactorily.  There  was  no 
barrier  in  the  way  of  affection,  but  there  was  one  as  regarded 
confidence.  Helen  lived  in  the  presient,  and  deep  feeling  requires 
a  past.  And  so  they  were  accustomed  to  keep  upon  the  surface 
of  all  subjects,  each  conscious  of  the  quicksands  which  lay 
beneath. 

Helen's  eagerness,  according  to  what  was  now  becoming  a 
natural  rule,  caused  Lady  Augusta  much  annoyance;  although 
she  had  before  urged  that  the  invitation  should  be  accepted.  It 
was  too  provoking  that  Helen  could  not  even  do  what  was  wished, 
without  showing  that  she  was  influenced  by  Madame  Reinhard. 
The  feeling  was  shown  in  the  first  observation  addressed  to 
Helen  when  she  appeared  in  the  drawing-room  to  wait  for  the 
carriaoje. 

"  You  are  over-dressed,  my  dear.  If  we  were  going  to  the 
Ikichess  of  Menteith's  ball,  you  could  not  be  more  splendid." 

Helen  looked  at  herself  carelessly  in  the  glass.  "  Splendid  ?  am 
I,  mamma  ?  I  really  did  not  think  about  it.  I  told  Annette  to 
give  me  the  dress  which  Madame  Reinhard  admired  so  much  the 
other  evening,  and  il  never  struck  me  whether  it  would  be  par- 
ticularly suitable  or  not ;  but  it  does  not  signify.'* 

"  But  it  does  signify,  Helen,  extremely ;  nothing  can  be  a 
greater  mark  of  bad  taste  than  being  overdressed.  I  really 
wond«r  that,  after  the  education  you  have  received,  you  should 
take  delight  in  such  absurd  finery." 

Helen  only  laughed.  Love  of  finery  was  the  last  thing  of 
which  her  conscience  accused  her. 

Lady  Augusta  continued  :  "  And  that  vulgar  German  woman 
to  encourage  you  in  it  ! " 

"  Nay,  mamma,"  Helen  interrupted  her  quickly  :  "  the  vulgar 
Grerman  woman,  as  you  are  pleased  to  call  het,  has  nothing  to  do 
with  the  matter.  The  dress  was  worn  last  week  at  a  ball,  and 
you  chose  it  yourself,  and  Madame  Reinhard  praised  your  taste. 
It  is  my  own  fancy  wearing  it  to-night ;  and  I  confess  I  see 
nothing  splendid  in  it." 

"  You  are  not  likely  to  do  so  whilst  you  are  so  devoted  to  the 
world,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

Helen  again  looked  at  her  dress  and  smiled  satirically.  '^  It 
would  be  easy  enough  to  overcome  the  world,  if  all  that  was  re- 
quired was  to  put  on  one  dress  instead  of  another." 

«  Sighs,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  "indicative  of  the  spirit  within." 
She  glanced  complacently  at  her  own  sepulchral  black  satin. 

"  Merely  signs,  and  so  of  no  consequence  ! "  retoT^fe^'^'^'K^. 

T  2 
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"  You  are  misled,  Helen  ;  your  mind  is  perverted  by  German 
mysticism.     It  will  lead  you  into  dangerous  error." 

"  I  am  willing  to  run  the  risk,"  said  Helen.  "  Satin,  or  brown 
holland,  it  is  all  the  same  to  me,  except  for  the  spirit  which  is 
embodied  in  it." 

"  Spirit !  Embodied  !  "  repeated  Lady  Augusta.  "  Really, 
Helen,  you  talk  great  nonsense." 

**  Why  do  you  prefer  dark  colours  to  light,  mamma  ?"  said  Helen. 

"  I  am  ashamed  that  you  should  ask  such  a  childish  question. 
I  have  a  regard  to  propriety,  simplicity ;  I  wish  to  show  my  con- 
tempt for  the  world." 

"  Then  that  is  your  spirit,  mamma.  Mine  is  to  please  a  person 
I  love.  One  is  of  just  as  much  value  as  the  other  ;  and  if  my 
friend  liked  best  to  see  me  in  brown  holland,  I  would  wear  it." 

The  confession  struck  Lady  Augusta  dumb  for  an  instant ;  then 
she  said,  with  an  air  of  determined  authority  :  "  Helen,  it  is  my 
wish  that  you  should  change  your  dress." 

Helen  looked  up  angrily  for  a  moment,  but  her  tone  was  pro- 
vokingly  indifferent  as  she  replied:  "I  can  just  take  off  this 
brooch,  mamma,  if  you  dislike  it.  It  sparkles  too  much,  I  sup- 
pose, to  please  you." 

"  It  is  my  wish  that  you  should  change  your  dress,  Helen,*'  re- 
peated Lady  Augusta. 

"  There  is  no  time,  mamma.     The  carriage  is  at  the  door." 

Lady  Augusta  sat  down.  Helen  drew  on  her  gloves.  The 
carriage  was  announced. 

"  I  will  just  knock  at  papa's  study,  and  see  if  he  is  ready,"  said 
Helen.     "  He  told  me  he  would  go  if  he  could." 

"  There  is  no  use  in  doing  that,"  replied  Lady  Augusta  ;  "  I 
am  not  going." 

"  Then  I  dare  say  he  will  take  me,"  said  Helen,  without  even 
an  accent  of  surprise;  and  as  she  spoke  the  words,  Sir  Henry 
entered  the  room. 

Lady  Augusta  appealed  to  him  instantly.  "  Sir  Henry,  I  must 
refer  to  your  authority ;  your  daughter  is  beyond  my  control." 

She  stood  before  the  fire,  the  very  embodiment  of  injured 
dignity. 

Poor  Sir  Henry  was  becoming  used  to  these  scenes  ;  yet  they 
always  perplexed  him.  He  looked  from  one  to  the  otber.  Helen 
went  up  to  him  playfully,  and  kissed  him.  "  Dear  papa,  you  will 
go  with  me  to-night;  it  will  be  so  much  more  pleasant  if  you  do." 

"  I  don't  know,  my  dear  ;  I  can't  say."  He  turned  away  from 
ier.     "  Augusta,  what  is  all  this  ?" 


IVORS.  277 

"  Simply  that  your  daughter  refuses  to  recognise  my  authority," 
was  the  reply. 

"  I  can't  have  you  silly,  Helen ;  do  as  you  are  told  to  do." 

And  Helen,  with  a  proud,  careless  laugh,  answered,  "  I  will, 
papa,  if  I  know  what  to  do  ;  only  the  carriage  is  waiting,  and  we 
shall  be  late." 

Sir  Henry  addressed  his  wife.  "  Wh?,t  do  you  wish,  my  dear  ? 
What  is  it  she  refuses  to  do  ?  " 

"  I  wish  her  to  appear  simply,  suitably  dressed,"  said  Lady 
Augusta.     "  Such  finery  is  fit  only  for  an  opera  dancer." 

Sir  Henry's  eye  glanced  quickly  over  his  daughter's  figure  ;  but 
he  could  see  nothing  in  Helen's  handsome  but  very  becoming 
dress  at  all  worthy  of  such  censure. 

"  It  is  a  very  good  dress.     I  don't  see "  he  began. 

Lady  Augusta  interrupted  him  with  a  sigh.  "  Of  course  you 
don't  see,  my  dear.  You  can't  possibly  understand  the  propri- 
eties of  a  lady's  dress.  But  I  must  beg  you  to  believe,  upon  my 
assurance,  that  if  Helen  appears  in  such  extravagant  magnificence 
at  a  quiet  literary  soiree,  she  will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  the 
i*oom.  But  I  am  free  I  I  have  nothing  to  do  with  it !  I  give  it 
up  !  "  Lady  Augusta  folded  her  hands  together  with  an  air  of 
touching  resignation. 

"  Helen,  my  dear,  go  and  do  what  your  mamma  wishes, 
directly,"  said  Sir  Henry,  in  the  tone  which  Helen  dreaded  to 
disobey.  And  almost  before  the  sentence  was  ended,  Helen  had 
disappeared  — conquered. 


CHAPTER  LL 

**  Ah  !  meine  Liehe  !  and  you  are  come  at  last  ?  I  gave  you  up. 
But  so  dull,  so  triste  !  Where  is  your  beauty  gone  ?  Annette  was 
asleep  when  she  dressed  you."  Madame  Reinhard  had  made  her 
way  to  Helen,  by  breaking  through  a  crowd  of  admiring  gazers 
and  auditors,  who  thought  her  far  more  interesting  than  the 
learned  traveller  and  philanthropist.  One  or  two  followed  her ; 
amongst  them  Captain  Mordaunt. 

Helen's  face  was  clouded :  she  scarcely  answered. 

Captain  Mordaunt  made  some  silly  flattering  remark  about 
beauty  unadorned,  and  then  the  cloud  deepened,  and  Helen  drew 
Madame  Reinhard  aside. 

T   3 
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*^  For  pity's  sake  save  me  from  personal  observations,  especiallj 
from  that  man.  What  does  it  signify  how  I  look  ?  what  I  wear  ? 
I  thought  you  would  have  known  me  better." 

Madame  Beinhard  laughed.  "  So  proud  are  we,  we  can^t  bear 
even  praise !  But  I  like  you  all  the  better,  mein  Kind.  Only 
confess  you  are  very  sombre  to-night ;  and  it  is  so  dazzling  to  see 
you  when  you  choose  to  make  the  most  of  yourself." 

"  I  have  no  choice ;  I  am  a  puppet,"  said  Helen. 

^^  Ah  i  Miladi  Augusta  !  she  likes  that  burial  gown.  But  she 
should  not  put  it  upon  you  ;  you  must  rebeL** 

^'  I  don't  care  enough  about  it,"*  said  Helen,  with  assumed  in- 
difference.    '^  B^t  don't  talk  about  it ;  it  is  an  odious  subject." 

"  It  is  no  matter,  except  for  freedom,"  continued  Madame  Rein- 
hard  ;  "  that  weighs  upon  me,  I  own.     I  long  to  see  you  free." 

^'  Parents  before  marriage,  husbands  after  ;  where  is  the  free- 
dom of  a  woman  in  England  ?  "  said  Helen ;  "  unless  one  can  follow 
the  example  set  one  here."  And  she  glanced  at  the  further  end 
of  the  room,  where  Miss  Manners,  in  her  (quaint  black  jacket  and 
the  odd  head-dress,  half  turban,  half  cap,  was  haranguing,  in  long- 
winded  sentences^  an  ai^dience  whose  thoughts  were  centred  in 
their  coffee-cups. 

"  That  is  not  freedom,"  said  Madame  Reinhard,  her  eyes  fol- 
lowing the  same  direction.  *^  She  is  the  slave  of  the  world's 
opinion.  She  would  give  up  her  singularity  if  people  did  not 
bow  down  before  it." 

"Then  where  is  freedom  to  be  found?"  again  asked  Helen. 
"  If  you  say  in  marriage,  I  can't  agree  with  you." 

Madame  Reinhard  only  smiled.  "  We  will  discuss  that  another 
time,  meine  Liebe.  Look !  there  comes — Is  not  that  your  cousin  ? 
We  saw  her  in  the  distance  in  the  park."  And  Helen  leaned 
forward,  trying  to  distinguish,  amidst  the  crowd  near  the  door, 
who  might  be  entering.  They  were  silent  for  a  moment :  then 
Madame  Reinhard  laid  her  hand  upon  Helen's  arm,  and  said  em- 
phatically, "  Remember,  whatever  I  think,  I  will  never  acknow- 
ledge that  hearts  can  be  constrained  to  love  by  vows.  It  is  all 
words, — useless.  K  they  love,  they  love;  and  their  wills  are 
one.     If  they  don't  love,  then  must  each  heart  be  free." 

Helen  looked  round  with  an  expression  of  surprise  and  alarm. 

Madame  Reinhard  laughed  heartily.  "  Ah  !  I  shock  you  !  you 
misunderstand.  Of  course  we  all  keep  to  outward  forms  ;  we  go 
on  very  well  together,  that  is  necessary.  All  I  mean  is,  that  vows 
can't  make  us  love,  if  we  don't  love." 

"Then  we  have  no  business  to  marry,"  said  Helen,  quickly, 
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and  as  the  words  w.ere  uttered,  a  pang  shot  through  her  heart, 
caused  bj  paany  i^ingled  feelings  and  recollections,  which  she 
dared  not  face. 

"  fa  depend,*'  was  Madame  Reinhard's  reply.  "  Where  will 
jov^  find  the  hero,  the  grand  one,  worthy  of  you,  able  also  to  have 
you  ?  but  are  you,  therefore,  to  be  a  slave  to  Miladi  Augusta,  and 
her  burial  gown  ?  " 

'  Heleix's  pps  moved  as  if  she  "vifould  yeply,  but  tl^e  answer  was 
unsppken.  A  sudden  p^eness  overspread  her  face,  and  drawing 
back  hastily,  she  sat  down  on  the  nearest  chair. 

*'  Ah !  what  can  be  the  matter  ?  you  are  ill.  Speak,  meine 
Lieb^,**    Madame  Reinhard  bent  qver  the  chair. 

Helen's  eyes  were  fixed  upon  her  eagerly  and  entreatingly. 
"  Stand  before  me,  don't  let  me  be  seen." 

"  My  child,  no,  if  you  would  ra,ther  not.  But  what  for  do  you 
wish  to  hide  yourself?  " 

A  little  reproach  was  to  be  distinguished  in  Madame  Reinhard's 
tone,  ^a  sfie  fqund  herself  in  the  background,  unable  to  see  or  be 
seen.  "You  should  rouse  yourself,  Hele;i.  See,  who  is  that? 
Ah !  quel  grqnd  homme  /" 

A  slight  moveinent  opened  the  "v^ay  before  them,  and  Claude 
Egertpn  for  the  first  time  caught  sight  of  Helen. 

He  did  not  appear  startled :  she  could  have  borne  it  better  if 
he  had.  He  drew  near  with  his  firm  tread,  his  self-controlled 
manner  I  that  pf^anner  which  she  had  sometimes  watched  when 
exhibited  to  others,  aQd  -yyondered  whether  it  would  l}e  possible 
for  2^j  one  unatcquainted  with  him  to  guess  the  depth  of  tender- 
ness beneath ;  and  each  step  seemed  to  thrill  her  brain,  whUst  a 
mist  covered  her  eyes. 

She  tried  to  be  brave ;  she  tried  to  look  at  him,  to  meet  him, 
as  it  seemed  he  could  meet  her ;  but  the  shame,  the  overpowering, 
crushing  §ense  of  shape,  the  remembrance  that  once, — though 
only  in  t)ie  excitement  of  goaded  feeling, — she  had  forgotten  a 
woman's  dignity  and  truth,  was  too  much  for  her  ;  and  hastily 
rising  from  her  seat,  she  made  her  escape  through  the  crowd  to 
the  farther  end  of  the  rqom,  followed  by  Madame  Reinhard's 
frightened  look,  and  eager  question  :  *^  Helen,  meine  J^iebe,  are 
you  mad?" 

But  Helen  thought  only  of  being  alone  and  unnoticed.  It  was 
all  she  cared  for,  all  she  longed  for,  —  to  look  at  him  in  the  distance, 
to  observe  him,  un perceived :  then  for  an  instant  there  came  the 
strong  impulse  to  throw  herself  at  his  feet,  and  ask  him  if  he 
could  forgive,  if  he  did  not  utterly  despise  her,  succeeded  by  the 
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heavy  sense  of  humiliation,  which  whispered  that  some  offences 
might  be  forgiven,  but  could  never,  never  be  forgotten.  She  sat 
down,  trembling :  she  thought  that  she  would  summon  her  reso- 
lution and  speak  to  him.  She  watched  lest  he  should  again  draw 
near,  but  the  lecture  began,  and  all  attention  but  her  own  was 
engrossed  by  it. 

It  was  interesting  from  the  commencement ;  towards  the  con- 
clusion it  became  absorbing,  yet  less  from  the  eloquence  of  the 
speaker  or  the  facts  he  narrated,  than  because  his  heart  was  in 
his  subject,  and  he  carried  other  hearts  with  him. 

When  it  was  ended,  a  number  of  persons  gathered  around  the 
lecturer,  Madame  Reinhard  amongst  them.  She  took  a  prominent 
part  in  the  conversation  ;  her  bright  eyes  sparkled  with  almost 
dazzling  brilliuncy,  and  her  changing  voice  gave  utterance  to 
question,  remark,  and  repartee,  with  wonderful  and  exciting 
rapidity.  And  by  her  side  now  stood  Helen,  no  longer  humbled, 
crushed,  by  the  sense  of  her  own  littleness,  but  eager,  excited, 
scarcely  inferior  to  Madame  Reinhard  in  talent,  yet  exhibiting  it 
as  unconsciously  as  her  beauty.  Her  voice,  indeed,  trembled  at 
times,  when  a  dark  face,  almost  severe  in  its  expression,  was  to 
be  seen  far  in  the  background  ;  but  Helen,  when  she  caught  the 
glance,  turned  pale  for  an  instant,  and  then  talked  only  the  more 
rapidly,  and  laughed  the  more  lightly,  for  the  pang  of  humiliation 
was  over. 

"You  have  a  strange  set  here  to-night,  my  dear  Julia,"  re- 
marked Lady  Augusta,  as,  from  the  elevation  of  her  moral  and 
religious  superiority,  she  condescendingly  glanced  around  the  room. 

"  Men  of  note  1  women  of  high  intellectual  cultivation ! " 
replied  Miss  Manners  ;  "  not  known,  it  may  be,  in  the  fashionable 
world,  but  all  worthy  of  acquaintance,  though  possibly  singular." 

"  Very  ! "  escaped  from  Mrs.  Graham,  who  happened  to  be 
near.  "Pray" — and  she  looked  towards  the  group  with  rather 
Jin  anxious  eye  ; — "there  is  one  lady  —  stout,  dressed  in  amber 
silk  ;  do  you  see  her  ?  Madame  Reinhard  is  just  speaking  to  her: 
who  is  she?" 

Miss  Manners  seemed  a  little  embarrassed:  —  "Oh!  that — 
that  is  the  Baroness  d'Olban;  French,  of  course.  I  never  saw 
her  before  this  evening  ;  a  friend  asked  leave  to  bring  her.  She 
is  peculiar." 

"  You  should  be  careful,  Julia,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  authorita- 
tively ;  "  report  says  she  gambles." 

"Ah  !  my  dear,  report ! — but  what  am  I  to  do,  if  I  am  to 
listen  to  report  ?  I  may  as  well  shut  up  my  house  ;  and  there  is 


IVORS.  281 

no  doubt  she  is  excessively  intellectual — an  authoress;  she  has 
published  some  splendid  poems." 

"  She  is  an  openly  avowed  infidel,  I  believe,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
gravely  ;  and,  without  waiting  for  Miss  Manners'  reply,  she  told 
Isabella  to  remain  with  Lady  Augusta,  and  went  with  Susan 
towards  the  circle  in  the  centre  of  which  Helen  had  placed  her- 
self. 

Madame  Beinhard  was  concluding  an  eloquent  speech  upon  the 
inherent  rights  of  humanity,  the  danger  of  checking  freedom  of 
thought,  the  necessity  of  allowing  every  nation  to  develope  its 
own  powers,  unshackled  by  forms  and  traditions.  Even  the 
thoughtful  lecturer  was  listening  to  her  with  deference,  whilst 
low  murmurs  of  applause  were  heard  from  the  admiring  audience. 
Helen's  eyes  were  riveted  upon  Madame  Rein  hard  ;  as  she  ceatsed, 
she  whispered,  "Go  on,  I  could  listen  for  ever."  Madame 
Keinhard  started,  and  blushed;  her  piercing  gaze  was  softened 
by  an  appearance  of  womanly  feeling,  and  she  drew  back,  saying 
that  she  was  afraid  she  had  been  delivering  very  bold  opinions. 
But  Helen  grew  eager  from  the  slight  opposition ;  she  repeated 
her  praise  of  Madame  Reinhard,  and  added  observations  of  her 
own.  Animation  added  to  her  beauty ;  and  some  of  the  gentle- 
men drew  nearer,  and  listened  attentively.  Madame  Reinhard, 
free  from  any  petty  rivalry,  seemed  anxious  to  bring  her  forward 
as  her  friend ;  and  Helen,  flattered  and  excited,  and  all  uncoui^cious 
of  the  lurking  vanity,  felt  herself  more  and  more  at  ease,  and 
talked  yet  more  freely. 

*^Elle  est  charmanie,  n'est-ce  pasV^  murmured  the  French 
Baroness  to  her  nearest  neighbour. 

She  was  speaking  to  Claude.     His  reply  was  scarcely  audible. 

"  What  is  her  name  ?  I  am  dying  to  know  her.  I  must  know 
her,"  continued  the  Baroness. 

Claude  started ;  the  expression  of  his  face  became  suddenly 
fierce.  Susan  was  nearef  to  him  than  Helen  ;  she  was  in  the 
outer  circle  ;  her  mother  had  left  her  for  a  moment.  He  made 
his  way  to  her  and  addressed  her  in  an  under  tone. 

"  Is  this  pleasant  to  you  ?  would  you  rather  go  back  to  Mrs. 
Graham  ?" 

Susan  raised  her  eyes  to  his  with  a  look  of  cordial,  simple 
gratitude.  "  Thank  you,  but  nobody  notices  me,  and  it  amuses 
me  to  listen." 

Claude  glanced  at  Helen; — his  words  came  with  difficulty, 
but  he  said,  "  Your  cousin  is  amused  also,  I  imagine." 

"  She  enjoys  it,"  said  Susan  ;  "  for  the  moment,  that  is." 
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A  look  of  exceeding  pain  came  over  Claude's  face,  whilst  he 
gave  his  attention  to  Helen  again.  She  was  talking  French 
fluently  with  a  strange  gentleman.  There  was  a  little  timidity  in 
her  manner,  which  gave  a  peculiar  charm  to  the  quick  repartee 
in  which  she  was  indulging.  Claude's  eyes  were  fixed  on  her. 
Susan  could  scarcely  endure  the  expression  of  his  countenance,  it 
was  so  unlike  himself ;'  all  tenderness  was  gone  from  it.  She 
'  longed  to  ptop  Helen,  yet  could  not  move.  It  was  a  great  relief 
when  her  mother's  voice  was  heard  behind  her.  "  Susan,  my 
love,  will  you  con(ie  with  me  ?  supper  is  just  ready."  Claude 
looked  round  md  sniiled.  But  the  next  minute  he  was  watching 
Helen  ^  before.  The  Baroness  d'Olban  went  up  to  Madame 
Eeinhard.  Claude  could  only  have  caught  a  few  words,  but  he 
naoved  directly,  placed  himself  between  Helen  and  the  Baroness, 
begged  to  be  allowed  to  take  Madame  Reinhard  into  supper  him- 
self, and  hastily,  without  any  apology,  introducing  a  staid,  elderly 
gentleman  to  Helen,  confided  %^r  to  his  care,  and  effectually  pre- 
vented any  introduction  to  the  discomfited  Baroness. 

M^^mx^  Reinhard  seated  l^erself  ^t  the  supper-table.  Claude 
stood  behind  her  cliair.  Helen  and  Su^a(n  were  opposite.  Madame 
Reinhard  whispered  to  him,  a3  he  poured  put  a  glass  of  wine  for 
her :  "  They  make  a  pretty  contrast,  one  all  quiet  thought,  the 
other  all  life  and  animation." 

She  imagined  she  h^^d  touched  the  right  chord  to  excite  him  ; 
but  he  only  assented  formally,  and  then,  after  a  momentary  silence, 
said  :  "  May  I  ask  if  the  Baroness  d'Olban  is  your  friend  ?  " 

Madame  Reinhard  turned  so  as  almost  tq  face  him.  ^^  Hush ! " 
she  said;  "don't  you  see  her?"  The  Baroness  had  just  entered 
the  ropm,  talking  very  loudly ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  seated  by  Miss 
Manners  at  the  head  of  the  table,  glanced  at  her  with  an  expres- 
sion of  concentrated  disgust. 

Claude  was  not  to  be  repelled.  **  I  trust  you  will  pardon  me  ; 
my  question  is  not  one  of  mere  curiosity." 

Madame  Reinhard  put  aside  her  plate,  and  rose  to  make  room 
for  some  one  behind  her.  "  We  will  go,"  she  said,  "  the  room  is 
hot ; "  and  C|aude  led  her  again  into  the  drawing-room,  ar^d  $tood 
waiting  the  reply  to  his  question. 

Madame  Reinhard's  face  showed  amusement  mingled  with 
satire,  as  she  said,  "  You  are  pertinacious," 

"  Very,  t  own  it." 

"  And  if  I  don't  choose  to  answer  your  question  ?  " 

Claude  bent  his  head  rather  haughtily,  and  replied  that  of  course 
it  was  entirely  at  Madame  Reinhard's  option;  he  had  hoped, 
however,  that  she  would  understand  him  better. 
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A  laugh  preceded  the  reply.  "  Ah !  you  men,  you  English, 
you  do  take  offence  so  soon  i  Did  I  say  I  would  not  answer  ? 
Can  I  care  ?     Madame  la  Baronne,  what  is  she  to  me  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  I  should  hope,"  said  Claude  very  gravely. 

A  little  hesitation  was  evident  in  Madame  Reinhard's  manner. 

"  You  s^re  strict,"  she  said.     "  VThat  do  you  know  about  her  ?  " 

"  Perhaps  it  may  not  be  advisable  to  tell.  It  can  never  be  wise 
to  speak  of  one  friend  to  another." 

**  But  that  is  too  bad ! "  exclaimed  Madame  Reinhard,  angrily ; 
"  I  did  not  say  she  was  my  friend.  I  do  not  know  her ;  I  do  not 
care  for  her.  I — she  is  mauvais  ton;  she  is— Miss  Manners  is 
unwise ;  it  is  not  well  to  have  her  here." 

"  Or  to  introduce  her  to  young  girls  without  the  sanction  of 
their  parents,"  said  Claude ;  and  he  looked  at  Madame  Reinhard 
with  an  expression  so  quietly  stern  that  for  one  instant  she  seemed 
to  shrink  from  it. 

Yet  the  feeling  was  shaken  off  almost  as  soon  as  felt ;  and  with 
an  air  of  offended  dignity,  Madame  Reinhard  replied :  "  I  do  not 
allow  hints,  Mr.  Egerton,  even  from  my  friends.  Forgive  me,  if 
I  say  that  we  know  each  other  slightly,  and  it  would  be  better  to 
be  open." 

"  Most  willingly,"  said  Claude.  "  You  are  Miss  Clare's  friend. 
I  also" — his  voice  was  husky,  but  he  went  on  calmly — "have 
known  her  many  years.  That  must  be  my  excuse  for  venturing 
to  interfere.     Perhaps  I  ought  to  have  spoken  to  Lady  Augusta." 

Madame  Reinhard  interrupted  him :  "  Speak  to  Miladi  Augusta! 
But  what  about?  Mr.  Egerton,  I  will  be  angry;  I  will  not 
bear  this.     Why  speak  to  Miladi  Augusta  ?  " 

"  Merely  to  suggest  to  her  that  before  any  new  acquaintance  is 
made  by  her  daughter,  it  would  be  well  that  Lady  Augusta  should 
decide  whether  it  is  likely  to  be  a  desirable  one.  The  Baroness 
d'Olban  can  have  no  claim  to  be  introduced  to  Miss  Clare." 

A  gleam  of  sudden  comprehension  lighted  up  Madame  Reinhard's 
face.  "  Ah  !  ich  verstehe.  But  so  foolish !  La  pauvre  Baronne! 
You  are  jealous  that  she  should  become  known  to  Miss  Clare. 
Ich  verstehe  /  And  did  you  really  think  it  would  be  ? — it  was  not 
right,  Mr.  Egerton ;  it  was  not  fair."  Madame  Reinhard  spoke 
in  a  tone  of  just  irritation. 

"If  I  were  mistaken,"  said  Claude,  in. a  softened  voice,  "you 
must  pardon  me.  I  certainly  caught  a  few  words  which  made 
me  think  that  you  were  about  to  comply  with  some  request." 

"  Some  request  I  You  men  are  so  suspicious. — The  Baroness 
would  not  venture. —  She  knows  me  so  little,  she  would  not  dare 
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to  take  the  liberty. — We  do  not  meet;  we  are  not  acquainted, 
except — very  slight,  very  slight,  indeed."  Madame  Reinhard's 
eyes  were  raised  to  Claude's  face  fully,  simply,  so  that  he  could 
not  doubt  hei*. 

The  change  in  his  countenance  and  manner  was  very  marked. 
"  Then  you  are  not  her  friend,"  he  said,  "  and  I  may  warn  you 
against  her.  As  a  man  I  hear  more  than  you  are  likely  to  do.  I 
need  not  enter  into  particulars ;  but  it  is  well  known  that  she 
gambles  frightfully,  that  her  society  is  any  thing  but  select,  that 
she  is " 

"  ZIn  esprit  fortf^*  said  Madame  Reinhard,  with  a  peculiar  ac- 
cent of  sarcasm  upon  the  words. 

"  Yes,  that,  and  much  else,  which  it  is  most  undesirable  for  a 
womjin  to  be.     How  she  came  here  to-night,  I  can't  imagine." 

"  Ah  !  Miss  Manners  !  she  does  worship  intellect,"  said  Madame 
Reinhard;  "and  the  Baroness  is  stupendous." 

"So  it  is  said.  I  have  looked  into  her  poems,  and  can  only 
account  for  much  which  I  found  there  by  supposing  a  tendency 
to  insanity." 

"But  you  are  not  in  earnest ? "  exclaimed  Madame  Reinhard. 
Tlien  observing  his  grave  expression,  she  added,  almost  as  gravely, 
"But  1  have  read  very  little." 

"  And  you  will  not  read  more,  I  hope,"  said  Claude,  earnestly ; 
"  there  is  much  in  them  likely  to  do  immense  mischief." 

"  Ah  !  yes,  to  some  —  the  young.     But  I,  an  old  married  woman 

; "  and  Madame  Reinhard  laughed,  and  added,   "  but  you 

must  not  fear,  and  you  must  ask  me  to  forgive,  for  you  did  me 
wrong." 

Claude  held  out  his  hand,  and  said,  "  I  do  ask  for  forgiveness ; 
but  I  think  I  have  an  excuse.  I  could  not  bear  any  person,  any 
young  lady  with  whom  I  might  have  even  a  slight  acquaintance, 
to  be  brought  in  contact  with  such  a  person." 

Madame  Reinhard's  smile  was  not  quite  satisfactory  to  Claude. 
She  murmured  to  herself,  "Za  pauvre  Baronne!^^  and  then  re- 
marking that  it  was  late,  begged  Claude  to  inquire  if  her  carriage 
had  been  announced. 

Lady  Augusta  returned  home  very  much  out  of  humonr.  Sir 
Henry  took  his  candlestick  and  retired,  with  only  one  remark, 
that  Mr.  Randolph  was  a  first-rate  speaker  and  would  make  a 
capital  figure  in  the  House.  Helen  was  about  to  follow  his 
example,  but  she  was  seized  upon  for  a  lecture. 

"  Wait  a  minute,  my  dear,  I  have  something  to  say  to  you ; " 
and  Helen  sat  down.     "  Your  behaviour  to-night  has  not  pleased 
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me.  I  don't  choose  to  have  such  a  show  of  independence.  Madame 
Reinhard  maj  be  a  very  good  woman,  but  I  can't  allow  of  your 
devoting  yourself  exclusively  to  her.  Your  cousin  Susan  was 
quite  neglected.  Captain  Mordaunt  was  treated  with  actual  in- 
civility," 

Helen  answered  hastily :  "  Mamma,  you  may  criticise  my  con- 
duct towards  Susan  as  much  as  you  please.  She  understands  me 
too  well  to  be  offended.  Towards  Captain  Mordaunt,  I  must  and 
will  consult  only  my  own  feelings,  my  sense  of  what  is  true  and 
dignified." 

"  There  is  little  need  to  tell  me,  Helen,  that  you  will  follow 
your  own  will ;  that  is  shown  by  every  look  and  action.  Even 
your  dress " 

Helen  grasped  the  arm  of  her  chair  tightly,  and  her  lips  moved, 
but  she  did  not  speak. 

"  Even  your  dress,"  continued  Lady  Augusta,  "  is  nothing  but 
an  exaggeration  and  caricature.  I  suppose  because  I  found  fault, 
justly,  with  your  uncalled-for  magnificence,  you  chose  to  appear 
so  entirely  without  ornament  that  Julia  Manners  even  remarked  it." 

"  I  was  late,"  replied  Helen,  in  a  tone  of  smothered  resentment; 
"  there  was  no  time  for  ornament." 

*'  A  paltry  excuse,  Helen !  unworthy  of  you  !  But  it  is  all  part 
of  the  same  determination.  You  have  but  one  object  in  life,  — to 
thwart  me." 

"  May  I  be  allowed  to  go  to  bed,  mamma  ?"  replied  Helen.  She 
stood  up  with  the  lighted  candle  in  her  hand. 

Lady  Augusta  vouchsafed  no  reply,  and  Helen  went  to  her  room 
in  towering  indignation. 

Bondage  !  the  bondage  of  married  life  !  it  could  be  nothing  to 
this.  No  vows,  no  promises,  no  duties  could  be  so  galling  as  this 
perpetual  tutelage;  and  to  last — how  long  ?  For  years  and  years 
— through  youth  and  middle  life,  it  might  be  ;  in  all  probability 
it  would  be.  Surely  Madame  Reinhard  was  right.  There  was 
no  freedom  in  England  for  an  unmarried  woman  in  her  parents* 
house.  Let  her  age  and  experience  be  what  it  might,  those  who 
had  been  accustomed  to  treat  her  as  a  child  would  still  continue 
to  do  so,  and  the  world  would  look  upon  her  as  such.  Madame 
Reinhard  was  not  so  many  years  older,  but  she  was  free.  She 
went  where  she  liked,  did  as  she  liked,  chose  her  own  friends,  her 
own  society,  read  her  own  books,  gave  her  intellect  free  scope. 
It  was  all  the  charm  of  that  magic  word,  Madame.  Under  the 
shelter  of  subjection  she  was  free ;  and  Helen  might  be  free  also, 
more  free  even  than  Madame  Reinhard,  whose  husband,  it  was 
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whispered,  was  often  ill-tempered  and  exacting.  One  word,  and 
the  simple,  vapid,  devoted  Captain  Mordaunt  would  lay  at  her 
feet  his  fortune,  his  expectations,  his  prospective  title,  all  that 
could  give  her  independence  in  the  world,  and  ask  only  in  return 
a  nominal  submission.  In  her  grievous  inconsistency,  Helen  al- 
lowed herself  to  meditate  upon  the  possibility,  until  a  remembrance 
of  the  past  Hashed  across  her  mind,  and  the  image  of  Claude 
Egerton,  as  she  had  that  night  seen  him,  rose  up  before  her.  All 
excitement  was  gone  then — all  hope,  all  feeling,  but  that  heavy, 
overwhelming  sense  of  shame.  No,  the  freedom  which  she  had 
pictured  could  never  give  her  happiness. 


CHAPTER  LH. 


"  Tired,  my  child  ?"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  as  Susan  sat  at  work  the 
next  morning,  looking  pale,  and  almost  out  of  spirits. 

**  A  little,  mamma ;  but  I  think  my  mind  is  more  tired  than  my 
body.     It  always  is  aftier  I  have  been  at  a  party." 

"  There  could  not  have  been  much  to  tire  you  last  night,"  ob- 
served Anna,  drawing  near  Susan  and  appearing  quite  relieved 
at  the  prospect  of  a  little  conversation.  "  You  seem  to  me  to 
have  done  nothing  but  sit  still  and  listen  to  what  one  might  just 
as  well  read  in  a  review." 

"Lectures  are  different  froin  reviews,  though,"  observed  Isabella. 
"  You  would  understand  it,  Anna,  if  you  had  been  with  us  last 
night.  I  might  have  read  precisely  the  same  words  in  a  book  and 
they  would  have  had  no  effect  upon  me." 

"  Words  read  come  to  one  through  the  medium  of  one's  own 
mind,  words  spoken  through  that  of  the  speaker,  I  suppose  that 
makes  the  difference,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham.  "  But,  Susan,  the 
lecture  did  not  tire  you?" 

"Oh,  no,  mamma!  I  could  have  listened  for  another  hour. 
But  thinking,  and  wondering,  and  looking  at  every  body,-^that 
is  the  fatigue  in  society.  I  am  always  trying  to  understand 
people,  and  I  never  can..  That  strange  French  Baroness,  and 
Madame  Reinhard,  and  Helen,  and  Mr.  Egerton, — they  are  all 
such  mysteries." 

"  Madame  Reinhard  is  fascinating,"  said  Isabella.  "  1  don't 
wonder  at  Helen's  being  so  bewitched  with  her." 

"  Mamma  looks  grave,"  observed  Anna ;  "  she  doesn't  like 
Madame  Eeinhard." 
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"  And  Mr.  Egerton  does  not,"  obsiBrved  Susan. 

"  I  admire  her,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

^^  Oh,  mamma !  that  is  so  cold ! "  exclaimed  Isabella. 

"  You  would  not  have  me  say  I  love  her,  my  dear  child,  when 
I  have  not  seen  her  aboVe  half-a-dozen  times  in  my  life." 

"  But  she  is  so  clever,  so  brilliant,  and  original.  She  has  real 
gienius !     Mamma,  one  must  delight  in  genius." 

"  Madame  Reinhard's  genius  would  disappoint  me,  I  am  sure," 
said  Susan. 

"  Because  you  are  so  prosaic,  Susan*  You  can't  separate  what 
people  feel  and  think  from  what  they  do." 

"  It  is  rather  difficult,  I  own,"  replied  Susan,  quietly.  "  But, 
mamma," — and  she  turned  to  her  mother, — "  is  ^nius,  or  talent^ 
or  intellect  of  any  kind,  to  be  admired  for  itself?  That  is  what  I 
have  been  thinking  about  all  the  morning." 

"  And  all  last  night  too,  I  suspect,"  exclaimed  Anna;  "  What 
do  you  think,  mamma,  was  Susan's  observation  when  she  woke 
me  up  from  my  comfortable  sleep  at  one  o'clock  this  morning  ? 
*  I  am  very  glad  I  don't  live  with  geniuses ;  1  am  sure  I  should 
be  very  wicked  if  I  did.' " 

"  Possibly  Susan  had  arrived  at  a  right  conclusion,"  replied 
Mrs.  Graham,  laughing;  "though  it  was  very  unmerciful  to 
trouble  you  with  it  at  such  an  irrational  hour." 

"But,  mamma,  mamma!"  exclaime<i  Isabella;  "genius  make 
one  wicked  ?     How  can  it  ?    It  is  divine !  it  comes  from  God !" 

"  So  you  may  say  of  personal  beauty,  which  we  are  all  apt  to 
estimate  wrongly,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  But  you  cannot  put  that  on  a  par  with  genius !"  exclaimed 
Isabella. 

"  Certainly  not ;  only  as  it  is  a  gift  of  God  it  is  worthy  of  ad- 
miration, and  we  do  admire  it.  Any  thing  which  raises  a  man 
above  his  fellows,  even  physical  force  alone,  will  excite  the  feel- 
ing. If  we  could  see  a  giant  tear  up  a  tree  by  its  roots,  we  should 
admire  him." 

"  Oh  !  yes,  mamma !  with  a  certain  kind  ot  admiration,"  replied 
Isabella,  in  a  disappointed  tone.    "  But  who  would  care  for  that  ?" 

"  No  one  with  any  appreciation  of  that  which  is  really  admirable, 
my  dear  child.  Yet  I  am  saying,  1  think,  what  is  true.  The 
feelings  seem  to  me  to  rest  on  the  same  basis,  the  sense  of  power, 
and  only  to  differ  in  degree." 

Even  Anna  was  startled  by  this,  and  broke  in  suddenly  with 
an  expression  of  dissent. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  quietly,  "  the  highest  intellect 
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and  most  consummate  genius  in  the  universe,  putting  aside — 
if  one  may  venture  so  to  say — the  intellect  of  the  Supreme  Being, 
is  that  of  Satan." 

There  was  a  momentary  silence,  and  some  expression  of  pain 
on  Isabella's  face ;  then  she  said  in  a  low  voice,  "  But  we  could 
never  worship  that." 

"lam  not  so  sure,  my  love.  I  question  whether,  if  we  could 
analyse  our  feelings,  we  should  not  all  find  that  admiration,  ap- 
proaching to  worship,  is  mixed  up  with  our  idea  of  Satan — not 
admiration  of  his  wickedness,  but  of  his  intellect  and  power :  the 
same  feeling,  in  fact,  which  shows  itself  more  plainly  in  the 
homage  we  pay  to  what  we  often  call  greatness  in  our  fellow- 
creatures  ;  to  Napoleon,  for  instance,  or  Alexander  the  Great ;  or 
perhaps  to  intellectual  superiority  only,  as  in  Goethe,  or  Dante, 
or  Shakspeare." 

"  Goethe,  and  Dante,  and  Shakspeare !  But,  mamma,  they 
were  so  different!"  exclaimed  Anna. 

"  Yet  we — meaning  by  we,  the  people  of  this  present  age — 
are  in  the  habit  of  placing  them  in  the  same  category,  my  love. 
The  question  of  moral  worth  does  not  weigh  with  us.  They  wei'e 
great,  therefore  they  were  to  be  reverenced.  Satan  also  is  great, 
therefore  he  is  to  be  reverenced.  The  feeling  is  perfectly  natural ; 
and  we  find  that  in  heathen  countries  it  does  actually  develope 
itself  into  devil  worship — the  worship  of  power  apart  from 
goodness." 

Isabella  looked  extremely  shocked ;  and  Anna  remarked  that  it 
was  a  very  perplexing  subject,  for  in  the  Bible  the  ten  talents 
obtained  the  highest  reward,  which,  of  course,  showed  that 
superiority  of  any  kind  must  be  an  advantage. 

"  But  then  they  gained  ten  talents  more,"  remarked  Susan. 

"  Yes,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham  ;  "  as  our  Lord  says,  *  To  whom 
much  is  given,  of  him  will  be  much  required.'  And  the  much 
Anna,  must  be  not  what  the  world  estimates,  but  what  God 
estimates.  We  are  expressly  told  that  *  not  many  wise  men  after 
the  flesh  are  called ; '  and  that  *  God  hath  chosen  the  foolish 
things  of  the  world  to  confound  the  wise.'  If  these  words  mean 
any  thing  they  must  mean  that  the  talents  which  God  will  reward 
are  not  intellectual,  but  moral." 

"  But  those  who  had  the  most  given  them  were  to  obtain  the 
highest  glory,"  persisted  Isabella. 

**  Certainly,  dear  child.  But  then  we  must  all  allow  that  great 
advantages  involve  great  risks  and  temptations.  Therefore,  f 
tlie  ten  talents  gained  ten  more,  there  must  have  been  greater 
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watchfulness  and  earnestness  than  in  the  case  of  the  five  talents, 
which  gained  five." 

"But  supposing  the  ten  talents  had  only  gained  two  or  three  ?" 
said  Susan,  thoughtfully. 

"  Then  surely,  my  love,  they  would  have  fallen  far  short  of 
the  purpose  for  which  they  were  given,  and  so  the  person  who 
possessed  them  would  have  been  worthy  rather  of  blame  than 
reward.  Remember,  I  am  only  carrying  out  our  Lord's  parable, 
— not  supposing  that  we  can  really  be  any  thing  but  unprofitable 
servants  at  the  best." 

"  I  think  I  see,"  observed  Isabella,  a  little  unwillingly ;  "  but  it 
is  very  difficult  exactly  to  measure  what  every  one  has  done  and 
what  he  might  have  done." 

"Not  only  difficult,  but  impossible,"  observed  Mrs.  Graham. 
"  Talents  in  the  Bible,  as  we  all  know,  mean  every  kind  of  ad- 
vantage ;  and  we  can  neither  tell  what  talents  others  possess,  nor 
what  use  they  make  of  them  really.  But  the  tendency  in  the 
present  day  is  to  call  a  roan's  intellectual  gifts  his  talents,  and  to 
reverence  him  according  to  the  amount  bestowed,  and  not  ac- 
cording to  the  use  made  of  them.     There  lies  the  danger." 

"  But  I  would  not  reverence  the  man,  but  only  his  gifts,"  said 
Isabella. 

"  Very  plausible,  my  love  ;  but  not  very  possible.  When  you 
think  of  a  man,  you  must  think  of  him  as  a  whole ;  you  may 
analyse,  and  divide,  and  make  metaphysical  distinctions  in 
abstract  reasoning, — but  the  very  oAeness  of  our  being,  which 
constitutes  our  personal  identity,  compels  us  to  feel  towards  each 
individual  as  one^  to  form  one  idea  of  him ;  and  if  this  idea  be 
mingled  with  reverence,  from  whatever  cause,  we  do  reverence 
the  man,  and  not  his  gifts.  Think,  for  instance,  of  any  person, 
past  or  present, — Napoleon,  William  the  Conqueror,  or  any  in- 
dividual of  your  acquaintance.  If  it  were  not  for  this  power  of 
forming  one  conception  of  the  individual,  combining  all  you  know 
of  his  powers,  intellectual,  physical,  and  moral,  collecting,  as  it 
were,  the  essence  from  his  being,  you  would  really  have  no  idea 
of  him  at  all.  He  would  be  to  you  merely  different  phases  of  a 
living  creature,  —  a  succession  of  phantoms,  as  he  may  have 
appeared  at  different  periods  of  his  life.  There  must  be  some- 
thing distinct  and  beyond  all  this  ;  and  if  you  try  to  describe  any 
person,  you  will  feel  that  there  is.  You  may  say  he  is  passionate, 
generous,  clever,  moody,  fastidious,  any  thing  you  like  ;  but  you 
will  feel  all  the  time,  that  you  are  not  really  making  the  person 
to  whom  you  are  talking  understand  your  idea  of  the  man.     It  is 
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this  idea,  or  rather  this  reality, — for  no  doubt  it  is  in  its  nature 
a  reality, — which  excites  your  feeling  of  whatever  kind  ;  and  if 
this  should  be  reverence,  you  do,  and  must,  reverence  the  man, — 
the  essential,  individual,  man ;  and  if  he  be  not  worthy  of  reve- 
rence, if  his  will  be  not  in  accordance  with  God's  will,  and  his 
heart  subject  to  God's  law,  then  you  are  allowing  yourself  to 
honour  that  which  is  not  honoured  by  God." 

Isabella  looked  very  grave,  and  said,  that  it  was  next  to  im- 
possible not  to  admire  talen^i  of  any  kind,  and  still  more  genius. 

*^I  don't  object  to  your  admiring  it,  my  love,"  replied  Mrs. 
Graham  ;  "  admire  it,  if  you  will,  as  you  do  a  beautiful  face,  or  a 
beautiful  picture  ;  but  don't  let  reverence  be  mixed  up  with  ad- 
miration." 

"  Don't  worship  IVJadame  Beinhard,"  said  Anna,,  laughing. 

"Mamma  does  not  like  us  to  be  personal,"  replied  Isabella, 
rather  quickly. 

"  Unless  there  may  be  some  good  reason  for  it,"  observed 
Mrs.  Graham.  "  I  am  very  willing  to  give  you  my  opinion  of 
Madame  Reinhard,  and  you  can  judge  for  yourselves,  as  you  see 
more  of  her,  whether  I  ain  right.  I  think  she  is  brilliant,  but 
rather  superficial ;  with  a  great  many  good  qualities,  which  un- 
fortunately want  a  foundation,  and  so  are  perhaps  only  the  more 
likely  to  lead  her  astray." 

"  So  very,  very  cold,  mamma  !  "  exclaimed  Isabella. 

"My  love,  I  really  can't  be  enthusiastic  about  any  person, 
when  I  see  that  self-indulgence,  instead  of  self-denial,  is  the  rule 
of  life." 

"  Does  Madame  Reinhard  lie  on  sofas,  and  eat  and  drink  a 
great  deal  ?  "  asked  Anna,  satirically. 

Isabella  gave  an  indignant  negative. 

Susan  smiled,  and  said,  that  even  according  to  Helen's  account, 
Madame  Reinhard  was  not  indifferent  to  the  comforts  of  life. 

"  And  why  should  she  be  ?  "  inquired  Isabella.  "  Mamma,  you 
don't  uphold  asceticism." 

"Because  I  believe  that  very  often  there  is  a  good  deal  of  self- 
conceit  and  spiritual  pride  concealed  beneath  it,  my  love.  But  I 
do  most  entirely  uphold  that  self-restraint,  which  never  allows 
enjoyments  to  get  the  mastery  over  us ;  which  can  give  them  up 
when  required,  either  by  reason  or  religion.  But  really,  Anna, 
as  regards  Madame  Reinhard,  I  was  thinking  much  more  of  in- 
tellectual than  physical  self-indulgence." 

"  Tes  ;  I  suppose  she  is  not  likely  to  be  tempted  by  wine  and 
cigars,'^  said  Anna,  laughing. 
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"  But  she  would  allow  them  to  others,"  observed  Susan,  quickly. 
"  Vivre  et  laissez  vivre,  is  her  motto." 

"  She  is  charitable,"  said  Isabella. 

"Because  she  requires  charity  herself^"  observed  Anna. 
"  Mamma,  is  not  that  true  ?" 

Mrs.  Graham  only  smiled. 

"  Mamma,  now,  you  must  answer,"  continued  Anna. 

"  Well  I  if  I  must,  I  will  say  that  I  don't  think  it  can  be  true 
charity  which  puts  aside  the  laws  of  God.  Therefore,  if  we  have 
strict  rules  for  ourselves,  we  must,  I  suppose,  necessarily  be  some- 
what strict  with  our  neighbours.  We  may  make  excuses  for  them, 
but  we  must  not  call  wrong  right.  And  self-indulgence  of  any 
kind  is  unquestionably  wrong." 

Mrs.  Graham  moved,  intending  to  go  away,  but  Isabella  de- 
tained her  :  "  One  more  word,  mamma.  Intellectual  self-indul- 
gence !     I  don't  understand  what  you  mean  by  it." 

"  The  enjoyment  of  intellect  without  regard  to  religion  and 
morality,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham.  "  I  have  heard  Madame  Rein- 
hard  acknowledge  that  she  reads  books  which  no  woman  ought  to 
read,  merely  because  they  are  clever.  I  have  heard  her  spea^  en- 
thusiastically in  praise  of  persons  whose  lives  are  openly  scanda- 
lous, for  the  same  reason ;  and  I  am  afraid  she  courts  their 
society.  She  confesses  that  she  studies  only  for  the  purpose  of 
pleasing  herself,  and  that  she  can  see  no  other  use  or  object  in 
study.  Now  all  this,  Anna,  must  be  pernicious  ;  it  must  lower 
a  person's  standard  of  right,  and  it  is  undoubtedly  based  upon 
selfishness.  Of  course  I  should  not  speak  so  freely  of  Madame 
Reinhard  to  any  one  else ;  but  you  must  meet  her  occasionally, 
and  you  are  very  likely  to  be  fascinated  by  her,  as  Helen  is,  and 
so  I  would  rather  put  you  on  your  guard  beforehand." 

"  I  think  I  would  rather  not  have  been  put  on  my  guard,"  said 
Isabella,  when  her  mother  left  the  room. 

And  Susan  looked  up  from  her  work,  and  added ;  "  I  heard 
Mr.  Egerton  say  very  much  the  same  as  mamma  a  few  evenings 
since." 


CHAPTER  Lin. 


"  Ah  !  mein  liehes  Herz  !  alone,  and  thinking  I  may  I  know  the 
thoughts?" 

Helen  had  not  seen  Madame  Reinhard  for  two  days,  and  she 
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looked  up  with  pleasure  at  the  sound  of  her  voice  ;  but  there  wus 
still  Komething  sad  in  the  expression  of  her  countenance. 

"  My  thoughts  would  be  of  no  use  to  you,"  was  her  reply  ;  "  you 
would  not  understand  them." 

"  But  tliat  is  judging  beforehand ;  and  I  may  be  wiser  than  you 
think.     Suppose  I  could  guess?" 

"  Ini[>osBiblo  !"  exclaimed  Helen,  quickly. 

"  And  wherefore  7  but  perhaps  you  would  not  like  them  to  be 
told?" 

A  faint  tinge  of  colour  was  visible  on  the  cheek ;  then  it 
deepened  and  spread,  and  still  the  gaze  continued ;  till  Helen, 
unablu  to  boar  it,  turned  away  with  tears  gathering  in  her  eyes. 

"You  uro  brooding  over  the  past — sorrowing  for  it — nwuc 
liebf." 

"  I  don't  sorrow,  I  have  nothing  to  sorrow  for,"  exclumed 
Helen,  quickly. 

"  Nay,  then  I  am  ignorant.  Have  we  not  odea  and  often  told 
each  other  of  the  beautiful  past  ?" 

"  It  was  not  beautiful,''  sud  Helen.  "  When  I  possessed  it  I  did 
not  CMV  for  it;  and  I  don't  think  ahoat  it  now.  If  the  preaeat 
were  different,  I  should  not" 

A  sliadow  of  annoyance  was  visible  ot)  Madame  Reinhard'a  face. 
Shfl  annworeil  rather  satirically,  "  The  present  is  what  we  iR 
t>htKiM>  to  make  it  If  we  think  of  earthly  things  it  becoaxs 
mrthly.  Will  yon  choose  that?  will  yon  be  content  to  live  Hk 
Hfi>  of  Pvery  day,  like  the  qniet  consin  we  saw  the  other  night, 
Mill  her  prim  cavalier.  Mr.  Egerton?" 

If  Helen  had  choivn  1«  look  at  Madune  Reinhard,  she  would 
have  M>en  »  frlance  which,  whilst  it  seemed  to  wander  all  round 
1hi>  t\Xtia.  trtoh  in  every  change  in  her  fact ;  but  her  eyes  were 
Wni  in  another  din<ction  as  she  replied,  with  cold  self-restnunt, 
"  You  an*  rapid  in  vtwr  conclusions," 

"  Kapid  perhaps^,  bul  true ;  do  thev  not  Enit  ?  like  twins  ?  afae  il 
rhat  do  ynu  call  ii  ?  amiable,  respectable ;  and  be  it 

■TW.  T«T  decided  J<*n  BnlL' 

.  .Hessian  whrn  vod  excUimed  '  Qnd 
irirti,  fonin*  ber^fU  to  spe«k  coldlj. 
t  tk<  vo« ''  jtf,  a  first  impRssaii,  and  a 
MMHf  twwae.'  in  1^  ontward  man  ;  bat  in  Uw 
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"  In  the  clouds  ?  does  he  attain  so  high  ?  I  should  never  have 
thought  it,"  said  Madame  Reinhard,  ironically.  "  And  yet,  yes,  I 
suppose  in  his  highest  elevation  he  may  reach  the  clouds ;  but 
the  blue  sky,  the  pure  aether,  which  allows  the  free  gaze  to  pierce 
even  to  the  infinite, — Helen,  he  never  has  soared  there." 

"  Very  few  persons  have,"  said  Helen. 

*^  Pardon  me,  mon  amie.  Has  it  not  been  said  tbiit  we  are  all 
poets  when  we  read  a  poem  well  ?  So  they  who  understand,  who 
sympathise  with,  the  noble  minds  whose  dwelling  is  in  the  depths 
of  infinity,  must  themselves  be  of  them." 

'*  It  is  a  flattering  creed  at  any  rate,"  said  Helen,  with  an  in- 
credulous smile. 

"And  a  true  one;  and  necessary  to  be  believed,"  continued 
Madame  Reinhard.  "  Great  minds  feel  themselves  great,  or  they 
never  would  be  great.  And  lesser  minds  must  feel  what  they  are 
and  what  may  be,  or  they  will  never  attain  to  their  perfection. 
Look  round  the  world,  or  rather  listen  to  me,  who  have  had 
greater  opportunities  of  observation  than  you :  there  are  hundreds 
now  wasting  themselves  in  inaction,  doomed  to  ignoble  obscurity, 
who  might  have  shone  amongst  the  bright  ones  of  enduring  ages, 
could  they  but  have  realised  their  own  powers." 

"  Is  this  a  lecture  for  me  ?"  said  Helen.  "  I  am  quite  willing 
to  hear  what  my  own  powers  are." 

"Nay,  not  when  you  speak  in  that  tone.  We  will  talk  of 
something  else, — your  work  pattern — Miladi  Augusta's  crochet." 

"I  have  vexed  you,"  said  Helen,  affectionately. 

"  You  never  vex  me,  meine  Hebe;  it  is  the  mist :  I  wait  till  it  is 
past." 

"But  it  is  past, — it  shall  be,"  said  Helen.  "I  will  hear  any 
thing  you  have  to  say,  and  believe  it — ^if  I  can,"  was  added  in  a 
doubtful  tone. 

"  I  wish  you  only  to  believe  in  yourself,"  continued  Madame 
Reinhard.  "  I  would  not  have  you  lower  yourself  by  admiring 
that  which  is  beneath  you.  You  speak  of  that  Mr.  Egerton  as 
though  he  were  great,  but  he  is  not.  Shall  I  tell  you  what  he  is  ? 
I  read  it  in  the  first  moment  that  he  talked  with  me.  He  is  of 
those  who  feel,  though  they  may  not  say,  that  women  have  no 
right  to  independence  of  mind." 

"  No  !  no ! "  exclaimed  Helen,  impatiently.  Then  checking 
herself,  with  the  instinct  of  concealing  her  own  feelings,  she  added, 
coldly,  "  Yet,  in  one  respect,  I  can  imagine  that  you  are  right. 
Mr.  Egerton  would  never  endure  his  wife  to  bold  opinions  dif- 
ferent from  his  own," 
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"  And  so  he  would  be  a  tyrant.  Ah !  Helen,  Helen,  there  are 
souls  which  unite  as  one  —  which  are  one,  but  it  is  the  union  of 
freedom,  not  of  subjection.  Your  Mr.  Egerton  is  a  man  of  forms, 
and  creeds,  and  rules :  the  woman  who  would  be  happy  as  his  wife 
must  be  content  to  cut  and  narrow  her  own  mind  to  fit  his.  And 
there  may  be  such  an  one."     Madame  Reinhard  paused. 

And  Helen  said,  in  a  voice  which  never  faltered,  "  My  cousin 
Susan,  for  instance." 

"  Perhaps  so ;  I  know  but  little,  yet  I  can  sometimes  see.  She 
has  been  brought  up  (that  is  what  you  English  call  it,  is  it  not  ?) 
— brought  up,  taken  by  the  hand,  trained,  led.  She  would  close 
her  eyes  and  follow  blindfold,  and  think  she  saw.  Ah !  meine 
liebe!  how  many  there  are  like  her  !" 

"  It  may  be  a  pity  there  are  not  maiiy  more,"  said  Helen,  in  a 
constrained  voice. 

"  You  think  so,"  replied  Madame  Reinhard.  "  Well,  you  may 
be  right.  Of  course,  if  there  are  Mr.  Egertons,  there  must  be 
Miss  Grahams  to  suit  them.  But" — she  seized  Helen's  hand,  and 
forced  her  to  look  towards  her  —  "let  them  be  what  they  will  to 
each  other,  mein  Kind^  I  would  kneel  in  thankfulness  that  you 
will  never  consent  to  be  a  slave." 

Helen  made  no  reply. 

Madame  Reinhard  bent  forward  •  and  kissed  her  forehead,  and 
whispered,  "  Freedom,  Helen,  freedom !  the  dearest  gift  which 
God  can  bestow." 

Helen's  answer  was  bitter:  —  "I  ask,  as  I  have  asked  you 
often  before, — where  am  I  to  find  it  ?  at  home  ?" 

"And  I  answer,  as  I  have  answered  often  before, — in  a  home 
of  your  own." 

"  I  have  such  a  choice ! "  replied  Helen,  almost  angrily. 
"  Captain  Mordaunt,  perhaps,  would  be  your  recommendation, 
hy  way  of  securing  an  intellectual  companion." 

"Ah  !  Monsieur  le  Capitaine  !  There  are  many  worse  persons 
in  this  naughty  world  than  Monsieur  le  Capitaine." 

"  Ceftainly,  I  should  run  no  risk  of  being  rid  of  him  either  by 
hanging  or  transportation,"  said  Helen. 

"And  he  would  be  good — he  would  not  interfere  ;  he  go  his 
way,  you  go  yours, — that  would  be  his  motto.  I  could  do  very 
well  with  Monsieur  le  Capitaine." 

"But  you  don't  mean  —  you  can't,  —  you  would  not  for  the 
world  have  married  him  !"  exclaimed  Helen. 

"He  never  asked  me,"  was  Madame  Reinhard's  reply. 

''But  love,  congeniality!"  exclaimed  Helen,   "I  don't  under- 
Btand  you, — I  can't  in  tlie  least.  eom^iftVevi^l" 
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"How  should  you,  mon  amie?  we  talk  of  different  things. 
You  look  for  that  which  is  to  be  found  once,  twice,  possibly  three 
times,  in  the  history  of  a  hundred/  years.  I  grant  you  to  be  very 
happy,  very  blessed,  if  you  do  find  it;  but  if  you  don^t — and 
Madame  Reinhard  shrugged  her  shoulders,  —  "what  can  you  do 
but  do  without  it  ?" 

"  And  live  and  die  an  old  maid,"  said  Helen,  with  an  accent  of 
quiet  despair. 

"  Meine  liebcy  pity  forbid !  why  do  you  speak  of  it  ?  No  : 
union  of  heart,  sympathy  of  soul,  may  perhaps  be  found  in  a 
husband,  though  I  look  round  the  world,  and  see  vety  few  who 
have  found  it,  and  those  always  content  with  less  far  than  you  or 
I  would  ask.  But  it  can  never  be  that  we  are  shut  out  from  it, 
though  it  may  not  be  met  with  in  him.  Give  me  but  freedom  of 
action,  and  I  will  seek  till  I  meet  with  it  somewhere.  Is  it  not  iny 
own  case,  Helen?'*  and  Madame  Reinhard's  face  assumed  an  ex- 
pression of  sadness.  "My  home! — what  is  it  to  me?  but  my 
friends  !-^-do  I  not  live  in  them — live  by  them  ?  are  they  not  my 
happiness  ?  There  is  no  sorrow  for  me,  mdne  liebcy  whilst  you 
and  I  can  thus  meet  and  be  one.*' 

Helen  fondly  pressed  the  hand  that  was  extended  to  her,  but 
answered  somewhat  ironically  :  "  And  you  think  Captain  Mor- 
daunt  would  interfere  with  us  less  than  mamma  ?^* 

"  1  am  sure  of  it.  But  I  don't  speak  of  him,  le  pauvre  homme. 
I  would  not  mean  any  one  in  particular.  Though  he  would  be 
kind,  good-humoiired,  and  he  would  have  means, — he  would  place 
the  world  at  your  feet."  Helen  shrank  from  the  suggestion. 
Mada.me  Reinhard  added,  laughingly,  "You  think  that  nothing, 
mon  amie ;  but  remember  money  is  freedom's  key,  and  freedom 
gives  us  the  power  of  entrance  into  the  spiritual  world." 

"  I  can't  bear  it,  I  must  not  hear  of  it ! "  exclaimed  Helen :  she 
rose  up  suddenly,  and  passed  her  hand  across  her  brow,  longing, 
so  it  seemed,  to  clear  away  some  weight  which  pressed  upon  it. 
"  Gretchen,"  and  she  turned  almost  fiercely  to  her  friend,  "  you 
tempt  me." 

"Tempt  you,  meine  Hebe!  no,"  replied  Madame  Reinhard,  in  a 
sweet  indifferent  tone,  as  though  the  subject  had  scarcely  rested 
for  a  moment  in  her  mind.  "  Friends  cannot  tempt  one  another 
in  these  matters,  they  can  but  tell  of  their  own  experience.  I 
said  but  what  came  into  my  head,  brought  there  by  the  sight  of 
Miladi  Augusta's  face  when  she  met  me  in  the  passage.  She  will 
not  let  us  long  be  together,  mein  KindJ' 

"  Was  she  fillone?"  aisked  H6len,  quickly. 
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**  No,  there  was  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  waiting,  despairing  to 
see  jou,  I  suppose." 

"  Not  to  see  me !  he  is  quite  aware  that  I  have  nothing  to  say 
to  him,"  exclaimed  Helen. 

Madame  Reinhard  made  no '  direct  reply ;  she  only  said : 
*'  Miladi  Augusta  looked  thunder :  I  could  almost  have  supposed 
she  knew  my  wish.     I  would  carry  you  off,  mon  amieP 

"  For  a  drive  ?     I  am  engaged  to  go  out  with  mamma.** 

"But  you  drive  with  her  every  day,  and  I  would  take  you 
where  you  would  like  to  go." 

"And  you  really  thought  mamma  would  say  yes?"  asked 
Helen. 

"  I  thought  I  would  beg.  Miladi  Augusta  cannot  be  so  very 
hard,  when  she  has  you  all  day." 

"  Try,"  said  Helen,  bitterly. 

"  She  cannot  make  you  such  a  slave.     Only  a  drive  ! " 

"  Try,"  repeated  Helen. 

To  her  surprise,  Madame  Reinhard  rose  from  her  seat,  and 
said  playfully :  "  I  go,  and  I  return  conqueror ; "  and  she  left  the 
room. 

Helen  sat  in  the  same  position,  dreaming  sadly :  a  weight  was 
upon  her,  a  sense  of  entanglement  oppressed  her,  but  she  did  not 
feel  that  she  had  sufficient  energy  to  shake  it  off.  She  was  sure 
that  Madame  Reinhard  had  some  meaning  in  her  proposal,  but 
she  could  not  trouble  herself  to  inquire  what  it  might  be.  After 
a  few  moments  the  door  opened,  and  Madame  Reinhard  appeared 
again,  accompanied  by  Lady  Augusta  and  Captain  Mordaunt 
The  expression  of  her  face  was  peculiar, — the  mouth  was  grave, 
the  eyes  laughed.     She  left  it  to  Lady  Augusta  to  speak. 

"  Helen,  Madame  Reinhard  tells  me  that  you  have  a  headache, 
and  that  a  drive  in  her  open  carriage  will  be  pleasanter  than 
going  out  with  me  in  a  close  one." 

Helen  was  about  to  deny  the  headache,  but  Madame  Reinbard 
interrupted  her,  just  as  she  was  beginning  to  answer.  "  We  wiU 
have  no  excuses,  mon  amie.  You  are  very  pale,  we  think  so,  all ; 
the  drive  will  be  very  good,  and  Monsieur  le  Capitaine,  he  also 
goes  for  a  ride  in  the  park  at  this  hour,  and  that  wiU  be  our 
pleasant  escort." 

"  Then  you  had  better  go  at  once,"  continued  Lady  Augusta : 
"I  wish  you  to  be  at  home  in  good  time.  We  shall  see  you  at 
dinner,"  she  added,  addressing  Captain  Mordaunt. 

The  unmeaning  face,  half-hidden  by  whiskers  and  a  moustache, 
was  brightened  by  a  smile,  as  Captain  Mordaunt  expressed  him- 
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self  proud  to  accept  the  invitation  ;  and  Helen,  not  being  able 
to  object  to  the  arrangement  without  positive  incivility,  went  to 
prepare  for  her  drive. 

By  what  means  Madame  Reinhard  had  contrived  to  gain  that 
one  victory,  she  did  not  choose  to  confess  to  Helen  ;  but  it  was 
followed  by  several  others,  all  of  the  same  kind.  One  day  it  might 
be  a  visit  to  a  picture  gallery,  another  day  to  a  panorama,  or  an 
exhibition  of  curiosities ;  the  object  seemed  to  be  of  little  conse- 
quence to  Lady  Augusta,  as  long  as  Madame  Reinhard  and  Helen 
were  not  closeted  together,  but  allowed  Captain  Mordaunt  to 
attend  upon  them.  Yet  she  never  mentioned  his  name  to  Helen 
in  private,  neither  did  Madame  Reinhard.  His  coming  or  going 
appeared  to  be  a  matter  of  equal  indifference  to  both,  whilst 
Helen  treated  him  with  a  coldness  which  she  believed  was  a 
sufficient  indication  of  her  sentiments  to  prevent  his  being  de- 
ceived. Only  now  and  then  Madame  Reinhard,  by  some  seem- 
ingly accidental  observation,  drew  Helen's  attention  to  the  fact, 
that  she  was  more  free  with  Captain  Mordaunt  than  without  him. 
He  was  undoubtedly  very  good-natured,  and  had  not  mind  enough 
to  interfere  with  the  mind  of  others  ;  and  Helen  and  her  friend 
were  able  to  carry  on  in  his  presence  conversation  which  would 
have  been  tabooed  by  Lady  Augusta  as  dangerously  liberal. 
Being  certain  that  she  did  not  care  for  him,  and  that  he  was 
aware  of  the  fact,  Helen  by  degrees  was  becoming  accustomed 
to  him.  The  "  cousinship  "  and  the  long  acquaintance  were  an 
excuse  for  a  certain  amount  of  convenient  familiarity,  cleverly 
fostered  by  Madame  Reinhard,  who  took  every  opportunity  of 
making  him  useful. 

Helen  was  very  blind  to  what  was  going  on.  Her  thoughts 
were  often  preoccupied,  and  the  very  knowledge  that  Lady 
Augusta  wished  her  to  encourage  Captain  Mordaunt,  made  it 
appear  impossible  that  Madame  Reinhard,  even  if  she  were  capable 
of  manoeuvring,  could  have  the  same  object  in  view. 

But,  for  once,  the  clever,  liberal,  sophistical  Madame  Reinhard, 
and  the  stem,  prejudiced,  but  equally  worldly-minded  Lady 
Augusta  Clare,  were  agreed. 

Madame  Reinhard's  position  in  the  society  to  which  she  had 
been  admitted,  was  a  doubtful  one.  She  had  entered  it,  as  it 
were,  by  stealth,  introduced  by  Miss  Manners,  and  a  few  other 
would-be  literary  people,  who  were  fascinated  by  her  quickness 
of  intellect,  and  amused  by  the  freedom  and  originality  of  her 
foreign  manners  and  habits  of  thought.  But  she  stood  by  herself; 
her  husband's  tastes  were  different  from  her  own ;  his  friends 
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were  regarded  with  suspicion  :  and  he  had  neither  rank  nor  for- 
tune sufficient  to  set  the  opinion  of  the  world  at  defiance.  Many 
persons  declined  an  intimacy  with  Madame  Reinhard,  because 
they  did  not  choose  to  become  acquainted  with  her  husband  ; 
others,  like  Lady  Augusta,  admitted  her  to  their  society  for  a 
time,  and  then  were  inclined  to  draw  back.  She  could  only  be 
certain  of  those  who  were  exclusively  devoted  to  the  worship  of 
talent,  and  were  content  to  set  aside  every  prejudice,  or  even 
principle,  for  the  sake  of  its  enjoyment.  And  this  did  not  satisfy 
her.  Professing  the  most  exalted  theories  of  unworldliness  and 
contempt  for  conventionalisms,  Madame  Seinhard  was,  in  truth, 
the  slave  of  admiration  and  the  devotee  of  fashion.  To  be  first, 
wherever  she  might  be,  was  an  absolute  essential  to  her  happiness. 
To  be  excluded  from  anv  societv  was  a  sufficient  motive  to  induce 
her  to  force  her  way  into  it  at  all  hazards.  Intercourse  with  literary 
people  sufficed  as  long  as  it  was  but  a  stepping-stone  to  something 
beyond  ;  but  when  once  she  had  discovered  that  there  was  an 
inner  circle,  into  which  she  had  not  the  power  of  entrance,  her 
vain  and  restless  spirit  wearied  itself  in  endeavours  to  break 
through  the  magic  barrier. 

And  Helen  might  assist  her — Helen,  with  beauty,  grace,  talent, 
and  fortune, — as  the  wife  of  a  man  who  must,  before  very  long, 
inherit  an  earldom,  would  have  it  in  her  power,  and  certainly  in 
her  will,  to  give  Madame  Reinhard,  or  any  person  whom  she 
chose  to  acknowledge  as  her  friend,  admission  to  the  society  in 
which  she  herself  was  privileged  to  move.  For  Madame  Rein- 
hard  never  distrusted  Helen.  There  is  something  in  truth  of 
character  which  even  the  untrue  cannot  but  feel.  Helen  might 
be  raised  to  a  throne,  and  Madame  Reinhard  knew  that  it  would 
make  no  dilFerence  in  her  affection.  If  they  were  friends  now. 
when  Helen  was  a  young  girL  kept  under  subjection  in  her 
father's  house,  still  more  would  thev  be  friends,  when  Helen 
should  have  rank  and  wealth,  and  freedom,  and  be  able  to  share 
them  with  whomsoever  she  would.  Her  house  would  be  Madame 
ReinhanTs  house  ;  her  iriends  Madame  Reinhard*s  friends  ;  and 
her  husband — that  was  but  a  secondary  consideration  ;  yet  much 
better,  surely,  was  it  for  Madame  Reinhard's  views,  that  he  should 
be  a  puppet  in  her  hands*  that  a  man  of  strong,  independent 
character,  bent  upon  subjecting  his  wife  to  his  wilL 

Better  Captain  Mordaunt  than  Claude  Egerton.  That  was  a 
danger  which  Madame  Reinhard's  penetration  had  discovered  at 
one  glance.  Past  it  might  be — there  was  somethinj;  in  Helens 
«anner,  reserved  though  she  had  been,  which  made  it  probaUe— 
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but  not  so  past  as  that  its  influence  was  gone.  And  Madame  Rein- 
hard  smiled  in  scorn,  as  she  dwelt  upon  the  obstacles  which  had 
arisen  in  her  path,  and  in  her  secret  heart  vowed  that  Helen 
Clare  should,  before  another  month  was  over,  consent  to  be  the 
future  Countess  of  Harford. 


CHAPTER  LIV. 


"  Well,  Claude,  my  good  fellow !  glad  to  see  you ! "  was  the 
Admiral's  greeting,  as  Claude  sat  down  by  the  gouty  chair,  and 
began  to  inquire  after  his  health.  The  Admiral's  weather-beaten 
face  was  looking  pale  and  deeply  wrinkled  that  morning ;  his  eyes 
had  lost  their  brightness,  and  the  tone  of  his  voice  was  hollow, 
though  its  accent  was  cheerful.  He  did  not  seem  inclined,  as 
usual,  to  dilate  upon  his  many  maladies  ;  rather  he  turned  with  an 
interest,  which  had  somewhat  of  anxiety  mingled  with  it,  to  Claude's 
account  of  his  own  doings.  "  And  so  you  have  been  down  at 
Helmsley  for  a  day  or  two,  seeing  after  your  people  ?  how  did  you 
make  your  business  with  the  House  suit  with  that?  " 

"  I  managed  to  pair  off,"  was  Claude's  reply.  "  There  was  no- 
thing very  important  coming  on,  and  I  wanted  to  get  away  very 
much,"  he  added,  in  a  lower  tone. 

"  Hard  work  for  you,  my  boy  ;  late  hours !  they  don't  suit,  I'm 
afraid.     You  mustn't  wear  yourself  out  before  your  time." 

"  No  great  matter,  dear  sir,  if  I  do.  There  won't  be  too  many 
tears  shed  for  me." 

"  Nonsense,  Claude ! "  and  the  Admiral  roused  himself  to  energy. 
"  I  won't  have  any  such  folly.  No  tears  shed  for  you  !  Why,  il 
a  man  feels  that  he  is  worth  enough  to  make  him  shed  tears  for 
himself,  there  is  reason  sufficient  to  prevent  his  throwing  away 
his  life.     I  shall  think  you  are  but  a  woman,  after  all,  with  such 


nonsense." 


"But  you  must  allow,"  said  Claude,  " that  the  consideration 
will  have  some  influence.  One  can  imagine  fathers  and  mothers, 
for  instance,  only  wishing  for  life,  because  of  the  loss  their  death 
will  be  to  their  children." 

"  Well,  then,  marry,  and  be  a  father  yourself,  and  then  you  will 
have  something  to  live  for." 

Every  muscle  in  Claude's  face  was  rigidly  strained,  whilst 
the  Admiral's  eye  was  fixed  upon  him.     Very  slowly,  but  with 
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perfeet  calmness,  he  answered :  ^  I  have  no  wish  to  marrj  at 
present." 

The  Admiral's  first  movement  showed  irritation ;  the  next  in- 
stant he  laid  his  rough  hand  upon  Claude's,  and  said,  ^  Mj  poor 
boj  ! "  and  tears  stood  in  his  failing  ejes.  After  a  momentary 
pause,  he  added,  impatiently,  '^  You  shouldn't  be  in  London  to 
come  across  that  girL" 

It  required  a  great,  great  effort  to  speak,  but  Claude  made  it. 
He  said  firmly,  '^  I  feel  that  it  is  best  we  should  meet,  sir,  and  I 
am  very  thankful  that  we  have  done  so.  It  will  be  much  less 
painful  the  second  time." 

''  To  you  perhaps  ;  as  for  her,  she  doesn't  care  enough  to  feel 
more  or  less  pain." 

'^  I  cannot  flatter  myself*  she  does,"  replied  Claude ;  ''  and  in  a 
certain  way  that  fact  makes  my  task  more  easy." 

**  What  task  ?  you  have  done  with  her  ?  you  have  had  enough 
of  her  ?  "  exclaimed  the  Admiral. 

Claude's  answer  was  a  faint  attempt  at  a  smile. 

The  Admiral  became  suddenly  grave.  'Til  tell  yon  what, 
Claude,  my  boy,"  he  said ;  '*  there's  no  cure  for  all  this  but  marriage 
—  marriage  for  you  and  marriage  for  her ;  and  take  my  word  for 
it,  shell  be  the  first  to  set  you  the  example.  Even  now  J  know 
from  very  good  authority,  that  she's  on  the  high  road  to  it ;  and 
when  she  has  thrown  herself  away  upon  that  jackanape  cousin  of 
hers,  for  the  sake  of  being  one  day  a  countess,  then  I  suppose 
therell  be  some  chance  of  your  friends  seeing  you  a  happy, 
domestic  man." 

'*  Miss  Clare  is  engaged  then  to  Captain  Mordaunt  ?  "  b^an 
Claude,  coldly. 

''  Miss  Clare  don't  talk  of  Miss  Clare  to  me ! "  interrupted  the 
Admiral;  ''Helen  is  the  only  name  I  know  her  by  now;  fair 
and  false  as  her  namesake.  As  to  her  being  engaged  or  not,  I 
won't  venture  to  say ;  you  know  well  enough,  engagements  are 
not  matters  of  much  consequence  to  her.  But  any  how,  she's 
flirting  with  him  till  she  is  the  talk  of  London.  You  see,  Claude, 
though  I  do  sit  in  my  gouty  chair,  with  my  back  to  the  light,  I 
can  tell  how  the  world  goes.  What's  the  matter  ?  what  are  yoa 
after  ? "  he  added  as  Claude  rose  up  and  stood  fronting  the  fire- 
place. 

Claude  turned  round  directly.  "  Very  likely  the  report  is  true, 
sir.  In  a  worldly  point  of  view  it  will  be  a  very  good  connec- 
tion." 

And  you  won't  fret  your  life  out  about  it  ?  " 
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"  I  wish  she  may  be  happy,  sir  :  you  will  allow  me  that  wish.** 

"  And  I  wish  you  may  be  happy,  my  dear  boy.  There,  come 
and  sit  down  by  me :  don't  mind ;  though  you  may  be  a  man  to 
others,  you  are  a  boy  to  me — my  boy,  and  it's  natural  enough  for 
me  to  think  as  I  do.  Time  goes  on,  and  health  and  strength  go 
with  it,  and  before  long  I  sha'n't  be  able  to  say  what  I  would. 
God  knows,  Claude,  how  fathers  love  their  children.  'Twas  His 
will  to  shut  up  that  joy  from  me ;  yet  He  has  given  me  a  taste 
of  it  too.  There  are  few  fathers  who  would  do  more  for  their 
sons  than  I  would  for  you ;  and  when  I  think  of  lying  down  in 
my  grave,  the  weight  which  lies  heaviest  on  my  heart  is  the 
thought  that  you  may  go  through  life  as  I  have  gone  through  it 
myself." 

Claude  looked  surprised,  but  before  he  could  speak  the  Admiral 
continued :  "  I  know  what  you  would  say.  Tve  been  a  fortunate 
man,  a  prosperous,  and  honoured  man.  No  one,  to  the  best  of  my 
belief,  will  say  an  ill  word  of  me  after  my  death,  and  many  have 
said  good  words  of  me  during  my  life.  God  be  thanked  for  both. 
But,  Claude  I  haven't  been  a  happy  man.  There's  been  a  want. 
Look ! "  and  he  drew  forth  a  small  locket  attached  to  a  hair  chain ; 
—"would  you  think  now  that  an  old  fellow,  verging  towards 
eighty,  would  be  such  a  fool?  that  he  would  care  still  for  that 
which  is  now  only  a  rememberance  of  one  who  is  an  angel  in 
Paradise ;  and  who  didn't  love  him  —  Claude,  didn't  love  him," 
he  repeated,  with  an  accent  of  mournful  bitterness.  "  Ah !  we 
are  all  more  weak  than  we  choose  to  own ;  and  seventy  years 
of  this  world's  storms  haven't  sufficed  to  make  me  look  upon 
that  trinket  as  what  it  is ;  a  bit  of  childish  memory ;  a  love-token 
from  a  little  one  who  didn't  know  what  love  meant.  How  other 
men  manage  I  can't  say,  it's  been  a  problem  many  a  time ;  per- 
chance, they  don't  feel  as  I  felt;  but  one  thing  I  have  learnt,  Claude, 
from  my  own  experience,  and  it's  the  legacy  of  advice  I'd  fain 
give  to  you.  Don't  cherish  your  sorrow :  when  God  breaks  our 
idols  in  pieces,  it  isn't  for  us  to  put  the  broken  bits  together 
again.  I  did  it.  For  years  I  nursed  my  grief,  and  wouldn't  part 
from  it,  and  when  I  would  fain  have  rid  myself  of  it,  it  was  too 
late.  I  had  grown  suspicious,  and  felt  myself  disagreeable,  and 
thought  that  no  woman  could  ever  be  brought  to  care  for  me,  and 
so  I  never  could  bring  myself  to  ask  her  if  she  would  try ;  and 
then  I  became  what  I  am  now ;  an  old  bachelor,  a  weariness,  and 
a  trouble." 

Claude  interrupted  him:  "Never,  sir,  never;  think  of  Mrs. 
Graham,  of  her  children ;  think  of  me.  Is  there  any  thing  a  sotx 
would  do  for  a  father  which  I  would  not  do  iot  -^oxi'^,'" 
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The  old  man  laid  his  hand  upon  Claude's  head :  "  God  bless 
you,  my  boy,  for  being  a  ble:»sing  to  me.  Yes,  he  has  been  very 
merciful;  but  it  is  written, — many  and  many  a  time  have  the 
words  come  to  me  almost  as  a  reproach, —  *  It  is  not  good  for  man 
to  be  alone/  And  it  is  true,  Claude :  women  are  not  aJone  like 
men,  when  they  have  reached  old  age  without  being  married. 
Their  hearts  are  softer,  they  form  more  ties;  they  have  more 
loving  ways.  All  their  lives  through,  for  the  most  part,  they  have 
lived  in  families,  and  so  the  families  cling  to  them,  and  become 
theirs.  But  men  are  very  solitary,  Claude  ;  for  the  greater  part 
of  their  life  society  shuts  them  in  as  by  walls:  they  have  no 
choice ;  their  friends  must  be  men ;  and  one  man  may  have  a 
great  regard  for  another,  they  may  be  very  dear  friends,  but 
there's  seldom  any  thing  softening,  there's  not  enough  tenderness 
in  the  love;  and  a  man  wants  that  even  for  his  good.  The 
nature  is  hard,  and  the  world  makes  it  harder,  and  if  there's  no 
woman's  influence  to  melt  it,  ten  to  one  but  he  lives  for  himself, 
and  his  selfish  needs,  and  so  the  good  that  is  in  him  never  puts 
itself  forth.  I  should  have  been  a  better  man,  Claude,  if  I  had 
married  i  married,  that  is,  well  and  wisely." 

"  Yes,  if  one  could  marry  well  and  wisely,"  exclaimed  Claude, 
hastily. 

"  To  be  sure ;  that's  the  point.  Better  go  down  to  your  grave 
lonely,  than  with  a  trouble  whicli  will  eat  into  your  vitals ;  and 
there's  none  will  do  that  sooner  than  a  senseless  wife.  But  the 
fault  is,  Claude,  in  thinking  that  because  you  can't  have  the  first 
thing  you  wish  for,  you  won't  do  very  well  with  the  second." 

"  The  loss  of  the  first  may  destroy  all  inclination  for  the  second," 
said  Claude. 

"  A  burnt  child  dreads  the  fire,  eh  ?  But  you  don't  mean  to 
tell  me  that  there  aren't  fifty, — a  hundred  women,  better  worth 
having  in  the  world  than  that  butterfly  girl,  Helen  Clare  ?" 

"  I  have  no  doubt  of  it,  sir ;  not  the  least,  as  far  as  the  taste  of 
other  men  is  concerned,  or  even  according  to  my  own  judgment." 

"  But  you  don't  choose  to  seek  them  out,"  said  the  Admiral,  in 
a  disappointed  tone. 

"  Once  deceived,  deceived  for  ever,"  said  Claude,  sternly. 

A  gleam  of  quick  intelligence  brightened  the  Admiral's  eyes. 
"  Ah  !  my  boy  !  I  understand.  That's  the  harm.  It's  what  we 
all  do  to  each  other,  more  or  less.  J^o  one  of  us  can  fall  from  a 
pinnacle  without  shaking  those  who  stand  on  the  pinnacles  round 
us.  But  perchance,  Claude,  there  may  be  some  placed  on  pin- 
nacles who  had  no  right  to  be  there ;  and  the  fault  then  may  be 
with  those  who  put  them  there." 
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"  Very  likely,  sir,  very  likely,"  said  Claude,  in  a  tone  of  im- 
patience, which  showed  how  distasteful  the  subject  was  to  him. 
But  the  Admiral  would  not  let  him  escape. 

"  You  must  bear  with  me,  my  dear  boy ;  you  must  let  me  say 
my  say.  There  mayn't  be  so  many  opportunities  left ;  and  I  have 
it  at  heart,  Claude.     It's  a  yearning  I  have  to  see  you  married." 

"  Indeed  I "  said  Claude,  incredulously. 

"  Yes,  you  mayn't  think  it ;  but  if  it  had  been  that  you  had 
married  Helen  Clare,  I  believe  I  should  have  been  better  pleased 
than  to  see  you  as  you  are.     You  aren't  made  for  the  life." 

*'  I  shall  become  used  to  it,  no  douj^t,"  said  Claude. 

"  Use  !  It's  nature,  not  use,  that  makes  a  man  fit  to  be  an  old 
bachelor.  There  are  men  made  for  it,  with  large  hearts  but  cold 
temperaments;  who  love  widely,  but  not  deeply ;  who  have  their 
work  put  before  them  when  they  enter  life,  and  who  can  throw 
themselves  into  it,  and  make  it  their  object.  We  must  all  marry 
something,  Claude,  or  we  couldn't  live :  and  some  marry  principles, 
and  some  duties,  and  some  fame,  and  not  a  few  marry  themselves. 
But  it's  not  in  you,  by  nature,  to  do  either;  and  if  you  don't  find 
a  wife  to  your  taste,  and  that  before  long,  the  want  will  canker 
and  eat  out  all  the  soft  parts  of  your  nature." 

"  That  has  not  been  your  case,  sir,"  said  Claude. 

"  Perhaps  not  entirely.  But  yours  would  be  worse  than  mine. 
We  are  not  alike.  You  are  shut  up,  I  open  to  everybody,  and 
so  everybody  opens  to  me.  If  you  don't  take  care,  Claude,  you'll 
begin  by  acting  coldness,  and  you'll  end  by  feeling  it.  That's  a 
danger  which  young  people  don't  think  of;  but  it's  a  true  one." 

Claude  was  silent  and  thoughtful :  then,  as  with  a  sudden  recol- 
lection of  duty,  he  turned  to  the  Admiral,  and  said,  "  You  are 
right,  sir,  I  know.     If  I  can't  talk  about  it,  I  feel  it." 

**  Act,  man,  act !  I  wouldn't  give  a  farthing  for  feeling  with- 
out action." 

Claude  smiled  faintly. 

The  Admiral  leaned  back  in  his  chair,  looking  very  tired.  He 
sighed ;  and  Claude  stood  up  to  go,  and  yet  lingered. 

'*  Shall  I  ask  Mrs.  Graham  to  come  to  you,  sir  ? "  he  said. 

"She's  out,"  was  the  Admiral's  short  reply.  "Pour  out  my 
medicine,  Claude  ;  it's  time  I  should  take  it." 

"  Is  Miss  Graham  at  home  ? "  inquired  Claude,  as  he  put  the 
glass  into  the  Admiral's  hand. 

The  glass  was  rested  upon  the  table,  and  the  old  man's  eye 
sparkled.  "You'll  find  her  in  the  drawing-room,  she  had  been 
reading  to  me  before  you  came  ;  the  other  girls  went  with  their 
mother  ?  " 
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"  I  shall  only  disturb  her,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Claude,  coldly. 

The  Admiral  drank  off  his  nauseous  draught,  and  answered 
quickly,  "  Not  a  bit,  man.  Faugh  !  where  are  the  biscuits  ?  one 
would  think  it  was  ink.  Not  a  bit  likely  to  disturb  her,  if  you've 
any  thing  to  say." 

"  Only  a  question  to  ask,"  said  Claude,  doubtfully. 

"She'll  answer  it:  she's  always  ready.  Ring  the  bell  for 
Barnes  ;  he  must  rub  my  foot." 

Barnes  came.     " Miss  Graham  in  the  drawing-room,  Barnes?" 

"  I  believe  so,  sir." 

"Right;  I  told  you  so."  The  Admiral  addressed  Claude. 
**  She'll  come  here,  if  you  like  it  best." 

"  Oh,  no,  no !  thank  you  I  I  would  not  on  any  account  give 
her  the  trouble.  I  merely  wanted  to  ask  for  the  address  of  a 
German  lady  she  knows  slightly." 

"  Shell  give  it  you.  She  is  sure  to  do  it.  Better  go  and  ask 
her."  And  Claude  assented,  though  rather  as  if  he  were  speak- 
ing in  a  dream.  And  the  Admiral,  in  spite  of  his  weariness, 
smiled,  as  he  leaned  back  in  his  chair  and  muttered  to  himself, 
"It  will  do,  after  all." 


CHAPTER  LV. 

"Affairs  seem  making  progress,  my  dear  friend,"  said  Miss 
Manners,  as  she  entered  Lady  Augusta's  boudoir;  having  just 
seen  Helen  set  off  for  her  ride  in  the  park  with  her  father  and,  as 
a  necessary  attendant.  Captain  Mordaunt. 

Lady  Augusta  continued  to  work  at  her  carpet  with  an  air 
of  severe  industry.  "  I  leave  all  these  things,  Julia,  my  love. 
Helen  will  take  her  own  way.     I  don't  think  of  them." 

"  But  your  heart  must  be  deeply  interested  in  them,"  continued 
Miss  Manners.  "  It  is  impossible  to  watch  the  course  of  a 
devoted  attachment  without  being  so." 

"  My  heart,  I  am  thankful  to  say,  is  not  deeply  intereaied  in 
any  worldly  events,  Julia,"  replied  Lady  Augusta.  "Look  ttii 
this  lily,  my  love.  Do  you  think  the  shades  are  exact  ?  1  have 
been  examining  them  for  the  last  ten  minutes  minutely,  and  can't 
yet  make  up  my  mind.  It  would  be  sadly  disappointing  to  find 
they  are  wrong  ;  and  I  have  no  time  left  to  alter  ;  the  work  must 
be  finished  by  the  eighteenth,  or  it  won't  be  ready  for  the  conse- 
cration." 
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Miss  Manners  brought  her  near-sighted  eyes  close  to  the 
delicate  work,  looked  at  it  in  every  direction,  and  decided  that 
she  could  not  tell.  She  thought  it  possible  there  was  a  difference, 
but  she  was  not  sure ;  she  hoped  not,  but  then  she  was  afraid  ;  in 
fact,  she  was  no  judge. 

Lady  Augusta  rang  the  bell.  "  Excuse  me,  Julia,  but  I  must 
have  the  point  determined,  every  thing  depends  on  it."  And 
seating  herself  at  her  writing  desk,  she  wrote  a  note  to  be  taken 
with  the  work  to  the  Berlin  warehouse,  where  the  experienced 
sorter  and  arranger  of  wools  was  to  decide  the  question.  Then 
she  turned  to  Miss  Manners  with  a  relieved  countenance. 

"You  will  forgive  me,  my  love  ;  you  don't  enter  into  these 
things ; "  and  a  sigh  followed  the  words.  "  But  you  were  speak- 
ing of  Helen ;  did  you  meet  her  ?  " 

"  Looking  lovely,"  replied  Miss  Manners ;  "  and  with  spirits  so 
brilliant,  so  exuberant ;  certainly  there  is  nothing  like  the  first 
freshness  of  youthful  animation." 

"  No,"  replied  Lady  Augusta,  solemnly  ;  "  it  is,  indeed,  a  great 
snare.  I  find  Helen  becoming  more  and  more  worldly,  Julia. 
She  refuses  to  go  with  me  to  the  consecration  next  week,  and  I 
shall  be  obliged  to  have  recourse,  as  usual,  to  her  father's  autho- 
rity. I  should  have  thought  that,  after  the  example  I  have  set, 
the  advice  I  have  given,  her  eyes  would  have  been  opened,  but 
she  is  wilfully  blind." 

"  The  sympathies  of  married  life  will  probably  do  much  for 
her,"  replied  Miss  Manners  ;  "  I  have  seen  many  girls  change  in 
a  wonderful  way,  when  they  have  found  a  heart  to  respond  to 
their  own.  Lady  Louisa  Stuart  and  I  have  been  discoursing  upon 
this  subject  for  nearly  an  hour  this  morning.  Of  course  you 
know  her  happiness  ?  " 

" Louisa  Stuart  !  happiness!"  exclaimed  Lady  Augusta,  quite 
forgetting  in  excitement  her  measured  solemnity  of  manner  : 
"  you  don't  mean  to  say,  Julia,  that  she  is  going  to  be  married  ; 
why,  she  is  nearly  fifty." 

"  She  has  found  a  heart  to  beat  in  unison  with  her  own,"  re- 
plied Miss  Manners.  "  True, —  it  has  known  less  of  the  world's 
troubles  by  twenty  years  ;  but  what  is  time  when  feelings  are 
young  ?  Lady  Louisa  was  sweetly  confidential  with  me  on  the 
occasion,  and  talked  much  of  you  and  of  dear  Helen,  regretting 
that  she  had  formerly  thrown  away  a  chance  of  happiness,  and 
wishing  that  she  could  share  her  joy." 

Lady  Augusta's  foot  patted  the  floor,  as  in  a  very  gruff  tone 
she  inquired  who  the  man  was. 
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"He  is  foreign,  my  love, — Polish, — a  Polish  count,  —  an 
exile, — most  intellectual, — beautifully  refined,  —  sensitive, — so 
Lady  Louisa  tells  me,  —  to  the  most  extreme  degree.  I  believe 
she  met  him  at  a  soiree  given  by  Madame  Reinhard." 

Lady  Augusta  nearly  started  from  her  seat.  "  Madame  Rein- 
hard  I  that  woman  is  at  the  bottom  of  half  the  mischief  in  £ng- 
land«  It  is  an  absurdity,  Julia.  A  Polish  exile !  Louisa  Stuart 
throw  herself  away  upon  a  refugee  !  It  is  monstrous  ;  not  to  be 
believed." 

"Nay,  my  dear  friend;  quite  true,**  replied  Miss  Planners, 
drawing  herself  up  with  dignity ;  "  and,  however  3'ou  may  think 
fit  to  condemn  Madame  Reinhard,  you  must  acknowledge  that 
her  society  is  sought  by  the  most  enlarged  and  cultivated  minds 
in  London.'' 

"I  care  not  a  whit  for  their  cultivation,"  exclaimed  Ladj 
Augusta.  "  You  frighten  me,  Julia ;  you  have  lost  all  conunon 
sen^e.  This  German  woman  has  bewitched  you.  Louisa!  mj 
cousin  !  my  first  cousin  !  so  very  intimate  as  we  have  been !  She 
will  be  the  laughing-stock  of  London.  I  can't  imagine,  Julia^  why 
you  don't  see  the  excessive  impropriety  of  the  whole  thing." 

"  Lady  Louisa  judges  for  herse^  my  dear,"  said  Miss  Manners. 

"  And  Helen  will  some  day,  I  suppose,  judge  for  herselfi"  ^^' 
tinued  Lady  Augusta,  "  adopting  as  she  does  Madame  Reinhard's 
tone ;  we  shall  have  her  following  the  example,  and  uniting  her- 
self to  a  Polish  infant  in  long  clothes.  But  it  must  be  ended ;  I 
won't  bear  it.  Helen  shall  not  keep  me  any  longer  in  such  tortur- 
ing suspense." 

"I  don't  understand,  my  dear,"  began  Miss  Manners;  "it  is 
difficult  to  understand  the  connection  of  ideas." 

"  Of  course  not,  of  course  not,"  exclaimed  Lady  Augusta. 
"  Forgive  me,  my  love.  I  am  chafed,  fretted."  She  took  out  her 
watch.  "  Four  o'clock !  I  have  shopping  to  do ;  but  I  shall  leave 
it.  I  shall  go  into  the  park,  then  to  church.  I  require  soothing. 
These  worldly  anxieties  are  too  much  for  me." 

The  bell  was  rung  again.  "  Order  the  carriage  directly.  If 
Captain  Mordaunt  calls,  tell  him  we  expect  him  at  dinner.  And 
John"  —  as  the  servant  was  about  to  leave  the  room,  he  was 
recalled,  —  "when  my  parcel  is  brought  back  from  the  Berlin 
warehouse,  let  me  have  it  immediately,  without  delay.  I  must 
ease  my  mind  at  least  upon  that  point,"  murmured  Lady  Augusta 
io  herself,  as  she  stood  before  the  window  in  a  moody  reverie. 

An  observation  made  in  a  very  reproachful  tone  disturbed  her : 
"Beally,   Augusta,  you  perplex  me  very  much;  tbese  sadden 
Iftorma  of  feeling  ar^'wTaat  I  am.  not  prepared  for." 
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Lady  Augusta  turned  round  slowly ;  her  excitement  was  quite 
gone.  "  My  dear  Julia,"  she  said,  "  it  is  impossible  that  you 
should  be ;  we  live  in  different  atmospheres ;  T^e  breathe  a  dif- 
ferent air.  When  you  have  t^nown  the  responsibility  of  a  mother's 
charge  you  will  comprehend,  not  till  then.  But  don't  be  alarmed. 
I  shall  not  allow  myself  to  be  overcome;  the  emotion  is  but 
temporary.  I  doubt  not  that  I  shall,  ere  long,  see  my  dear  Helen's 
best  interests  provided  for,  and  be  at  liberty  to  seek  repose.  Till 
then,  my  love,  thinly  of  me,  and  pray  for  me."  Lady  Augusta 
pressed  her  friend's  hand  tenderly,  and  left  her,  saying,  "You 
will  come  to  us,  this  evening,  Julia ; "  an  invitation  which  was  de- 
cliiiied  i[\rith  all  due  protestations  of  lasting  affection  and  sympathy. 


CHAPTER  LVI. 


Lady  Augusta  changed  her  intention  before  she  reached  the  park. 
Tte  order  was  given  to  drive  to  Cavendish  Square ;  she  wished 
to  call  on  Mrs.  Graham  and  Admiral  Clare — the  last  wish  that 
was  likely  to  arise  in  Lady  Augusta's  mind,  except  from  some 
feeling  of  necessity. 

"  Is  your  master  able  to  see  me,  Ba,rnes  ?"  was  her  softly-uttered 
inquiry,  as  Barnes  made  his  appearance  in  the  hall. 

"  I  will  inquire,  my  lady."  Barnes  knew  his  duty  too  well  to 
admit  XiB.dy  Augusta  without  preparation.  Mrs.  Graham  was  out. 
Miss  Graham  at  home.  Lady  Augusta  was  shown  into  the  draw- 
ing-room ;  Susan  sat  there  alone ;  work  was  in  her  hand,  but  her 
fiiigers  were  not  moving.  A  man's  glove  lay  on  the  table ;  her 
eyes  wei^e  fixed  on  it  so  intensely,  and  her  thoughts  were  so  deeply 
engaged,  that  she  did  not  perceive  Lady  Augusta's  entrance. 

A  kiss  on  her  forehead  was  almost  the  first  intimation  she 
received  of  the  presence  of  her  visitor.  "  My  love,  it  is  an  age  since 
we  met.     How  are  you  ?     You  a;i:e  looking  charmingly  well." 

Susan  happened  to  be  v^ry  pale  that  afternoon,  but  La,dy 
Augusta  knew  her  speecl;i  by  heart,  and  would  not  be  put  out  by 
facts. 

"How  is  Helen?"  aske4  Si^sftn.  It  was  the  question  which 
from  childhood  she  had  invariably  asked  after  one  of  Lady 
Augusta's  salutations.  It  seemed  the  shortest  way  of  putting  an 
end  to  tlii^ein.. 

"  H[elen  is  pretty  well,  my  love ;  she  is  gone  out  riding  with 

X  2 


308  rroRSb 

ber  father  and  Captain  Mordannt.  Sbe  rides  nearlj  ererj  daj 
now.  I  wish  joo  had  a  horse  and  could  ride  with  her;  it  would 
be  snch  a  defight." 

**  Helen  said  soaiethin«r  about  it  one  daj,*  repHed  Sasm ;  **  and 
the  Admiral  was  tctj  kind,  and  told  her  he  would  hire  a  horse 
for  me,  if  I  liked ;  but  I  am  rather  afiraid  of  riding  horses  I  don't 
know,  in  London ;  and  there  are  somanj  other  things  to  be  done." 

*^  Yes ;  so  much  to  see  for  those  who  come  to  London  bat  seldom! 
Tear  dear  mamma,  I  am  afraid,  is  not  at  home  ?"* 

^  She  went  oat  with  Isabella  and  Anna^"  replied  Sosan.  *^  Thej 
were  to  go  to  the  Poljtechnic,  I  think ;  Anna  had  nexer  seen  it." 

^  And  thejr  left  joa  alone.  Too  bad  that  seems,  bat  jna  haTC 
soch  resoorces.  I  often  wish  I  coold  gire  Helen  joor  habits  of 
indn-^try." 

""  She  does  not  need  them  in  the  same  waj,^  replied  Sosan. 
^  She  has  so  man  j  engagements.^ 

*^  Ah !  mj  dear,  so  jon  ma j  think ;  bat  engagements  abroad 
don't  make  np  for  want  of  interest  at  home,  and  Helen  is  sadlj 
wanting  in  interest ;  she  has  been  so  erer  since  ,  that  was  a 

Terj  nn fortunate  business  of  poor  Claude's.'* 

Susan  could  scarcelj  conceal  her  surprise.  This  was  Ae  first 
time  that  Ladj  Augusta  had  ever  approached  the  subject. 

**  But  I  hope  she  may  be  getting  over  it,"  continued  Laif  Au- 
gusta. ^  At  her  age  it  is  not  possible  that  the  morbid  fedoigs  in 
which  she  indulged  at  first  should  last ;  and  so  I  trust,  mj  love, 
we  may  yet  see  her  happy.  Her  cousin.  Captain  Mordsmit,  is 
devotedly  attached  to  her.'' 

"And  is  Helen  going  to  marry  him?'*  inquired  Susan,  hastily. 

^  My  denr,  you  ask  me  a  question  of  which  I  know  as  little  ts 
yourself.  Helen  is  a  mystery  to  me.  She  shuts  herself  up  from 
me.  She  has  but  one  friend  now,  a  Grerman  lady  ;  I  think  you 
have  seen  her, — Madame  Beinhard." 

**  Yes,  I  know  Helen  is  very  fond  of  her,"  said  Susan. 

"  t^uite  spell-bound,  my  love.  I  have  no  power  to  withstand 
it.  And  it  pains  me, — you  can  well  imagine, — after  the  very 
careful  education  which  I  gave  to  my  dear  child,  that  she  should 
fix  her  affections  upon  a  stranger,  a  foreigner ;  it  has  been  a  «nreat 
grief  to  me,  Susan."* 

^  Helen  once  told  me  that  Madame  Reinhard  was  such  a  relief 
*  in  the  solitude  of  the  country,  that  she  could  not  help  beino*  fond 
of  her,"  reined  Susan. 

^Lady  Augusta's  countenance  was  clouded.      "Helen  had  no 
I%Jkt  to  say  that,  my  ^ar.    If  I  have  kept  her  &on&  ordinary 
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country  society,  it  Las  been  in  order  to  elevate  and  refine  her 
taste,  not  to  lower  it.  But  let  that  be  as  it  may,  Helen  is  fast 
getting  beyond  my  influence  :  but  I  have  great  confidence  in  you, 
Susan." 

Susan  was  silent ;  she  did  not  comprehend. 

"Yes,"  continued  Lady  Augusta;  "I  feel  that  it  is  in  your 
power  to  do  much  for  my  poor,  wilful  child ;  and  it  has  been  a 
subject  of  great  regret  that  from  circumstances  she  has  been 
thrown  so  little  with  you.  Since  dear  Claude's  alienation,  Helen 
has  had  no  true  friend.  Ah  I  he  would  have  guided  her  so  well, 
Susan." 

Lady  Augusta's  tone  had  a  reality  in  it  which  for  once  quite 
deceived  Susan,  and  she  answered  with  hearty  sympathy,  that 
they  had  all  felt  very  sorry  for  him  and  for  every  one. 

"  I  feel  assured  of  it,  my  love.  I  can  at  all  times  depend  upon 
your  entering  into  my  feelings,  and  I  think  now  I  may  look  to 
you  for  aid." 

Susan's  countenance  spoke  her  surprise  very  plainly. 

"  I  see,  my  love,  that  you  don't  understand  mei"  continued 
Lady  Augusta ;  "  but  I  am  sure  you  will  allow  me  to  be  confi- 
dential with  you.  This  friendship  of  Helen's  troubles  me.  I 
don't  know  how  to  put  a  stop  to  it.  Sir  Henry  is  so  indulgent, 
he  won't  interfere.  A  step-mother's  position  is  a  very  difficult  one, 
Susan ;  it  is  always  looked  upon  with  suspicion,  and  Helen  is 
naturally  inclined  to  rebel  against  authority.  What  I  want  is  a 
friend  who  will  enter  into  my  views,  who  will  be  a  friend  to  Helen 
also  :  am  I  mistaken,  dear  child,  in  thinking  that  I  may  look  to 
you?" 

Susan  murmured  something  about  her  mother,  it  was  the  only 
way  which  presented  itself  of  escaping  what  her  instinct  told  her 
was  likely  to  be  a  very  disagreeable  proposition. 

"  Ah  !  but,  my  love,  that  won't  quite  do.  It  is  a  friend  of  her 
own  age  that  Helen  requires — an  influence  which  she  will  not 
suspect.     Surely,  Susan,  you  would  help  ?  " 

"  I  can't  see  what  I  am  to  do,"  was  Susan's  blunt  reply. 

"  Tact,  my  dear ;  that  is  the  great  desideratum,  and  I  am  sure 
you  possess  it." 

"  I  am  afraid  not,"  said  Susan.  "  I  speak  my  mind  too  plainly." 

"  That  simple  sincerity  !  Helen  will  value  it  above  all  things. 
It  will  be  a  counterpoise  to  Madame  Reinhard's  influence.  You 
could  not  come  and  stay  with  us,  Susan  ?  " 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  impossible ! "  exclaimed  Susan,  who  could 

not  help  remembering  that  she  had  been  in  London  for  several 
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weeks,  and  had  received  from  Ladj  Augusta  onlj  the  bare  civilities 
of  distant  acquaintance,  until  now  there  was  a  motive  for  a  show 
of  affection. 

"  Why  impossible,  my  love  ?  Surely  your  dear  mother  will 
spare  you,  and  Anna  and  Isabella  are  so  good  and  useful." 

"  The  Admiral  won't  like  it,"  said  Susan. 

"  Poor,  dear,  old  man  !  I  suppose  not ;  but  he  must  be  humoured ; 
we  must  come  round  him.     I  can't  accept  a  refusaL" 

Susan's  eye  wandered  round  the  room  to  escape  Lady  Augusta's 
gaze,  which  was  so  determined  that  it  almost  compelled  her  to 
say  yes. 

In  her  confusion  she  moved  a  book  near  her,  and  Claude's 
glove  fell  to  the  ground  ;  she  stooped  to  pick  it  up.  Lady  Augusta 
glanced  at  it  inquiringly,  as  it  was  laid  upon  the  table,  but  she 
made  no  remark,  only  repeated  and  insisted  upon  her  request. 

Susan  felt  a  little  more  inclined  to  yield.     It  seemed  impossible 
that  she  could  do  harm,  and  she  might  do  good  ;  and  she  felt  veiy 
uneasy  about  Helen.     It  did  not  appear  right  to  allow  her  dislike 
to  Lady  Augusta  to  stand  in  the  way.     In  a  more  cordial  tone 
she  replied,  that  she  would  talk  to  her  mother,  and  send  Lady 
Augusta  a  written  answer ;  she  felt  much  obliged  for  the  invita- 
tion ;  with  a  few  more  civil  speeches  of  the  same  kind,  which 
were  interrupted  by  a  perfect  hailstorm  of  thanks  &om  Lady 
Augusta,  who  immediately  began  to  enter  more  fully  into  what 
she  called  her  views. 

Susan  heard  them  with  an  uncomfortable  feeling.  She  was 
requested  to  be  as  much  as  possible  with  Helen  and  Madame 
Rein  hard,  to  take  care  that  Helen  formed  no  new  acquaintances 
amongst  Madame  Reinhard's  friends ;  in  fact,  to  counteract  in- 
directly the  German  influence  which,  for  some  reason  that  Lady 
Augusta  evidently  did  not  choose  to  confess,  was  still  allowed 
the  opportunity  of  working  upon  Helen's  mind.  Susan  detested 
any  thing  approaching  to  management  and  plan.  She  was  again 
upon  the  point  of  declining  the  invitation  at  once,  but  Lady 
Augusta  did  not  give  her  the  opportunity.  Of  course,  she  said, 
Susan  could  not  decide  without  consulting  her  mother;  but  a 
refusal  was  not  to  be  heard  of.  It  would  be  the  greatest  possible 
comfort  to  know  that  a  third  person,  and  such  a  person,  was  {>resent 
when  Madame  Reinbard  and  Helen  were  together. 

"  But  must  they  be  together  ?  "  asked  Susan,  feeling  more  and 
more,  that  if  she  was  helping  Lady  Augusta  out  of  a  difficulty,  she 
might  be  helping  herself  into  one. 

*^  My  love,  there  are  reasons, — you  would  scatcely  believe  it, 
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but  Helen  has  few  persons  to  take  an  interest  in  her.  We  have 
many  friends,  but  they  all  have  their  engagements — the  London 
world  is  sadly  selfish.  And  you  know,  Helen  and  I  are  very 
different,  our  tastes  lie  quite  in  an  opposite  direction.  It  would 
be  impossible  for  me  to  follow  her  to  all  the  frivolities  on  which 
her  heart  is  set.  And  Madame  Reinhard  makes  herself  useful, 
so  that  I  don't  venture  to  interfere.  Helen,  indeed,  seems  to 
take  pleasure  in  forming  engagements  which  interfere  with 
my  one  hour  of  rest  in  church;  very  different  from  you,  my 
love." 

"  We  generally  go  to  the  morning  service,"  said  Susan ;  "  that 
interferes  with  no  one." 

"  Ah !  if  health  would  permit !  But  late  hours,  late  breakfasts  : 
what  is  to  be  done  ?  But  I  must  not  not  stay  and  talk,  my  dear, 
though  I  could  willingly.  Can  I  see  the  old  Admiral  for  a  few 
minutes  ?  " 

Lady  Augusta  was  shown  into  the  library.  The  Admiral  tried 
to  look  his  best.  He  detested  condolences,  but  they  formed  a 
necessary  part  of  Lady  Augusta's  formulas.  He  contrived,  how- 
ever, to  cut  them  short. 

"  Your  ladyship  gives  yourself  too  much  trouble  in  asking  so 
many  questions.  I  am  as  w;ell  as  pleases  God ;  not  quite  so  well 
as  pleases  myself.  I  should  be  back  again  in  the  country  if  it 
weren't  for  FranciBs  Graham,  or  rather  her  children." 

"  You  are  so  good  to  them,  my  dear  sir." 

"  Not  at  all  good.  They  put  themselves  out  of  their  way  to  come 
to  London  when  I  wanted  to  see  my  doctor,  and  it's  only  fair  that 
I  should  put  myself  out  of  mine  when  they  want  to  see  all  there 
is  to  be  seen." 

"  But  it  must  be  a  great  enjoyment  to  them.  Dear  Susan, 
however,  seems  less  energetic  than  the  rest ;  I  found  her  sitting 
thoughtfully  alone  in  the  drawing-room." 

"  Susan  stayed  at  home  because  she  had  a  cold.  She  hasn't 
been  alone  very  long ;  Claude  Egerton  was  there  talking  to  her 
not  half  an  hour  ago."  The  Admiral  felt  something  like  a  naughty 
child  in  saying  this :  he  hoped  to  teaze  Lady  Augusta,  and  was 
quite  aware  that  he  should  not  have  done  it  if  Mrs.  Graham  had 
been  present. 

But  Lady  Augusta  was  imperturbable.  She  did  not  oven 
betray  that  her  curiosity  was  satisfied  in  having  discovered  the 
owner  of  the  glove. 

*•  Poor  Claude  I  He  is  a  frequent  visitor  here,  I  suppose,"  she 
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rep^ird.     *•  I  was  jrlad  to  hear  a  friend  saj,  the  other  day,  that 
his  -pirits  were  rallying." 

The  Admiral  laughed  bitterly.  *•  Your  ladyship  thinks  with 
Shak  <peare,  *  Men  have  died,  and  worms  have  eaten  them ;  but 
not  for  love.*  I  believe  you  are  right.  Claude  Egerton  is  too 
sensible  a  man  for  that.  I  suppose  we  are  to  congratulate  Miss 
Helen  upon  being  prospective  Countess  of  Harford." 

"  My  dear  Admiral,  that  is  looking  very  far  forward.  No ;  I 
don't  allow  my  mind  to  dwell  upon  such  remote  probabilities  — 
possibilities  perhaps  I  ought  to  call  them :  I  wish  to  dwell  only  in 
the  present.  Life  is  so  very  uncertain ;  and  one  may  never  live  to 
see  what  now  seems  close  at  hand.  I  shall  feel  for  poor  Claude 
if  ever  the  time  should  come." 

"  Feel  for  him  ! "  thundered  the  Admiral.  "  He  doesn't  want 
any  one  to  feel  for  him.  I  beg  your  ladyship's  pardon,  but 
Claude  Egerton  can  never  be  in  want  of  a  wife  when  he  chooses 
to  ask  for  one." 

"  I  quite  understand,  my  dear  Admiral,  quite  sympathise  with 
you  :  yes,  indeed,  dear  Claude  is  a  very  noble  fellow  !  I  only  feel 
sorry  that  he  should  have  fixed  his  affections  so  unfortunately,  and 
been  so  exuieant  He  pressed  the  thing — no  woman  can  bear 
that ;  but  then  Claude  was  never  accustomed  to  women." 

"  Not  to  such  women ! "  murmured  the  Admiral  to  himself. 
He  said  aloud,  rather  sulkily,  "  I  suppose  Sir  Henry  is  too  busy  to 
come  and  see  an  old  uncle?" 

"  He  is  very  busy,  at  the  House  every  night ;  but  he  would 
certainly  find  time  for  you,  if  he  thought  you  had  the  slightest 
feeling  upon  the  matter." 

"  I  don't  say  I  have,"  muttered  the  Admiral ;  then  vexed  with 
himself,  he  added  with  childlike  candour,  "  I  shouldn't  care  to  see 
him  if  he  came  only  for  duty." 

"  But  he  will  be  delighted,  he  will  be  rejoiced  to  talk  over 
public  matters  with  you,  and  he  will  tell  you  about  dear  Claude's 
success.  We  naturally  take  a  deep  interest  in  his  career.  I  have 
heard  many  most  eminent  opinions  about  him ;  all  agree  he  is 
likely  to  be  one  of  the  most  distinguished  men  of  his  day." 

"  Humbug ! "  was  the  word  which  came  most  readily  to  the 
Admiral's  lips ;  yet  he  could  not  help  inquiring  a  little  more 
minutely  into  the  eminent  opinions ;  and  Lady  Augusta  repeated, 
and  enlarged  upon  them,  and  detailed  a  few  anecdotes,  and 
touched  upon  public  topics  so  as  to  give  the  Admiral  just  the 
opportunity  of  contradicting  her,  which  he  enjoyed.  He  really 
thought  at  last  that  he  had  so  put  her  down,  that  he  could  afford 
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to  be  generous  and  civil,  and  then  Lady  Augusta  seized  ber  mo- 
ment, and  brought  forward  the  subject  which  had  been  upon  her 
mind  from  the  beginning — Susan's  visit. 

The  Admiral  grumbled, —  would  give  no  opinion, —  thought 
Susan  would  be  much  better  at  home, —  did  not  know  what  her 
mother  would  say,  —  but  he  was  by  no  means  decidedly  anta- 
gonistic ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  having  learnt  from  long  experience 
to  "  let  well  alone,"  took  care  not  to  thank  him  too  much,  but 
hurried  to  her  carriage,  and  drove  to  church,  to  exhibit  herself  in 
her  favourite  character  of  unworldliness,  and  to  congratulate  her- 
self that  her  friends  would  no  longer  find  fault  with  her  for 
allowing  Helen  to  associate  exclusively  with  Madame  Reinhard. 


CHAPTER  LVIL 


"  Susan,  are  you  dressed  for  dinner  already  ?"  said  Helen,  coming 
into  her  cousin's  room  at  Grosvenor  Place. 

"  I  had  something  to  read  which  I  wished  particularly  to  finish," 
said  Susan ;  "  so  I  dressed  first,  that  I  might  not  be  hurried." 

"  And  you  are  not  in  a  humour  to  talk  then  ?  Yet  I  have  seen 
nothing  of  you  yet." 

"Is  Madame  Reinhard  gone?"  asked  Susan. 

"  Yes,  for  the  present "  —  and  Helen  sighed,  and  sat  down  in 
the  easy  chair,  determined  not  to  be  sent  away. 

"You  have  had  a  long  conversation  with  her,"  said  Susan; 
"  you  began  before  Lady  Augusta  and  I  went  to  church." 

Helen  looked  up  quickly.  "  So  odd  that  is  in  you,  Susan,  to  go 
to  church  with  mamma !  and  you  are  not  in  the  least  a  humbug — 
Madame  Reinhard  says  so." 

"I  am  much  obliged  to  her  for  her  good  opinion,"  replied 
Susan,  rather  haughtily, 

"You  don't  like  Madame  Reinhard;  you  have  a  prejudice 
against  her,  but  you  will  come  round.  She  does  you  more  justice 
than  you  do  her." 

"Because  she  allows  that  I  am  not  a  humbug?"  asked  Susan, 
ironically, 

"  That  does  not  mean,  I  hope,  that  you  think  her  one ! "  ex- 
claimed Helen,  almost  angrily. 

"  Oh  no,  I  would  not  for  the  world  say  that,  yet  I  should  think 
it  possible  she  deceives  herself." 
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"  She  has  a  great  deal  to  saj  for  her  opinions,"  replied  Helen. 

"So  have  most  persons  who  form  them  according  to  their 
wishes." 

"  She  has  a  great  deal  to  say  for  her  opinions,"  again  repeated 
Helen,  speaking  to  herself;  then  looking  up  suddenly  at  Susan, 
she  said :  "  If  you  were  a  slave,  Susan,  should  you  think  it  any 
sin  to  run,  away  ?  " 

"I  don't  suppose  I  should;  at  any  rate,  it  would  be  a  sore 
temptation." 

"A  sore  temptation!"  repeated  Helen;  "one  would  risk  life 
for  freedom,  and  why  not  happiness?"  she  added,  in  an  under 
tone.     It  seemed  as  though  she  were  mocking  her  own  words. 

Susan  looked  at  her  sadly.  "  Helen,"  she  said,  "  Madame  Rein- 
hard,  whatever  pleasure  she  may  give  you,  fails  in  making  you 
thoroughly  happy." 

"In  that  respect  she  is  like  every  one  else,"  replied  Helen; 
"  when  have  I  ever  been  happy  ?" 

"  In  your  childhood,  when  we  played  together  by  the  lake,  and 
made  huts  in  the  wood,  and  said  we  would  love  each  other  all  oar 
lives." 

Helen  shook  her  head.  "  No,  Susan,  no ;  you  are  mistaken,  I 
was  not  happy  then.  I  lived  in  my  own  imaginations,  but  t  was 
not  deceived  by  them ;  I  knew  them  to  be  unreal,  and  all  my  life 
I  have  been  searching  for  reality,  and  have  never  found  it." 

"And  do  you  think  that  Madame  Reinhard  will  give  it  you?" 
asked  Susan. 

"  At  least  she  longs  for  it,  as  I  do,"  replied  Helen  ;  "  we  can 
search  for  it  together.  Ah !  Susan,  you  can  little  comprehend 
the  charm  there  is  in  that  thought ;  you  who  have  enjoyed  sym- 
pathy always." 

"  Sympathy  in  my  better  feelings,"  said  Susan,  "  not  in  my 
fancies.  My  mother  guided  me,  Helen  —  that  has  been  my 
blessing." 

"  And  I  have  had  no  guide,"  exclaimed  Helen.  "  Mamma  thinks 
she  is  my  guide,  and  asserts  a  power  over  me ;  but  How  can  I 
submit  my  reason  to  forms, — shams  ?  Truth  !  give  me  but  truth. 
If  it  be  not  mine  now,  let  me  be  free  to  seek  it.  Surely  it  is  one's 
first  duty,"  she  added,  her  large,  speaking  eyes  bent  upon  Susan 
with  a  look  of  keen,  eager,  restless  earnestness. 

A  sense  of  fear, — of  some  unknown  evil,  stole  over  Susan's 
heart.  She  drew  near  to  Helen,  and  knelt  beside  her,  and  said 
gently :  "  Helen  you  have  something  on  your  mind  which  makes 
70U  speak  in  this  way." 
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"  Only  a  question,  a  doubt,"  and  Helen  laughed,  a  sharp,  harsh 
laugh.  **  If  I  were  Louisa  Stuart,  I  would  make  Shakspeare  my 
mouthpiece :  — 

*  Xo  he,  or  not  to  be,  that  is  the  question :  — 
Whether  'tis  nobler  in  the  mind,  to  suffer 
ihe  slings  and  arrows  of  outrageous  fortune ; 
Or  to  take  arms  against  a  sea  of  troubles, 
And,  hj  opposing,  end  them  ? ' 

But  you  don't  understand,  we  won't  talk  any  more;  it  is  all 
nonsense — nothing.  Tell  me  —  you  haven't  told  me  yet — how 
did  you  make  your  mother  and  the  old  Admiral  consent  to  yoiir 
coming  hei'e?" 

"  By  telling  them  I  should  like  it,"  replied  Siisah :  "  but  Helen, 
I  am  not  going  to  let  you  treat  me  in  this  strange  fashion." 

Helen  interrupted  her.  "  Telling  them  you  liked  it !  When  I 
say  I  like  it,  I  have  nay:  would  you  bear  that?" 

"  Helen,  dearest,  you  won't  be  lectured  by  me,  or  I  could  lecture." 

"I  will  be — yes,  I  will;"  and  Helen's  manner  changed  sud- 
denly, and  she  became  grave  and  gentle.  "  I  love  you,  Susan ; 
you  would  be  my  better  angel — you  would  give  me  rest  if  you 
could." 

"  I  would  try  to  show  you  where  rest  is  to  be  found,"  said 
Susan.     "  You  seek  it  in  yourself,  and  it  is  not  there." 

"  No,  indeed,  indeed ;  but,  Susan,  let  me  tell  you ;  you  have 
known  my  life — every  thing;  t/ou  will  not  blame  me.  Rest,  and 
truth,  and  goodness,  they  are  all  phantoms  to  me ;  they  have  come 
near  me,"  and  she  slightly  shuddered,  "  and  I  have  tried  to  grasp 
them,  but  they  have  eluded  me.  Perhaps  it  has  been  my  own 
fault — perhaps  I  had  no  power  to  retain  them, — but  they  are 
gone  now,  and  they  will  never  return  to  me  again ;  and  so  I 
would  try  to  do  without  them.  If  I  cannot  have  the  happiness 
of  which  I  once  dreamed,  yet  1  would  have  freedom, — room  for 
my  niind  to  expand — scope  for  my  intellect.  If  I  am  weak  my- 
self, so  much  the  more  need  that  I  should  find  strength  in  the 
strength  of  others.  But  all  this  is  denied  me.  I  am  hampered 
on  every  side,  checked  in  every  longing  for  what  is  great  and 
noble ;  soon  I  shall  be  isolated  from  all  I  love  or  care  for.  When 
we  return  to  Ivors  my  life  will  be  a  dreary  waste." 

Susan  interrupted  her.  "  Helen,  no  one  has  a  right  to  say  so 
who  lives,  as  you  do,  surrounded  by  persons  who  are  dependent 
upon  you,  and  are  ready  to  be  influenced  by  you." 

"  Influence ! "  exclaimed  Helen.  "  Oh,  Susan !  how  little  you 
know !     Where  is  the  influence  of  one  who  has  no  power  of  sym- 


316  IVOBS. 

pathj  ?  You  look  shocked ;  bat  H  is  trae.  Edacation,  people 
say,  does  eveiy  thing :  if  so,  I  may  thank  mine  for  making  me 
what  I  am.  I  was  never  taught  to  think  of  others  except  to 
criticise.  Ivors  was  my  world,  and  I  knew  and  cared  for  nothing 
beyond  it.  You  know  yourself  that,  whether  the  persons  who 
lived  near  us  were  happy  or  unhappy, — whether  they  had  tastes 
and  interests  like  mine,  or  feelings,  or  affections,  it  w^as  of  no 
consequence  to  me.  I  was  taught  to  look  upon  them  as  something 
foreign  to  myself.  Occasionally  I  may  have  heard  anecdotes  which 
seemed  to  bring  them  within  my  powers  of  comprehension ;  bat 
my  first  impulse  was  to  judge  their  actions  by  my  own  standard 
— the  standard  of  Ivors, — and  to  condemn  them  if  thej  differed 
from  it.  I  have  learnt  now  to  laugh  at  that  standard,  Susan,  bat 
I  have  not  learnt  to  understand  my  fellow -creatures.  No ;  care 
for  others,  whether  poor  or  rich,  will  never  make  Ivors  any  thing 
to  me  but  a  home  of  dreary  monotony." 

"  But  if  it  is  the  scene  of  your  duties,"  began  Susan. 

Helen  laughed  faintly.  '*  Susan,  dear,  are  you  still  so  innocent  ? 
Do  you  really  believe  it  possible  to  govern  one's  affections  by 
cold  duty  ?  You  must  give  up  that  creed,  at  least  where  I  am 
concerned?" 

"But  you  don't  mean  to  live  without  sympathy!**  exclaimed 
Susan. 

"  Not  at  all,  so  that  it  shall  be  of  my  own  choosing.  Give  me 
but  the  power  to  choose  my  friends,-7-the  few  whom  I  may  love, 
and  who  will  love  me  in  return,  and  I  will  ask  for  nothing  more ; 
the  world  may  then  go  its  own  way." 

"  I  don't  understand  that  happiness,  Helen,"  said  Susan,  gravely. 
"  It  seems  to  me  to  be  only  a  form  of  selfishness." 

"  I  won't  call  it  happiness,'*  replied  Helen,  quickly,  **  only  the 
best  substitute  for  it.  But  I  must  have  it — yes — at  all  hazards," 
she  added,  in  a  tone  of  assumed  firmness. 

"  And  what  would  be  your  notion  of  real  happiness,  then  ?" 
asked  Susan. 

Helen  hid  her  face  in  her  hands,  and  made  no  reply. 

The  dressing-bell  rang,  and  she  started  up.  Her  countenance 
was  very  pale,  and  when  Susan  touched  her  fingers  they  were  of 
an  icy  coldness. 

"  I  must  go,"  she  said,  trying  to  draw  away  the  hands  which 
Susan  held. 

A  strong  impulse  gave  Susan  strength  to  say,  "  Helen,  you  are 
deluding  yourself,  and  suffering  Madame  Reinhard  to  delude 
you." 
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'* Freedom!"  exclaimed  Helen, —  a  wild  glance  shot  from  her 
eyes. 

"Yes,  freedom,"  repeated  Susan  ;  "none  can  be  happy  without 
it ;  but  —  let  me  say  it,  Helen,  it  is  no  cant  —  there  is  but  one  true 
freedom,  not  outward,  but  inward, — freedom  from  ourselves." 

Helen  smiled  scornfully. 

**  Freedom  from  the  power  of  our  own  will,"  continued  Susan 
— "  freedom  which  shall  bring  every  thought  into  captivity  to  a 
higher  law." 

Helen  shook  her  head  ;  her  lip  quivered.  "  Too  late  for  that ! " 
she  exclaimed ;  "I  must  be  what  1  have  been  made — what  I  am 
doomed  to  be ; "  and  almost  before  Susan  had  time  to  speak  again 
she  was  gone. 


CHAPTER  LVni. 


Admiral  Clare  was  ill.  The  physician  said,  not  seriously  so, 
and  talked  of  suppressed  gout,  and  hoped  that,  in  a  few  days,  a 
regular  attack  would  make  every  thing  right.  Mrs.  Graham 
nursed  him  unweariedly,  and  kept  up  her  own  spirits  and  the 
spirits  of  every  one  about  her.  She  would  not  allow  Susan  to  be 
sent  for,  and  had  always  a  cheerful  plan  for  the  day  for  Isabella 
and  Anna,  and  a  hopeful  word  for  Claude  Egerton.  The  word 
danger  was  never  mentioned ;  but  there  was  one  symptom — it 
might  have  been  thought  superstition  to  notice  it,  yet  every  one 
did — the  old  man's  irritable  and  eager  spirit  had  sunk  already  to 
rest.  He  obeyed  his  doctor  and  trusted  to  his  servants ;  he 
scarcely  uttered  an  impatient  word ;  but  something  of  a  child's 
confidence  had  stolen  over  him, — a  belief  that  all  would  be  well, 
whatever  it  might  be.  It  seemed  as  though  he  had  deliberately 
resigned  his  will  into  the  Hands  of  God. 

He  had  kept  his  bed  about  four  days,  growing,  perhaps,  a  little 
weaker,  but  with  no  other  sign  of  change.  Mrs.  Graham  was 
sitting  in  his  room,  and  he  was  repeating  a  psalm  to  himself.  He 
did  this  constantly,  not  conscious,  apparently,  that  he  could  be 
heard.  That  simple-hearted  unreserve  which  is  quite  unaware  of 
observation  had  always  been  one  of  his  chief  characteristics. 
When  the  psalm  was  ended  he  lay  quiet  for  a  little  time ;  and 
then  Mrs.  Graham  thought  that  he  was  asking  for  some  water, 
and  went  up  to  his  bedside. 
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He  pat  oat  his  hand  to  her,  and  smiled,  and  said,  he  was  not 
wanting  anr  thing,  he  had  onlj  been  thinidng  aloud.  ^Yerr 
happj  thoughts,  Frances,  bat  I  don't  trouble  aboot  th^n.  It  will 
all  be  as  God  wills." 

^  Are  thej  thoughts  aboat  which  I  can  help  in  anj  waj,  dear 
sir?" 

^  No,  Frances ;  no.  It  isn't  for  as  mortals  to  meddle  in  these 
matters.  Only  it  seems  to  me  now  as  if  the  waj  was  opened,  and 
so  I  was  thanking  Grod  for  it."  He  paused  a  mcHnent,  and  added: 
**  Would  there  be  any  harm,  Frances,  in  haying  mj  littie  Sosan 
back  ?     I  won't  ask  it  if  she  is  better  where  she  is." 

^  She  shall  come  directlj,  dear  sir,  if  jou  hare  the  slightest 
wish  to  see  her.  She  wanted  to  return,  as  jou  know,  directlj  ^ 
heard  jou  were  ill,  but  Ladj  Augusta  wrote  such  an  urgent  note.^ 

"  She's  right, — jes ;  the  child  maj  do  more  good  there  than 
here.  Frances,  there's  a  reproach  on  mj  conscience.  Helen 
Clare  maj  be  a  giddj-pated  girl,  but  I  should  hare  tried  to  make 
her  better,  instead  of  calling  her  so." 

^I  am  afraid  jou  could  not  hare  done  much,"  began  Mrs. 
Graham. 

^  I  could  hare  prajed  for  her,"  exclaimed  the  old  man,  with 
sadden  energy.  "  If  I  had  said  a  pra jer  for  every  cross  woard  I 
hare  spoken  about  her,  perhaps  bj  this  time  she  might  have  been 
on  her  waj  to  Heaven.  God  forgive  me,  for  Jesus  Christ's  sake^" 
and  he  joined  his  hands,  and  closed  his  ejes,  repeating  the  w^ords 
again  to  himself. 

"  I  trust  Helen  is  on  that  waj  now,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  reve- 
rentlj.  "  Her  faults  maj  be  great,  but  I  cannot  but  think  there 
is  a  right  purpose  underneath." 

The  Admiral  was  silent  for  a  moment.  ^  Claude  Elgerton  has 
seen  mj  little  Susan  more  latterlj,  Frances ;  he  has  talked  to  me 
about  her.     He  would  not  saj  to  jou  what  he  does  to  me." 

Mrs.  Graham's  manner  was  a  little  nervous.  She  replied:  **I 
am  sure  Claude  esteems  Susan  highly,  but  I  can't  saj  I  have  ever 
seen  anj  thing  which  would  make  me  believe  he  has  any  warmer 
feeling  ^ 


"  So  you  always  say,"  replied  the  Admiral,  in  a  disapp^nnted 
tone.  "  But  it's  as  Grod  wUls ;  quite  as  He  wills;,  remember.  I 
don't  want  to  wish ;  I  ask  Him  every  day  not  to  let  me  wi^ 
But  I  love  her,  He  Imows  why  ;  and  so,  sometimes,  as  I  lie  here, 
I  tell  Him  what  I  think  would  be  happy  for  her,  and  it  is  letting 
out  my  heart.  He  understands  it  all,  and  ordered  every  thing 
for  me,  and  for  you,  and  for  all,  long  before  the  child  was  thought 
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of;  and,  Frances,  I  can  say  to  Him  what  there's  no  one  here  to 
know  any  thing  about." 

"  Yes,"  said  Sirs.  Graham,  earnestly ;  "  one  does  feel  the  blessed- 
ness of  being  understood  by  God  more  and  more  every  day." 

"And  it  can't  be  wrong  to  thin^f,"  began  the  Admiral — he 
waited,  considered,  then  repeated  the  words,  and  added,  "  I  pray 
Him  to  teach  me  if  it  is." 

"  Wrong  !  what,  dear  sir  ?  "  asked  Mrs.  Graham. 

His  answer  was  abrupt,  as  he  looked  at  Mrs.  Graham  fixedly. 
'*  You  aren't  like  your  mother,  Frances.  I  have  often  tried  to 
think  you  were,  but  you  are  not." 

"  I  am  like  my  father,"  was  the  quiet  reply. 

A  strange,  sad  smile  passed  over  the  old  man's  face.  "  A  cause 
why  I  ought  not  to  care  for  you,  so  people  would  say.  But  that 
was  never  my  fashion.  Let  my  own  heart  break,  so  that  those  I 
love  are  happy.  But  it  didn't  break,  it  only  shrivelled,  dried  up 
for  a  time;  and  now  it  seems  fresh  again.  Perhaps,  Frances, 
God's  dew  has  fallen  upon  it,  and  so  restored  it." 

A  choking  sensation  in  Mrs.  Graham's  throat  interrupted  the 
answer,  and  the  Admiral  continued :  "  Age  makes  us  young 
again.  You  will  feel  that  if  you  ever  come  to  my  time  of  life. 
I  have  lived  continually  in  my  youth  of  late  years  ;  and  now  that 
God  has  placed  me  on  my  death-bed,  and  made  me  helpless.  He 
seems  to  carry  me  back  to  be  a  child.  My  little  Susan's  face  is 
very  sweet  to  me,  Frances.  I  shall  like  to  see  her  by  my  side 
again ;  only  don't  let  her  come  if  she's  needed  elsewhere,  if  she 
can  do  good.  I  can  dream,"  he  added,  eagerly,  and  a  fiash  of 
light  sparkled  in  his  dim  eye :  "  it  isn't  any  living  features  that  are 
needed  to  help  ine  to  do  that.  God  gives  me  back  the  memory  when 
my  eyes  are  closed,  and  he  sends  no  sorrow  with  it  now.  They 
*  neither  marry  nor  are  given  in  marriage '  where  she  is,  Frances, 
and  I  shall  love  her  there,  and  tell  her  that  I  do,  and  perhaps  — 
I  wouldn't  think  of  it,  if  it  were  seen  not  to  be  God's  will, — but 
perhaps  it  may  be  pleasant  to  her,  even  in  her  great  joy,  to  be 
told  that  I  cared  for  the  child  for  her  sake,  and  left  her  on  earth 
happy.     Was  that  Claude's  step  ?  " 

Claude  came  into  the  room.  The  Admiral's  ear  had  caught 
the  accustomed  sound,  though  Mrs.  Graham  had  not  heard  it. 

"  Are  you  better  to-day,  dear  sir  ?     I  don't  think  you  look  so." 

"  Yes,  Claude,  better,  always  better.  When  one  is  nearer  to 
port,  one  must  be  so." 

Claude  glanced  uneasily  at  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  The  Admiral  has  been  talking  rather  more  than  usual,"  she 
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said,  "and  has  tired  himself.  He  certainly  was  better  this 
morning.** 

"And  not  at  all  worse  now,**  said  the  Admiral,  cheerfully. 
"  Sit  down,  my  boy,  and  tell  me  what  you  have  been  doing.  Any 
thing  very  important  last  night  at  the  House  ?  Frances  hasn't 
read  the  papers  to  me  to-day." 

Claude  sat  down,  and  described  with  minuteness  the  course  of 
the  debates  of  the  previous  night,  the  Admiral  listening  and 
occasionally  making  a  remark,  which  showed  that  his  intellect 
was  in  its  full  vigour.  He  even  debated  some  important  topics 
with  Claude,  differing  from  him,  and  giving  arguments  with  clear, 
though  perhaps  rather  prejudiced  reasonings.  He  was  much 
more  tolerant,  however,  of  a  contrary  opinion  than  he  had  ever 
been  in  health,  and  frequently  interrupted  his  own  train  of 
thought,  to  remind  Claude  that  "  he  didn't  mean  to  be  positive ; 
an  old  man  of  eighty,  shut  up  in  a  sick  room,  had  no  right  to  be ; 
he  begged  Claude  to  forgive  him  if  he  was."  The  conversation 
interested  him  so  that  no  personal  remarks  were  made  for  some 
time.  But  Mrs.  Graham  remarked  Claude's  face,  and  saw  that 
his  inmost  thoughts  were  troubled,  and  she  could  catch  also,  in 
the  intonation  of  his  voice,  something  which  betokened  a  wan- 
dering attention.  After  a  time  the  Admiral  appeared  tired,  and 
said  he  should  like  to  be  quiet,  but  he  would  not  hear  of  Claude's 
going  away.  He  declared  that  he  had  not  said  half  he  wished  to 
say.  "  Couldn't  Claude  take  a  book,  and  wait  for  a  quarter  of  an 
hour  ?  "  and  Claude,  though  his  time  was  precious,  consented,  and 
went  with  Mrs.  Graham  into  the  dressing-room,  the  Admiral 
promising  to  ring  if  he  wanted  them. 

"I  don't  think  he  is  so  well  to-day,"  said  Claude,  as  Mrs. 
Graham  took  up  her  work.  He  could  not  help  feeling  annoyed 
that  she  was  calm,  when  he  saw  cause  for  anxiety,  and  his  tone 
showed  it. 

"  I  don't  think  he  is,"  was  the  reply  ;  "  but  the  change  has  been 
within  the  last  half  hour.  He  always  is  worse  when  he  has  been 
exciting  himself  with  conversation,  and  yet  if  he  likes  to  talk,  it 
seems  hard  to  try  and  stop  him." 

"And  you  would  not  think  of  sending  for  Miss  Graham," 
asked  Claude.  He  had  almost  said  Susan,  the  name  came  to  him 
so  familiarly. 

"  I  had  not  thought  of  it,  at  least  till  this  last  conversation. 
Do  you  see  any  particular  cause." 

"  Not  exactly."  He  spoke  as  if  his  attention  was  wandering, 
and  added,  with  abruptness,  "  Does  Miss  Graham  tell  you  much 
of  Madame  Keinhard  ?" 
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"  Not  very  much  ;  she  knows  I  have  been  so  occupied  with  the 
Admiral.     But  what  makes  you  ask  ?  " 

'^  Nothing,  nothing  ; "  but  the  nothing  certainly  meant  some- 
thing. 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  pained.  "  That  will  not  do  for  an  old 
friend,  Claude." 

He  caught  her  hand  eagerly,  "  Thank  you,  thank  you  for  that 
name  ;  to  hear  it  from  a  woman's  voice  is  so  sweet !  " 

"  Then  you  must  act  towards  me  like  Claude,"  continued  Mrs. 
Graham.     "  There  is  something  troubling  you  ;  I  must  know  it." 

He  sat  down,  and  averted  his  face,  as  he  murmured,  '*I  am 
horribly  weak  ;  it  would  be  impossible  to  tell  any  one  but  you." 

"  There  is  no  amount  of  weakness  which  I  cannot  sympathise 
with,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  ^^  Remember,  I  have  had  much  longer 
experience  in  it  than  you." 

He  smiled  doubtfully,  and  drew  a  letter  from  his  pocket,  but 
stopped  as  he  was  upon  the  point  of  giving  it. 

"  You  know  the  Baroness  d'Olban  ?  " 

"  By  name." 

"  And  reputation  ?  " 

"  Yes  ;  but  one  is  unwilling  to  believe  all  that  is  said." 

"Believe  all,  and  more  than  all,"  said  Claude,  emphatically, 
"  and  you  will  not  be  far  from  the  truth.  She  is  Madame  Rein- 
hard's  friend,  therefore "  he  paused. 

"  Helen's,"  said  Mr3.  Graham,  gently. 

He  rose  from  his  seat  impetuously.  "  No,  never,  never ;  at 
least  not  yet,"  he  added,  checking  himself,  sadly.  "  But  I  want 
to  explain.  This  letter  was  shown  me  by  an  acquaintance,  I  can 
scarcely  call  him  a  friend,  of  my  own.  It  is  addressed  by  Madame 
Heinhard  to  the  Baroness  d'Olban.     No  secret  was  made  of  it ;  it 

was  spoken  of  as  a  good  joke.     It  concerns "  he  stopped; 

his  voice  was  husky — "  the  subject  to  which  it  alludes  was  first 
made  public  by  Madame  Reinhard.  There  is  no  reason,  perhaps, 
you  will  say,  why  I  should  trouble  myself  about  what  two  such 
women  may  choose  to  say.  But  read  it,  read  it — tell  me  what 
you  would  feel  if  one  of  your  own  daughters  was  discussed  in 
that  way.  Oh,  Helen  !  Helen  ! "  and  Claude  threw  himself  into 
a  chair,  and  groaned  aloud. 

Mrs.  Graham  read  the  letter.  It  was,  as  Claude  had  said, 
addressed  by  Madame  Reinhard  to  the  Baroness  d'Olban,  and 
written  in  a  style  of  witty,  but  vulgar,  confidential  intimacy.  It 
alluded  to  previous  conversations,  and  facts  which  were  evidently 
well  known,  and  these  of  a  most  painful  and  humiliating  kind  as 
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regarded  I^len.  It  seemed  that  the  chance  of  her  marriage  with 
Captain  Mordaunt  had  become  a  common  topic  of  amusing  speea- 
lation,  owing  to  Madame  Reinhard's  incautiousnese,  and  Captain 
Mordaunt's  absence  of  all  delicacy  of  feeling.  Captain  Mordaant 
appeared  to  have  made  Madame  Reinhard  his  confidante,  whilst 
she  communicated  all  that  passed  to  -the  Baroness  d'Olban. 
Helen's  nama  was  bandied  aboat  at  clubs,  and  the  letter  alladed 
to  bets  which  had  been  laid  as  to  the  chances  of  her  marriage, 
and  especially  to  one  which  had  been  accepted  by  Captain 
Mordaunt,  depending  upon  Helen's  consenting,  before  another 
week  had  gone  by,  to  be  his  wife. 

Mrs.  Graham  laid  the  letter  upon  the  table  with  a  Yery  graTe 
air. 

Claude  looked  up  ;  but  waited  for  her  to  speak. 

"  I  would  ask  one  question,"  she  said ;  "  is  it  authentic  ?  ** 

**  Could  I  make  myself  miserable  for  a  doubt  ?  "  he  exelained. 
**  I  heard  the  reports  and  the  bets  myself.  I  inquired  how  thej 
arose  ;  the  thing  was  quite  public.  This  letter,  as  I  told  you, 
was  given  to  me  without  scruple  by  a  person  to  whoia  it  had 
been  shown  as  a  capital  joke." 

'*  It  is  beneath  Madame  Reinhard,"  said  Mrs.  Graham  ;.  <*  it  is 
so  low." 

'^  She  knows  well  how  to  please  the  person  whom  she  addreaaes. 
Wit  is  all  the  Baroness  cares  for." 

'*  To  plan  deliberately, — to  show  such  an  entire  absenee  of 
delicacy  of  mind — such  an  utter  disregard  for  Helen's  feelings!" 
said  Mrs.  Graham  ;  ^*  it  seems  impossible." 

"  She  is  false  !  "  exclaimed  Claude.  "  The  very  first  ev^iing 
that  I  saw  her  she  told  me  that  her  acquaintance  with  the 
Baroness  d'Olban  was  slight ;  I  soon  found  that  they  were 
together   constantly.     When   I   discovered    this,    I    resolved  to 

watch ;   and  I  have  mixed  with  their  set,    and  learnt Ob, 

Mrs.  Graham  !  death  would  be  better  than  to  see  Helen  what 
they  are.  She  has  deceived  and  disappointed  me  ;  she  is  bttt  the 
wreck  of  what  she  once  was  ;  but  she  cannot  be  to  me  mefelj 
what  other  women  are.  No  ;  let  her  marry  whom  she  will  "— 
his  lips  quivered,  but  he  recovered  himself — "only  let  it  be  wikh 
her  eyes  open." 

"  Captain  Mordaunt  is  the  most  to  blame,"  began  Mrs.  Graham. 

Claude  interrupted  her.  "A  weak,  vain,  miserable  wretch, 
what  could  he  do  against  an  artful  woman  of  the  world  ?— the 
odds  are  not  equal.  When  Madame  Reinhard  made  up  her  mind 
to  get  him  into  her  toils,  she  had  but  to  flatter  him^  and  the  w«rk 
was  done. 
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^'Intolerable!"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Graham.  ^^loAj  Augusta 
must  iaterfere." 

.  "And  ruin  every  thing,"  said  Claude.  "Madame  Reinlutfd 
has  at  least  done  me  this  fayour :  she  has  gossiped  so  fre^j 
about  Ladj  Augusta's  domestic  affairs,,  that  I  am  as  well  ac- 
quainted with  them  as  if  I  had  been  Uving  in  her  house.  Ladj 
Augusta  upholds  Captain  Mordaunt:  even  i^  she^knew  these 
facts^  she  might  do  so  still ;:  if  not,  Helen  is  iB>  that  state  of  mind 
that  the  very  slightest  opposition  from  her  step-mother  would 
drive  her  to  assert  her  own  independence:  she  would  macfj 
instantly." 

"  After  seeing  this  letter  ?    Impossible  ! " 

"  Ah  !  you  don't  know."     A  heavy  sigh  escaped  him. 

"  You  wish  me  to  interfere,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"I  don't  know  what  I  wish.  The  letter  was  given  me  only 
the  mom^it  before  I  came  here ;  I  have  had  no  time  to  think." 
He  put  his  hand  to  Ms  forehead. 

"  Helen  has  sometimes  listened  to  me,"  said  Mrs.  Graham ;  "  but 
there  is  an  immense  difficulty  in  interfering  without  Lady 
Augusta's  knowledge :  I  must  go  either  to  her  or  to  Sir  Henry." 

"  And  do  nothing  ! "  exclaimed  Claude.  "  Forgive  me,  but 
Sir  Henry  would  instantly  put  the  affair  into  his  wife's  hands. 
There  is  no  one  but  Helen  that  can  rule  Helen,"  he  added, 
bitterly. 

Mrs.  Graham  thought  for  a  moment.  "We  must  take  the 
right  steps^"  she  said,  "  and  leave  consequences.  Lady  Augusta 
must  know  best  what  should  be  done." 

Claude  made  a  gesture  of  impatience.  "  Lady  Augusta  knows 
the  hours  for  daily  service  in  every  church  in  London,  and  she 
can  tell  you  where  to  find  the  best  singing  and  the  finest 
preachers  ;  she  can  give  you^  too^  as  much  ecclesiastical  gossip  as 
you  may  have  a  fancy  to  hear,  and  more,  perhaps,  than  you  may 
like ;  but  what  other  knowledge  she  possesses  which  may  be  of 
use  to  her  daughter,  I  confess  I  have  yet  to  learn." 

"It  is  very  unfortunate,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "But  Lady 
Augusta's  mania,  whatever  it  might  be,  was  always  absorbing." 

"  This  is  a  wor&e  mania  than  any  other,"  replied  Claude.     "  It 

disgusts  really  earnest  people,  and  throws  discredit  upon  things 

in  themselves  worthy  of  all  reverence.     Of  all  playthings,  religion 

is  the  most  dangerous :  touch  it  for  amusement,  and  its  wound  is 

deadly;  and  Lady  Augusta  will  feel  this  by-and-by.     She  has 

made  her  daughter  indifferent ;.  before  long  she  will  make  her  a 

sceptic." 
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«*  With  Ibdjune  Reinhani  and  the  Baroness  d^CWm  for  her 
friends,"  exdaned  Claode,  ^'hoir  can  die  escape  ?  Dear  Mrs. 
Graham,  jau  knoir  as  well  as  I  do  that  it  is  not  bj  ^vrch  ser- 
Tiees^  nor  derotional  books,  nor  religions  conTersation,  that  a  mind 
like  Hden's  can  be  influenced.  The  aght  of  an  earnest,  pmcticd, 
hnmUe  h£e  mould,  throi^h  GodTs  mercj,  hare  made  her  rd^ions ; 
bat  she  has  nerer  had  it.  Whj  dionld  she  lore  religion,  or  erea 
beliere  in  it  ?    It  is  to  her  merelT  another  Ibnn  of  Tanitj  and 


"Yet  Helen  ooght  to  see  throi^h  Madame   Beinhard,"  said 
]fr&  Graham.     ^She  has  snficient  tmth  in   herself  to  detect 


''Bot  not  soflicient  knowle^  of  the  worid,"  replied  Claade, 
qniddj.     ^  She  is  too  gnikless  to  be  sospicioos^'' 

**  And  she  was  taoght  preind:ce  from  her  inBuKj,"  eootinned 
Mrs.  Graham,  thoaghtfollr.  "^That  mar  be  one  cause  of  kcr 
being  so  eaalj  misled.  I  hare  remarked  in  other  cascsy  where 
girls  haTe  beoi  hionght  op  on  a  sjstem  of  excinaTeness,  dfeat  their 
fiodii^  bcconM  intensified,  whilst  their  power  of  jndgmmt  is 
narrowed ;  and  so  an j  person  admitted  to  their  intimacy  is  ISktij 
to  become  an  idol,  merel j  becaose  there  is  no  one  else  with  whom 
a  comparison  can  be  made." 

'^  Ladj  Augusta  woold  saj,  I  suppose,  that  she  did  gi^e  Helen 
opportunities   of  forming  a  judgment,"  said  Claode,    JLankiHj 
**"  She  brought  her  to  London,  and  allowed  her  to  rush  tht— ^  ^ 
London  season." 

^  Three  nnrnths'  residence  in  London  will  not  undo  the  wofk  of 
nine  months  in  the  coontrr,  and  the  training  of  years  prerioas^* 
said  Mrsw  Graham.  ^  Exdusireness  maj  be  altered  bj  it  in 
f<»in,  but  it  certainly  won't  be  destrojred,  for  it  is  the  habit  of  the 
mind.  A  girl  educated  like  Helen  does  not  know  what  it  is  to 
hare  sympathies  in  common  with  her  fellow-ereatiires^  She  Ukes 
or  dislikes^  simply  as  a  matter  of  taste^  and  always  in  reference  to 
her  own  fimc j.  No ;  I  suspect  we  may  close  oar  gremt  gates^  and 
flatter  oorselres  that  eril  in  a  carriage-and-foor  can^'t  enter,  and 
then  find  that  self-conceit  has  ^ded  in  unperceiTed  by  ^ 
wicket.  Pe<^ple  seem  to  me  to  forget  that  educatioa  is  as  neces- 
sary to  enable  us  to  form  our  judgment  of  persons  as  of  books. 
Howerer.  we  are  doing  no  good  in  discussing  all  this  now.  The 
question  is  what  is  to  be  done  ?^ 

"^Leare  it  all,"  said  Claude,  despondingly.  ^I  aua  fooG^  to 
trouble  mjseif  about  the  matter." 


IVORS.  325 

"  You  forget  that  Helen  is  my  sister's  child,*' said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Yes,  I  do  forget  it,"  he  exclaimed.  "  When  I  think  of  her 
surrounded  bj  the  cant  of  religion  and  philosophy,  about  to  rush 
upon  her  ruin,  I  forget  that  she  is,  or  could  be,  any  thing  but  the 
pupil  of  Lady  Augusta  Clare." 

"  We  must  not  be  severe,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

He  looked  at  her  in  surprise.  "  Am  I  severe  ?  G  od  knows  —  ** 
he  paused :  his  manner  quite  changed,  as  he  added,  "  I  would  wish 
to  be  guided  by  you." 

Mrs.  Graham  considered.  Then  she  said,  rather  hesitatingly, 
"  Your  opinion  of  Madame  Reinhard  would  go  far  to  second  the 
impression  made  by  this  letter." 

"  Mine !  Mrs.  Graham,  you  know  Helen  well.  Have  you 
never  heard  from  her  the  sharp  laugh,  which  rings  as  though  it 
were  struck  from  metal  ?  That  laugh  would  be  the  answer  if  she 
were  told  my  opinion  of  Madame  Reinhard.  No ;  there  is  one 
person — only  one— your  daughter,  Susan.  I  have  thought  that 
she  might  find  an  opportunity,  only  I  should  be  so  sorry — so 
grieved — to  trouble  her  mind  with  such  subjects." 

"I  have  never  kept  from  Susan  any  subjects,  by  knowing 
which  she  could  be  useful  to  others,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  '*I  be- 
lieved the  necessity  would  neutralise  the  harm.  Besides,  I  have 
always  observed  that  the  mischief  of  the  knowledge  of  evil  con- 
sists, not  in  the  facts,  but  in  the  mode  in  which  they  are  commu- 
nicated. Whatever  I  have,  at  any  time,  thought  it  desirable  that 
my  children  should  know,  I  have,  therefore,  told  them  myself  in 
as  simple,  and  straightforward,  and  unmysterious  a  manner  as  I 
possibly  could.  Susan  would  hear  any  thing  I  might  tell  her, 
whether  about  this  matter  or  any  other  of  the  same  kind,  without 
receiving  any  great  moral  shock.  She  knows  that  there  is  a  great 
deal  of  evil  in  the  world,  and  she  will  not  become  false,  or  scep- 
tical, or  careless  in  her  conduct  because  cases  of  the  kind  are 
brought  before  her.  Still  it  requires  a  great  deal  of  consideration 
before  one  can  determine  that  it  is  right  she  should  be  mixed 
up  with  this  business." 

A  loud  tingling  of  the  Admiral's  bell  at  that  moment  inter- 
rupted the  conversation.  Mrs.  Graham  hastened  to  answer  it. 
Claude  left  the  letter  and  the  envelope  on  the  table,  and  would 
have  hurried  after  her,  but  she  motioned  to  him  to  remain.  He 
went  to  the  window,  and  stood  there  thinking.  His  countenance 
expressed  feelings  of  mingled  scorn  and  suffering,  and  again  and 
again  he  put  his  hand  to  his  brow,  as  though  the  weight  of  sor- 
rowful care  were  pressing  him  down  beyond  his  usual  powers  of 
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endarance.  A  knock  at  the  door  was  twice  repeated  before  he 
heard  it.  Isabella  entered,  and  surprised  at  seeing  him,  was 
going  away  again ;  bat  Mrs.  Graham's  voice  from  the  inner  room 
snmmoned  Claude  in  an  eager,  frightened  tone.  He  rushed  into 
the  next  room.  Isabella  lingered  in  the  dressing-room,  afraid 
to  advance  further. 

The  Admiral's  faintness  had  partially  returned;  his  face  was 
deathlike,  but  consciousness  was  left.  He  feebly  kept  Claude's 
hand  in  his,  whilst  Mrs.  Graham  tried  every  means  to  restoro 
him.  It  was  a  work  of  time  and  difficulty ;  one  moment  he  would 
raHy,  but  the  next  he  sank  back  again.  Isabella  stole  into  the 
room,  hoping  to  be  useful,  and  was  sent  to  call  Barnes,  and  write 
a  note  to  the  Admiral's  physician ;  and  when  this  was  done  she 
came  back  to  station  herself  in  the  dressing-room,  and  was  told 
l^at  ^'the  Admiral  was  better.  Mr.  Egerton  and  Barnes  had 
managed  to  raise  him.  There  was  no  confusion  of  the  mind,— 
he  knew  them  all ;  but  he  seemed  distressed  because  Susan  w» 
not  there,  and  a  message  was  to  be  sent  to  her."  Isabella  offered 
to  write  it,  and  went  back  to  the  dressing-room  for  the  purpose. 

Mrs.  Graham  and  Claude  stood  by  the  Admiral's  bed.  The 
old  man  feebly  and  uneasily  turned  his  head  from  side  to  side, 
looking  for  some  one. 

^*  Susan  win  be  here  very  soon,  dear  sir,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
gently. 

But  he  scarcely  smiled.     His  eye  rested  on  Claude. 

"  She  will  be  here  almost  directly,  sir,"  repeated  Claude.  "The 
note  win  be  finished  and  sent  in  a  few  minutes." 

"She  won't  come  —  she  won't  understand,"  murmured  the 
Admiral. 

"  Oh,  yes !  Susan  understands  more  quickly  than  any  one,"  re- 
plied Mrs.  Graham,  *'  especially  where  those  she  loves  are  ccm- 
cerned." 

^  I  am  sure  she  won't  delay  a  moment,"  added  Claude,  earnestly. 

The  Admiral's  dim  eye  became  quite  keen  in  its  expression. 
He  glanced  at  Claude,  and  said,  "  I'm  not  going  to  die." 

An  irrepressible  smile  crossed  Claude's  face  as  he  answered, 
**  We  hope  you  are  going  to  be  a  great  deal  better,  dear  sir." 

^Not  so  much  chance  of  that^"  murmured  the  Admiral 
"Frances" — Mrs.  Graham  bent  down  to  him  i— *'  he'd  much  better 
go  than  write." 

Claude  heard  the  words.     "  Yes,  I  will  go,  sir,  willingly,  di- 
rectly;"  yet  he  hesitated. 
-  Mrs.   Grabam  read  what  was  passing  in  his   mind.     T)r. 
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Markham  will  "be  here  presently,**  she  said,  "and  you  may  be 
wanted." 

"  Wanted ;  what  for  ?  "  said  the  Admiral,  quickly. 

**  There  may  be  something  to  be  done, — Claude  may  make 
himself  useful,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham. 

The  Admiral  looked  at  Claude  very  earnestly.  **  I  wish  you 
to  go,"  he  said,  in  a  feeble  voice ;  and  then  he  was  heard  mutter- 
ing to  himself,  as  though  making  an  apology :  "  it  will  save  her' 
a  fright, — he'll  explain." 

Claude  moved  away ;  Mrs.  Graham  followed  him.  **  We  must 
not  fret  him,"  she  said ;  "  you  had  better  go.  If  you  ask  for 
Susan,  that  will  be  all  that  is  necessary.  And  will  you  tell  Isa- 
bella that  the  note  is  not  wanted." 

She  pressed  Claude's  hand  affectionately.  He  stood  lingering 
longing  to  say  more,  fill  the  Admiral's  voice  was  heard  at  the 
highest  pitch  which  his  strength  allowed :  ^*  Is  Claude  gone  ?  why 
doesn't  he  go  ?  " 

And  Claude  then  went  into  the  dressing-room  to  give  his  message 
to  Isabella,  ^e  was  sitting  at  her  desk,  writing ;  some  note- 
paper  and  two  or  three  envelopes  were  lying  by  her  side.  "  This 
is  mine,  I  think,"  said  Claude,  observing  the  direction  of  that 
which  he  had  shown  to  Mrs.  Graham.  Part  of  a  letter  was  still 
in  it;  the  remainder  lay  upon  the  table,  rather  hidden  by  the 
desk,  and  he  did  not  remark  it ;  neither  did  Isabella  till  Claude 
was  gone,  and  she  had  finished  writing,  and  moved  away  her  desk; 
and  then  she  took  it  up,  and  looked  at  it ;  and,  finding  it  was 
something  which  did  not  belong  to  her,  imagined  it  must  have 
been  addressed  to  her  mother,  and  put  it  into  the  pocket  of  heir 
blotting  book,  to  be  kept  safely. 


CHAPTER  LIX. 


Helen  Clase  sat  alone  in  the  little  morning- room  adjoining  the 
drawing-room.  Her  cheek  was  pale,  her  eyelids  were  heavy  and 
swollen,  her  lips  pressed  together,  as  though  she  had  forgotten  to 
smile ;  and  before  her  lay  two  letters,  one  worn,  and  creased,  and 
blotted,  on  which  many  tears  might  have  fallen ;  the  other  fresh 
and  new,  written  in  large  characters,  upon  glazed  note  paper,  with 
the  stamped  crest  of  nobility  at  the  top  of  the  page.  Helen's 
thoughts  did  not  take  the  form  of  soliloquy.   People  soliloquise  on 
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the  stage  for  the  benefit  of  the  audieDce,  but  Terj  rarelj  in  real 
life  for  their  own.  And  Helen  was  not  in  a  state  to  carrj  on  any 
r^nlar  train  of  thought.  She  was,  indeed,  upon  the  verge  of  the 
»  great  decision,  bj  which,  once  again,  she  was  to  bind  herself  for 
life ;  and  at  everj  sound  of  the  distant  opening  of  a  door,  she 
listened  and  trembled,  in  the  expectation  that  the  interview  which, 
at  Madame  Reinhard's  instigation,  she  had  consented  to  grants  and 
which  she  felt  must  determine  her  fate,  was  close  at  hand.  But 
she  had  not  reached  this  point  bj  thought,  but  rather,  as  is  the 
case  with  thousands,  when  bent  upon  their  own  destruction,  bj 
not  thinking.  She  was  about  to  commit  a  moral  suicide,  and  she 
walked  deliberately  forward,  closing  her  eyes  to  consequences,  and 
stopping  her  ears  to  every  voice,  except  that  which  whispered,  in 
the  charmed  accents  of  Madame  Reinhard,  that  marriage,  if  it 
were  not  happiness,  would  at  least  be  freedom. 

But  we  are  ingenious  self-tormentors.  And  now,  resolved  upon 
the  act  which  was  to  place  a  barrier  between  herself  and  the  days 
gone  by,  insurmountable  even  in  the  eyes  of  the  world,  Helen 
could  not  resist  one  lingering  glance  at  the  past,  a  glance  strangely 
mingled,  of  curiosity  and  repentance.  How  had  she  felt  towards 
Claude  ?  She  had  almost  forgotten.  Time,  new  scenes,  new  as- 
sociations, the  excitement  of  the  present,  had  so  blended  conflictiiig 
feelings,  that  she  could  not  recall  them.  She  took  up  his  letter, — 
the  few  lines — the  last  which  she  ever  received  from  him, — in 
which,  without  one  word  of  reproach,  he  had  expressed  his 
acquiescence  in  the  sentence  that  parted  them. 

"  Helen,"  it  said,  "you  have  decided  wisely.  I  have  neither  the 
right  nor  the  wish  to  complain.  We  are  not  suited,  and  I  could 
never  have  made  you  happy.  But  let  me  say  in  self-defence, — for 
I  shall  never  again  have  the  opportunity, — that  the  last  thought  in 
my  mind  was  that  of  subjecting  you  to  my  will.  My  dream  was  of  a 
law  which  should  rule  us  both, — the  law  of  mutual  love,  and  of 
willing  dedication  of  ourselves  to  God.  May  we  both  be  saved 
from  the  unutterable  wretchedness  of  seeking  for  happiness  with- 
out it ! 

''  Do  not  think  I  shall  forget  you ;  it  is  impossible :  your 
name  will  still  be  treasured  amongst  my  dearest,  though  saddest 
memories ;  and  when  I  hear  that  you  are  blest,  I  shall  feel  that 
I  am  blest  myself.  „  ^^^^^  Egkbton." 

Oh !  the  pang  of  shame,  of  self-reproach,  which  struck  Helen's 
heart,  as  she  read  these  lines,  and  then  glanced  at  the  note  upon 
the  table  I 
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Claude  and  Captain  Mordaunt !  she  would  not,  could  not,  ought 
not  to  think  of  them  together ;  and  she  rose  up,  and  paced  the 
room,  and,  with  a  strong  resolution,  dashed  away  the  rising  tear, 
and  crushed,  with  unsparing  hand,  the  purer,  holier  longings, 
which  those  few  words  had  caused  to  spring  up  in  her  heart. 

Footsteps  upon  the  stairs  !  Helen  turned  pale  ;  she  caught  up 
the  letter,  and  sat  down.  Men*s  voices  in  the  lobby !  she  had 
almost  rushed  through  the  door,  opening  into  the  drawing-room, 
and  escaped. 

Yet  why  ?  her  will  was  her  own.  Now,  now,  at  the  last  moment, 
she  might  draw  back;  she  had  given  no  open  encouragement, 
beyond  receiving  a  note  of  silly  compliment ;  she  had  only  said 
to  Madame  Reinhard,  that  if  Captain  Mordaunt  called  she  would 
see  him.  Coward  !  why  should  she  be  afraid  to  listen  to  him,  to 
hear  all  that  he  would  say,  and  trust  herself,  if  she  saw  fit,  to 
reject  him  ?  She  took  up  her  work,  and  the  needle  fell  from  her 
trembling  hand ;  she  stooped  to  find  it,  and  at  that  moment  the 
door  opened. 

When  she  looked  up,  Claude  Egerton  was  standing  before  her. 

Cold,  stem,  self-possessed,  not  a  line  of  his  countenance  betray- 
ing the  slightest  emotion,  confronting  her  without  embarrassment ; 
—and  Helen  shrank  from  his  eye  like  a  guilty  thing,  and  her 
voice  was  scarcely  audible,  as,  in  reply  to  his  question,  whether 
he  might  be  allowed  to  see  Miss  Graham,  she  replied,  "  I  believe 
so.     Perhaps  she  may  be  gone  out ;  I  will  go  and  see." 

He  stopped  her.  "  The  servant  will  let  me  know.  I  would 
not  give  you  the  trouble.  I  came  to  take  her  away.  Admiral 
Clare  is  very  ill." 

A  thundering  knock  at  the  street  door !  Helen  could  not  rise 
from  her  seat ;  if  she  had  attempted  it,  she  must  have  fallen  to 
the  ground.     She  made  no  reply  to  Claude's  information. 

He  could  not  help  seeing  how  ill  she  looked,  and  he  re- 
marked it. 

She  said  it  was  the  noise ;  she  was  startled  by  it.  Her  eye 
turned  to  the  door,  and  Claude's  glance  followed  the  same  direc- 
tion. 

A  little  page  entered  with  a  note.  "  The  gentleman  had  left 
it,  and  would  call  again  in  a  few  minutes." 

Helen  tore  it  open  without  an  apology.  "  Visitors  are  to  be 
shown  into  the  drawing-room,"  she  said,  hurriedly ;  and  the  page 
left  the  room. 

"I  am  in  your  way,"  observed  Claude. 

Helen's  smile  was  ghastly.     "  My  cousin  will  be  here  directly," 
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she  said.     ^  She  went  out  with  Mamma.     I  don^  know  where 
^e  is." 

Again  she  took  up  her  work,  and  both  were  silent. 

Claude  said  something  more  about  Admiral  Clare.  Helen 
seemed  scarcely  to  hear  him.  He  talked  for  some  minates,  and 
mentioned  Madame  Reinhard's  name,  and  asked  if  Helen  saw 
much  of  her,  and  watched  the  reply. 

Helen  said,  ^'  She  must  be  gone  out."  She  thought  Claude  was 
speaking  of  Susan. 

Another  knock.  Claude  took  up  his  hat,  and  remarked  that 
there  must  be  a  visitor.  He  would  wait  in  Sir  Heary's  study,  if 
be  might  be  allowed. 

''  It  does  not  signify ;  there  is  no  hurry,"  said  Helen,  nervously. 
She  seemed  afraid  now  that  he  would  leave  her. 

But  he  insisted  upon  going  ;  she  could  not  stop  him ;  'but  she 
murmured  something  about  Susan,  and  went  to  the  door,  and 
looked  out  into  the  lobby. 

Claude  followed  her  closely.  Captain  Mordaunt  was  coming 
up  the  stairs.  Claude  saw  the  burning  colour  rise  to  Helen's 
cheeks,  and  with  a  feeling  that  was  almost  maddening,  he  mshed 
past  Captain  Mordaunt  without  speaking,  and  entered  Sir  Henrj^fi 
study.  There,  even  before  the  door  closed,  he  heard  the  &ee 
confidential  tone  in  which  Helen  was  addressed;  her  confseed, 
hesitating  reply,  whilst,  as  if  certain  of  the  footing  on  whidi  he 
stood,  Captain  Mordaunt  followed  her  into  the  little  study. 

No,  it  was  too  late ;  and  Claude  knelt  down,  and  prayed  for 
her. 


CHAPTER  LX. 


Lady  Augusta  Clare's  carriage  was  seen  standing  before  a  aaaaH 
house,  in  a  dull  street,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Belgiai?via.  A 
page,  duly  buttoned  and  tutored,  was  at  the  open  door. 

"  Lady  Louisa  Stuart's,  my  love  ;  you  won't  mind  calling  wiA 
me,  I  hope,"  said  Lady  Augusta ;  and  Susan  acquiesced,  and  was 
ushered  up  the  narrow  stairs.  Qrmolu,  porcelain^  Bohemii^ 
glass,  papier  m^ch^,  gilding,  beads,  Berlin  work,  books  in  blue 
and  crimson — such  a  profusion  of  prettinesses ;  and  Lady  Looisa^ 
dressed  in  the  youthful  style  of  three-and-twenty,  flounoes  ani 
ribands,  and  with  the  simplest,  slightest  apology  for  a  «ap,  and 
seated  at  an  inlaid  table,  writing  with  a  gold  pen  upon  superfine 
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paper !  Nei^king  could  be  more  touching,  or  proBpectivelj  bride- 
like. "  My  dear  Lady  Augusta,"  she  exclaimed,  "  come  at  lasti 
I  have  been  waiting,  '  chiding  the  lagging  hours,'  till  I  saw  you. 
And  Miss  Graham,  too !  I  thought  it  had  been  fair  Helen." 

**  Helen  is  engaged  at  home.  I  supposed  you  would  think  me 
unkind,  if  I  didn't  call,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  bluntly. 

She  seated  herself ;  her  countenance  and  attitude  severe. 

Lady  Louisa,  with  an  air  of  uncomfortable  misgiving,  addressed 
herself  to  Susaiu 

^^  i  have  not  seen  Helen  for  an  age,  but  I  trust  that  tkne  is 
woiking  wonders  for  her." 

^  Helen  is  quite  weU,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  quickly. 

*^  Ah  !  she  has  been  taught  by  Proteus, 

*  Cease  to  lament  for  that  thou  canst  not  help  1 ' 

I  should  have  called  to  see  her  long  before  this,  but  I  have  been 
60  occupied." 

Lady  Louisa's  eyes  were  modestly  cast  upon  the  ground 

"  Do  you  mean  to  be  married  in  London,  Louisa  ?  "  said  Lad j 
Augusta. 

^  Ton  ask  a  difficult  question ;  there  is  much  to  be  thought  of. 
Lideed,  I  have  had  no  time  for  thought." 

**  So  I  imagined,"  said  Lady  Augusta :  ^*  one  of  my  reasons  for 
calling  to-day  was  to  say,  that  Sir  Henry  disapproves  of 
Helen's  accepting  your  offer  of  having  "her  as  one  of  the  brides- 
maids." 

Lady  Louisa  coloured.  "  Indeed !  I  should  have  thought,  that 
considering  former  friendship  and  relationship— yet  I  suppose  it 
may  be  natural:  there  must  be  painful  reminiscences;  things 
might  have  been  so  different." 

**You  had  better  get  taller  bridesmaids,  Louisa,"  continued 
Lady  Augusta ;  "  they  will  look  much  better." 

For  a  moment  Lady  Louisa  was  discomposed ;  but  she  quickly 
Tccovered  herself.  "  There  has  been  a  difficulty  about  brides- 
maids," she  said :  ^'  the  Count  has  so  few  relations  in  EnglaAid, 
amd  all  my  own  particular  friends  are  married,  and  so  indeed  are 
most  of  the  young  ladies  of  Helen's  age.  This  is  her  third 
season,  I  believe."  Lady  Augusta  would  not  vouchsafe  a  reply, 
snd  Lady  Louisa  addressed  Susan.  ^^  You  rather  despise  London 
seasons,  i  believe.  Miss  Graham?" 

^^  I  have  never  had  the  opportunity,  because  I  have  never  had 
ihe  experience  of  them,"  said  Susan. 
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"Aptly  answered.  No  doubt  you  devote  yourself  to  the 
sciences  ?" 

"  I  devote  myself  to  whatever  may  happen  to  come,"  replied 
Susan,  laughing.     "  Every  thing  is  new  to  me." 

"  And  you  are  staying  with  the  Admiral :  and  of  course  you 
see  Petruchio  ?  how  fares  he  ?  " 

"  Mr.  Egerton  was  very  well  when  we  last  met,"  replied  Susan : 
**  but  I  have  not  seen  him  for  some  days." 

"  Very  well,  is  he !  of  course  meaning  very  happy  ?"  and  Lady 
Louisa  gave  such  a  peculiar  glance  at  Susan,  that  she  blushed, 
without  knowing  why.  "  Well,  it  is  but  what  Rosalind  says : 
*  The  poor  world  is  almost  six  thousand  years  old,  and  in  all  this 
time  there  was  not  any  man  died  in  his  own  person,  videlicet, 
in  a  love  cause.' " 

*•  You  speak  from  experience,  I  suppose,  Louisa  ?  "  said  Lady 
Augusta,  sharply. 

"Nay,  how  can  it  be  my  own?"  said  Lady  Louisa,  with  a 
satirical  smile.  "I  leave  it  to  Helen  to  inflict  the  test.  But, 
seriously,  I  am  comforted  to  hear  that  Petruchio  bears  up  against 
his  trial.  He  will  scarcely,  I  suppose,  venture  upon  another 
Kate  ?  "     And  again  Lady  Louisa  determinately  looked  at  Susan. 

"  You  talked  of  the  Count's  relations,"  said  Lady  Augusta, 
abruptly  ;  "who  are  they?" 

"  Who  ?  A  wide  question  ;  one  must  be  learned  in  the  blood 
royal  of  Poland  to  answer  it,"  said  Lady  Louisa. 

"  I  never  heard  that  Poland  had  a  blood  royal,"  observed  Lady 
Augusta,  drily.  "  I  suppose  their  names  all  end  in  ski ;  and  I 
should  advise  you,  Louisa,  to  take  care  that  their  honours  don't 
do  the  same,  and  melt  into  thin  air." 

Lady  Louisa  only  smiled,  with  a  pity  that  was  more  nearly 
akin  to  contempt  than  to  love. 

Susan  felt  that  the  conversation  was  becoming  uncomfortable, 
and,  to  divert  it,  asked  if  Lady  Louisa  had  seen  Miss  Manners 
lately. 

"  This  morning  only ;  she  is  just  gone :  and  that  reminds  me — 
I  was  so  sorry  to  hear  from  her  such  a  bad  account  of  the 
Admiral.  She  had  been  calling  in  Cavendish  Square,  and  was 
not  admitted :  seeing  you  here,  however,  I  trust  the  report  is  ex- 
aggerated." 

Susan  looked  surprised,  but  scarcely  uneasy.  "  It  must  have 
been  a  mistake,"  she  said.  "  I  should  certainly  have  been  told  if 
he  was  worse.    Last  evening  the  account  was  much  better." 

"Indeed !  I  dare  say  it  was."    Lady  Louisa  evidently  thought 
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tLe  matter  not  of  the  slightest  consequence,  and  turned  to  Ladj 
Augusta. 

"  I  am  afraid  I  shall  scarcely  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  Sir 
Henry,  and  yourself,  and  fair  Helen,  on  the  twentieth  of  next 
month.  Rumour  whispers  that  you  are  intending  to  leave  London 
about  that  time." 

«  We  talk  of  it,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  stiffly.  "  But  the  twentieth ! 
you  are  carrying  on  matters  quickly." 

"  Yes ;  and  overwhelmed  with  business  in  consequence.  I  may 
with  truth  say,  *  I  have  to-day  despatched  sixteen  businesses  a 
month's  length  a-piece.'  But  the  Count  has  no  mercy.  Miss 
Graham " 

Susan  started  at  the  sound  of  her  own  name.  "Ah !  your 
thoughts  were  elsewhere ;  forgive  me." 

"I  was  thinking  of  the  Admiral,"  said  Susan.  "Did  you 
say  that  Miss  Manners  had  been  calling  in  Cavendish  Square 
to-day?" 

"Only  just  before  she  came  here.  Mr.  Egerton,  she  was  told, 
had  gone  to  Grosvenor  Place  with  some  message  for  you." 

Susan  stood  up  ;  her  face  flushed  and  very  anxious.  "  If  I  had 
only  known,"  she  began,  whilst  looking  at  Lady  Augusta  and 
expecting  her  at  once  to  say  that  they  would  go :  but  no  response 
was  made,  and  she  left  her  sentence  unfinished,  and  sat  down 
again. 

"Where  do  you  mean  to  go  for  your  wedding  tour,  Louisa?" 
asked  Lady  Augusta. 

"  It  is  uncertain.  So  many  are  busy  with  advice  upon  the 
subject,  that  we  are  constantly  changing  our  minds.  Sometimes 
it  is  France,  sometimes  Italy,  occasionally  Germany.  But  doubt- 
less we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  meeting  abroad  if,  as  rumour 
has  again  whispered,  you  are  projecting  a  tour  on  the  continent." 

Lady  Augusta  would  not  reciprocate  the  wish";  and  in  the 
pause  that  followed  Susan  again  hoped  that  she  would  move. 

Lady  Louisa  at  length  observed  the  expression  of  her  face. 
"You  are  anxious,  I  am  afraid?"  she  said.  "I  have  disturbed 
your  peace  of  mind." 

Susan  tried  to  smile,  and  answered,  "  A  little.  But  I  shall  hear 
every  thing  from  Mr.  Egerton." 

"  You  could  not  have  a  better  messenger,"  said  Lady  Louisa ; 
"  so  entirely  considerate." 

"  You  were  not  used  to  speak  so  favourably  of  Claude,"  ob- 
served Lady  Augusta,  sharply. 

'*  Was  I  not  ?  that  was  because  the  world  spoke  so  well  of  him 
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tliat  there  was  no  need.  I  may  occasionallj  have  hiughed  at 
Fetruchio, — ^I  have  an  unhappy  knack  of  laughing  at  everj  one,— 
but  I  never  could  do  any  thing  but  respect  him,  and  suppose  that 
others  would  have  sense  enough  to  do  the  same." 

Lady  Augusta  rose  suddenly.  ''  Susan,"  she  said,  ^'  we  shall  be 
late  for  church;  are  you  ready?"  Susan  put  down  her  veil, 
wished  Lady  Louisa  good-bye,  and  walked  to  the  further  end  of 
the  room.     Lady  Augusta  lingered. 

*^  And  you  really  can  give  me  no  hope  of  seeing  you  on  the 
twentieth,  Augusta?"  said  Lady  Louisa,  feeling  a  little  mollified 
at  the  last  moment,  and  anxious  to  have  the  sanction  of  snch  a 
dignified  presence.  **  There  will  be  little  enough  to  offer  ut  the 
way  of  entertainment.  My  aunt  comes  to  preside  and  act  the  lady 
of  the  house,  and  we  shall  have  but  fewguests^  and  nothing  sj^^idid. 
With  my  small  establishment  it  could  not  be  otherwise." 

Lady  Augusta  looked  round  to  see  if  Susan  was  near,  and  then 
answered,  '^  This  is  not  the  time  to  talk  seriously,  yet  I  may  not 
have  another  opportunity.  Louisa,  though  you  forget  appear- 
ances, I  don't.     What  can  this  unknown  Polish  youth  be  to  yon?** 

Lady  Louisa  east  her  eyes  to  the  ground  and  answered, — 

**  *  Thou  art  an  elm,  my  husband  ;  I,  a  rine, 
Whose  weakness  married  to  thy  stronger  state. 
Makes  me  with  thy  strength  to  communicate.' 

Is  not  that  answer  enough  ?  Would  you  not  be  happy  if  Helen 
could  say  the  same  ?  " 

"  At  one-and-twenty,  yes,"  said  Lady  Augusta ;  "  and  if  the 
man  were  worth  her  having." 

Lady  Louisa  smiled  bitterly.  *<  And  Helen  says  at  one-and- 
twenty,  n6 !  though  the  man  may  be  worth  ever  so  much.  Take 
care  that  she  does  not  say  it  too  often." 

Lady  Augusta  drew  her  shawl  round  her,  and  allowed  Lady 
Louisa's  hand  to  drop  from  her  grasp. 

Susan  followed  her  down  stairs  in  silence.  When  they  were 
both  seated  in  the  carriage,  Lady  Augusta  threw  herself  back, 
and  exclaimed,  '^  Intolerable  idiot !  she  is  worth  no  better  fate. 
Now,  Susan,  for  church." 

But  Susan  had  a  request  to  fnake  :^She  could  not  go  to  church; 
Mr.  Egerton  was  waiting  for  her,  and  she  wished  to  see  him. 

Lady  Augusta's  eye  rested  upon  her  with  a  sudden  gleam  of 
suspicion.  "  Mr.  Egerton !  why  should  he  be  sent  ?  They  can't 
wish  you  to  go  back  with  him?" 

"  I  don't  know^ — I  have  not  thought  about  it, —  only  I  am  so 
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▼erj  anxious:"  and  Susaa's  fillings,  reprised  during  liie  inter- 
view with  Ladj  Louisa,  struggled  to  gain  vent,  and  tears  stood  in 
her  eyes. 

Lady  Augusta  spoke  again,  and  more  sternly :  ^'  This  is  weak- 
ness, Susan  ;  I  don't  like  weakness ;  I  warn  you  against  it.  You 
ha4  much  better  go  with  me  first ;  it  will  strengthen  you." 

S'usan^s  tears  were  repressed  in  an  instant.  ^  I  am  never  afraid 
of  not  having  strength  given  me  when  I  am  doing  my  duty,"  she 
said,  '*  whether  it  may  be  in  church  or  out  of  church.  If  mamma 
wishes  me  to  return,  I  must." 

Lady  Augusta's  face  showed  great  displeasure  ;  she  murmured, 
*'  Mr.  £gertQD  must  be  very  intimate ! "  and  then,  pulling  the 
cheek-string,  gave  an  order  that  the  carrii^e  should  take  her  to 
chorch,  acbd  afterwards  carry  Miss  Graham  back  to  Grosvenor 
Places. 

She-  «fid  Boi  utter  another  word  during  the  remainder  of  the 
driven  and  Susan  mechanically  watched  the  crowds  moving 
through  the  streets,  whilst  thinking  of  the  Admiral's  illness,  and 
her  mother's  message,  and  in  the  depth  of  her  heart  nursing  a  vague 
feeling  of  mingled  happiness,  shame,  and  foreboding, — now,  for 
the  first  time,  assuming  a  definite  form,  and  based  upon  those  few 
words,  "  Mr.  Egerton  must  be  very  intimate ! " 

The  carriage  stopped  at  Grosvenor  Place.  Susan  woke  up  as 
firom  ft  troubled  dream  when  the  clamorous  knock  was  given. 
She  almost  opened  the  carriage  herself  to  rush  into  the  house ;  but 
a  conflicting  feeling  kept  her  back.  She  asked  for  Mr.  Egerton, 
and  was  shown  into  Sir  Henry's  study. 

Glaade  sat  there  alone  ;  his  back  was  towards  the  door,  and  he 
turned  impatiently  as  she  entered.  Susan  saw  his  face,  and  her 
heart  sank.  Sallow,  dark,  agitated !  she  read  in  it  at  once  the 
confirmation  of  her  worst  fears. 

"  He  is  dying ! "  she  exclaimed :  "  you  are  come  to  tell  me  of 
it  I "  and  she  burst  into  tears. 

Claude  became  more  calm ;  he  seemed  in  a  moment  to  throw 
aside  self,  and  his  manner  was  full  of  a  brother's  tenderness.  He 
ventured  to  take  her  hand :  he  spoke  gently  and  soothingly. 
"  The  Admiral,"  he  said,  "  was  not  so  well,  and  was  wishing  to  see 
her.  There  was  nothing  serious  yet :  of  course,  all  changes  for  the 
worse  must  cause  uneasiness.  Perhaps  Susan  could  return  at 
once  in  Lady  Augusta's  carriage  if  it  was  still  waiting?" 

Susan  had  sat  down^  but  she  rose  directly,  her  tears  gone,  com- 
posed, reasonable,,  as  she  always  was.  She  felt  that  Claude's  eye 
was  opon  her ;  it  made  her  self-conscious :  she  could  not  under- 
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stand  what  it  meant^  and  lingered  thinking  he  had  gomething  ebe 
to  say. 

^  Your  presence  will  be  a  great  comfort,"  he  continued ;  ''  Mrs. 
Graham  has  been  wanting  jou  sadly.  Shall  you  be  ready 
directly?" 

''  Yes,  in  one  instant  I  will  give  directions  to  Annette,  and 
she  will  take  care  of  every  thing  for  me,  and  then  I  will  say  good- 
bye to  Helen." 

Claude's  countenance  changed ;  he  tried  to  speak  and  failed. 

'*  Ought  I  not  to  wait  even  for  that  ?  Have  you  kept  any  thing 
back  from  me?"  exclaimed  Susan. 

"  Nothing,  nothing ! "  He  walked  towards  the  window  that  his 
face  might  not  be  seen,  and  Susan  dared  not  ask  him  another 
question.  She  went  to  her  room,  rang  for  Annette,  and  gave  htr 
directions,  and  inquired  if  Miss  Clare  was  in  the  drawing-room. 

'*  In  the  boudoir,  I  believe,  mademoiselle ;  and  I  think  there  is  ft 
visitor  there."  Annette  had  her  own  suspicions,  but  she  wooM 
not  betray  them. 

"  Then  ask  if  she  can  see  me  for  one  moment ;  tell  her  I  am 
going  home ;  that  Admiral  Clare  is  very  ill."  Susan  followed 
Annette  down  the  stairs,  and  waited  in  the  lobby.  She  heard 
voices ;  Captain  Mordaunt's  was  easily  recognised  ;  its  tones  were 
eager.  What  Helen  replied  was  inaudible,  but  she  came  out  look- 
ing flushed  and  confused ;  she  scarcely  seemed  to  understand  whit 
Susan  said. 

"  Going,  are  you,  dearest  ?  so  suddenly !  I  am  so  sorry.  Bnt 
you  will  come  back  again  ?  the  Admiral  will  soon  be  better." 

"I  am  afraid  they  won't  be  able  to  spare  me  again,  dear  Helen; 
and  you  will  be  leaving  London  soon." 

"I  don't  know.  Did  you  leave  mamma  at  church  ?  Is  she 
coming  back  ?  Shall  you  take  the  carriage  ?  I  think  I  am  quite 
bewildered  by  these  changes."  And  Helen  pressed  her  hand 
across  her  brow. 

The  footman  came  up  the  stairs.  '^  I  am  desired  to  say,  ma'am, 
that  if  you  don't  go  at  once,  there  won't  be  time  to  take  you  to 
Cavendish  Square,  and  to  return  for  my  lady." 

"  I  must  go,  Helen  dearest ;  one  word  only,  don't  be  led." 

Helen's  laugh  was  sharp  and  grating ;  she  made  no  answer. 

"  Hark ;  there  is  Mr.  Egerton's  voice,  he  is  waiting :  dearest, 
good-bye." 

The  touch  of  that  icy  clammy  hand  which  was  laid  in  hers ! 
Susan  never  forgot  it.  She  ran  down  stairs  ;  and  Helen  stood  at 
the  top  and  watched  Claude  come  out  of  the  study  and  take  Susan 
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to  the  carriage,  saying  kind,  gentle  words  of  comfort.  A  cloud  of 
intense,  irrepressible  agony  passed  across  her  face,  and  her  fingers 
were  laid  on  the  handle  of  the  boudoir  door.  Yet  she  lingered. 
The  lock  was  moved  involuntarily,  and  the  slight  sound  decided 
her.  She  entered,  and  before  the  interview  ended  she  was  en- 
gaged to  Captain  Mordaunt. 


CHAPTER  LXI. 


Claude  talked  a  good  deal  during  that  short  drive ;  it  seemed 
that  he  feared  to  trust  himself  with  silence.  He  gave  Susan 
details  of  the  Admiral's  illness,  anticipated  her  questions,  and 
seemed  to  know  by  instinct  every  thing  which  interested  her.  She 
became  more  uneasy  as  symptoms  were  disclosed  which  her 
mother  had  kept  from  her,  and  the  hysterical  choking  feeling 
which  had  before  overpowered  her  returned  again ;  but  she  con- 
trolled it,  and  talked  quietly  and  with  more  unreserve  than  was 
her  wont.  She  felt  relief  in  being  able  to  say  what  was  in  her 
mind  to  one  who  could  understand ;  and  Claude,  as  he  listened  to 
her,  found  repose  in  the  deep,  yet  unexcited  feeling,  which  she 
expressed. 

"  I  am  so  much  obliged  to  you  for  coming  for  me,"  said  Susan, 
as  they  reached  Cavendish  Squai'e.  She  half  put  out  her  hand 
to  him,  and  then  drew  it  back  again.  But  he  took  it  cordially 
and  answered, — 

'*  I  have  to  thank  you.  It  has  been  a  comfort ;  it  is  always  a 
great  pleasure  to  do  any  thing  for  you.  I  hope  you  think  that." 
Susan*s  colour  came  and  went  quickly ;  she  hurried  away  from 
him.     Claude's  eye  followed  her  as  she  went  upstairs. 

She  was  not  Helen ;  but  she  had  given  him  what  Helen  never 
could — ^rest. 

That  evening  Susan  sat  beside  the  Admiral's  bed,  her  hand 
laid  upon  the  coverlid,  and  his  resting  upon  it ;  his  fingers  every 
now  and  then  moving  as  though  he  would  convince  himself  by 
touch  that  she  was  still  there.  She  was  telling  him  about  her 
visit,  talking  to  him  of  Helen  and  Lady  Augusta.  He  listened  not 
perhaps  with  pleasure,  for  the  old  associations  aroused  something 
like  irritable  feelings,  yet  with  interest,  and  some  satisfaction  in 
the  confession  of  his  own  repentance.  It  was  more  unreserved 
to  Susan  than  it  had  been  to  her  mother.     He  said  that  it 
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hnmbled  him  to  think  how  uncharitable  he  had  been ;  he  had 
indulged  the  feeling  against  his  better  conscience ;  people  little 
knew  how  the  hard  words,  said  perhaps  without  half  the  hard 
meaning  pat  upon  them,  would  rise  up  on  a  death-bed.  -Probacy 
he  should  never  see  Helen  again,  but  he  begged  Susan  to  give  his 
love  to  her.  "  I  can  say  that  truly  now,"  he  added.  "  When  the 
world's  troubles  are  coming  to  a  close,  the  world's  dislikes  die ; 
and  she's  not  likely  to  stand  in  your  way,  my  little  one ;  that's  a 
human  thought,  but  it's  a  great  help." 

'*  I  don't  understand  |  Helen  never  did  stand  in  my  way,"  said 
Susan. 

"  Not  that  you  saw,  my  child,  you  were  too  innocent ;  but  we 
mustn't  talk  about  that.  Where's  Claude.  Can't  you  all  come  id 
for  prayers  before  he  goes  to  the  House ;  and  then  I  should  feel 
ready  for  the  night." 

''Mr.  Egerton  is  with  mamma,  I  think,  and  she  is  writii^a 
note  to  the  Rector,  as  you  wished,  to  ask  if  he  can  arrange  aboat 
to-morrow  for  the  Holy  Communion." 

"  Ah  I  yes ;  all  well.  I  can  wait  I "  The  Admiral's  head  sank 
back  on  his  pillow.  Presently  he  said,  '^  K  it  had  been  God's  will, 
I  should  have  been  glad  to  see  you  happy,  my  pretty  one ;  but 
since  it's  not,  I  don't  complain.  Only  if  the  time  concies,  youll 
think  of  me." 

"  I  am  happy,"  said  Susan ;  "  I  should  be,  that  is,  if  you  were 
better." 

"No  cause  to  let  that  disturb  your  happiness,  child.  The 
'  peace  that  passeth  understanding '  is  better  than  earth's  joy. 
But  life  is  before  you,  Susan,  and  I  pray  God  to  bless  it  for  yon." 

"  In  His  way,"  said  Susan,  earnestly. 

"  Yes ;  you  are  right,  you  are  right — in  His  way ;  but  that's  a 
hard  way  sometimes." 

"  Still  if  it  has  His  blessing "  began  Susan. 

"  It  must  be  well  in  the  end.  You  feel  that,  do  you  ?"  He 
looked  at  her  intently,  turning  his  head  to  read  more  in  the  answer 
than  the  words  would  convey. 

"  I  think  I  do,"  said  Susan ;  "  but  I  have  had  very  little  trial." 

"  It  will  come,"  he  continued,  "  sooner  or  later,  in  some  form  or 
other ;  but  bear  up  bravely,  my  child.  Each  day  has  its  own 
sorrow,  but  each  day  has  also  its  own  strength ;  and  as  we  draw 
nearer  the  close  of  our  journey,  the  sorrow  decreases  and  the 
strength  increases.  It  is  a  pleasant  thing,  Susan,  to  stand  at  the 
foot  of  the  great  hill  of  life,  and  feel  that  we  are  mounting  to  the 
top ;  and  it  is  sobering  and  very  solemn  to  rest  there  when  we've 
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reached  it^  and  look  down  upon  the  path  by  which  we  are  to 
descend,  with  the  grave  bounding  our  view,  and  never  from  that 
time  to  .be  lost  to  sight.  But  the  upward  journey  is  slow  and 
toilsome ;  the  downward,  rapid  and  easy.  Whatever  your  burden 
may  be  in  the  upward  way^  my  child,  cast  it  upon  God,  and  He 
will  aid  you  to  bear  it ;  and  when  the  downward  path  begins,  you 
will,  through  His  Grrace,  cease  to  feel  its  weight  But  I  don't 
know  why  I  go  off  in  this  strain,"  he  added,  checking  hiinself. 
'^  I  always  want  to  talk  of  bright  things  to  you,  Susan,  but  some« 
how  the  thoughts  wander  off  into  sadness.  Can't  you  call  Claude 
now  ?    I'm  getting  tired." 

They  came — Claude,  Mrs.  Graham,  Isabella,  and  Anna — and 
knelt  with  Susan  around  the  bed.  Claude  came  nearest  to  the 
Admiral  that  he  might  hear  the  prayers,  and  the  old  man  beckoned 
to  Susan,  and  made  her  kneel  next.  His  eye  rested  upon  them 
with  a  lingering  gaze  of  indescribable,  longing  affection,  whilst 
Claude  waited  to  begin ;  and  then,  making  a  sudden  effort,  he 
folded  his  hands  and  said,  '^  Now  I  am  ready."  And  Claude  read 
the  evening  prayers  to  which  he  was*  accustomed.  The  Admiral 
followed  them,  half  aloud,  till  towards  the  end,  when  his  voice 
failed.  Claude  looked  up  alarmed,  but  the  Admiral  motioned  to 
him  to  go  on.  At  the  close  he  stretched  out  his  hand  feebly,  and 
touched  Claude,  and  murmured  Susan's  name. 

**  We  are  both  here,  dear  sir,"  said  Claude ;  and  Susan  ap- 
proached and  put  her  hand  within  that  of  the  Admiral 

"  Both,"  murmured  the  old  man.  He  felt  for  Claude's  hand, 
and  joined  it  with  Susan's.     "  Be  kind  to  her,  Claude ;  be  kind." 

They  were  the  last  words  he  spoke.  Another  fainting  fit  came 
on,  from  which  he  never  entirely  rallied,  and  before  midnight, — 
Admiral  Clare  was  dead. 


CHAPTER  LXIL 


Susan  spent  the  greater  part  of  the  next  day  lying  upon  the  sofa 

in  the  dark,  desolate  drawing-room ;  desolate,  not  because  it  wa& 

changed  in  its  outward  appearance,  but  because  the  spirit  which 

had  filled  it  was  fled.     She  was  ill ;  the  shock  had  come  upon  her 

very  suddenly.     The  love  of  the  aged  is  a  less  exciting,  but  per^ 

haps  a  prouder  possession  than  the  affection  of  the  young ;  it  calls 

forth  all  our  best  feelings ;  it  is  nourished  by  reverence,  humility, 
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and  unselfishness.  There  had  been  but  little  romance  in  Susan's 
life,  so  the  world  would  have  said ;  but  there  is  romance  in  every 
pure  and  holj  afiection,  and  Susan's  daily  work  had  been  refined 
and  ennobled  by  the  consciousness  that  all  which  she  did,  though 
possessing  no  intrinsic  value,  was  precious  in  the  old  man's  sight 
as  the  living  memory  of  his  youth.  The  feeling  was  gone  now ; 
she  had  one  interest  less  in  life,  one  person  less  for  whom  lovingly 
to  sacrifice  her  own  will,  and  that  is  a  great  loss  to  the  afiectionate 
and  the  unselfish.  But  she  was  not  miserable,  as  she  expected  to 
be.  She  had  given  way,  in  momentary  physical  weakness,  to  a 
passionate  burst  of  sorrow,  but  now  she  was  calm  again ;  more 
than  calm — peaceful  and  hopeful.  Mrs.  Graham  and  Claude  were 
busy.  They  had  arrangements  to  make,  painful,  and  admitting 
of  no  delay.  Anna  was  her  mother's  right  hand,  and  Isabella  was 
occupied  in  writing  letters.  At  another  time  Susan  would  have 
been  fretted  by  the  thought  that  others  were  exerting  themselves 
without  her ;  but  the  shock  upon  her  nerves  had  destroyed  this 
longing  for  activity.  She  was  told  that  it  was  her  duty  to  be 
quiet,  and  she  acquiesced  without  remonstrance.  All  that  she 
now  needed  was  to  lie  in  the  dark  room,  and  dream  over  the  dosing 
moments  of  the  Admiral's  consciousness — dream  of  them,  dwell 
upon  them,  with  intense  love,  with  bitter  regret ;  yet  with  an 
undercurrent  of  happier  feeling,  indefinite,  unrealised.  Was  it 
faith  ?  was  it  the  thought  that  the  labour  of  life  was  over,  and  he 
whom  she  loved  was  at  rest  ? 

Alas,  for  the  deceitfulness  of  the  human  heart ! 

Some  one  entered  the  drawing-room.  Susan  started  up,  but 
she  felt  weak  and  dizzy,  and  her  head  sank  back  again  upon  the 
cushion.  She  was  vexed  with  herself,  but  she  could  only  lie 
quite  still,  and  resolve  to  speak  as  though  nothing  was  the  matter. 

Claude  drew  near  the  sofa,  and  Susan  made  another  unavailing 
attempt  to  sit  up,  and  then  smiled,  and  said  it  was  no  use,  she 
must  consent  to  be  good  for  nothing  ;  but  it  was  very  trying. 

Claude  paused  before  he  replied.  Susan  could  not  clearly 
distinguish  his  face  in  the  imperfect  light;  but  he  sat  down 
wearily. 

"  Mamma  will  wear  herself  out,  I  am  afraid,"  observed  Susan ; 
**  it  seems  hard  not  to  be  able  to  help  her." 

"  But  you  must  not  try  yet.  I  hope  you  won't  think  of  it,"  he 
said,  quickly.  "  I  came  to  tell  you  what  we  thought  of  doing,  if 
it  would  not  worry  you.  You  are  sure,  quite  sure  you  would  not 
rather  be  left  alone  ?** 

Susan  heard  his  voice  tremble,  and  her  own  heart  throbbed  so 
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painfully,  that  she  could  scarcely  answer  intelligibly:  "Thank 
you  ;  you  are  veiy  kind  to  remember  me." 

He  interrupted  her.  "  Don't  tell  me  I  am  kind ;  all  I  can  do 
is  nothing.  If  you  would  only  let  me  be  of  service  to  you — now, 
always.  Mrs.  Graham  talks  of  going  back  to  Wingfield  immedi- 
ately.    You  won't  regret  that,  though  I  may." 

"But  you  will  come  to  the  Lodge,"  said  Susan.  It  was  an 
unfortunate  remark,  made  only  because  it  had  suggested  itself  as 
something  to  be  said. 

Poor  Claude's  firmness  gave  way.  He  rose  and  walked  up  and 
down  the  room ;  then  came  again  to  the  sofa,  and  said,  "  I  must 
go  to-morrow ;  the  funeral  is  to  be  there.  I  must  wait  to  see  the 
relations ;  then  my  connection  with  the  Lodge  and  Wingfield,  and 
with  all  that  part  of  the  country  will  be  at  an  end." 

It  was  as  though  Susan's  heart  had  been  touched  by  ice,  such  a 
cold  chill  passed  through  her. 

"Mrs.  Graham  has  promised  to  write  to  me,"  he  continued, 
more  cheerfully ;  "  and  I  hope  she  will  let  Charlie  pay  me  a  visit 
at  Helmsley,  some  day." 

"  He  will  be  very  glad,  I  am  sure,"  said  Susan.  Her  voice  was 
cold ;  Claude  noticed  it. 

"  I  can  never  express  what  I  feel,"  he  said.  "  Whenever  I  try, 
I  fail ;  but  we  have  had  such  deep  feelings  in  common,  I  don't 
think  we  can  ever  meet  as  strangers,  however  long  our  separation 
may  be.     lean  answer  for  myself,  at  least — I  shall  never  forget." 

"  Neither  shall  we,"  said  Susan,  and  the  words  were  spoken 
timidly,  but  the  tone  came  from  the  heart 

"Shall  it  be  a  compact?"  said  Claude,  and  he  offered  her  his 
hand.  Susan  placed  hers  within  it,  yet  scarcely  returned  the 
cordial,>kfiectionate  pressure. 

"  Thank  you  for  allowing  me  to  be  your  friend,"  he  said. 

"  You  have  been  so  without  my  permission,"  she  replied. 

"  Not  as  I  could  wish.  Promise  me  you  will  tell  me  if  in  any 
way  I  can  be  of  service  to  you." 

"  If  you  will  promise  the  same." 

"  You  might  be  ;  yes,  I  think  you  might,"  he  exclaimed  with 
an  eager  impulse ;  but  a  change  followed  instantaneously.  "  Yet 
it  is  too  late ;  forgive  me  for  disturbing  you,"  and  with  another 
hasty  pressure  of  the  hand,  he  left  her. 

Mrs.  Graham  went  into  Susan's  room  late  that  night  to  see  if 
she  was  asleep.  She  had  been  sitting  up  herself  talking  for  some 
time  to  Claude.  And  Susan  knew  this,  for  she  had  heard  their 
voices  in  the  room  below  hers,  and  knew  when  Claude  said  good 
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night,  and  followed  his  step  through  the  hall,  and  heard  him 
shut  the  front  door ;  and  still  fancied  that  she  was  listening  to 
his  footsteps  beneath  her  window,  but  that  was  onlj  imaginatioii. 

Her  mother  came  in  very  quietly,  but  Susan  spoke  and  inquired 
if  it  was  late. 

"  Not  very,  my  love  ;  but  I  hoped  you  would  have  been  asleep." 

**  I  can't  sleep,  mamma  ;  I  think  of  so  many  things ;  I  heard 
the  voices  downstairs,''  she  added. 

"  Claude  is  but  just  gone.  Poor  fellow !  he  is  so  terribly 
lonely  now,  and  I  don't  know  what  to  do  for  him.  1  am  afraid 
it  will  even  be  worse  for  him  by  and  by  than  it  is  now." 

<<  Mamma,  yon  are  tired  and  worn  out;  yon  are  thinking  of 
every  one  but  yourself,"  exclaimed  Susan.  '^  And  jet  yon  mast 
be  the  most  unhappy." 

'^  I  can  keep  up,  my  love,  for  the  present,  and  there  is  no  sup- 
port like  that  of  thinking  for  others.  I  must  do  that  now.  Cu 
you  tell  me,  Susan,  any  thing  about  Helen  and  this  reported 
engagement  with  Captain  Mordaunt  ?  Don't  if  h  inwlves  anj 
breach  of  confidence." 

^^ Helen!"  repeated  Susan,  in  a  tone  of  surprise;  *'I  don't 
know :  she  never  tells  me  any  thing.  Mamma,  will  Mr.  Egwton 
travel  with  us  to-morrow  ?" 

^  I  think  he  will  go  later,  though  I  can't  bear  his  being  lett 
alone  as  he  must  be ;  and  he  distresses  himself  about  Helen.' 

Mrs.  Graham  waited  for  a  remark  in  reply,  but  it  did  notoome. 

She  drew  a  chair  to  the  side  of  the  bed,  and  as  she  sat  down 
Susan  threw  her  arms  round  her  and  kissed  her,  and  mnnnurod 
"  My  own  sweet  mother  I "  She  had  no  power  to  say  more ;  and 
the  touch  of  her  parched  lips  sent  a  pang  to  her  mother's  heart 

"You  had  better  sleep,  my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Graham;  "we 
will  talk  of  this  to-morrow.  I  only  wanted,  if  I  could,  to  satisfy 
poor  Claude.     He  is  so  sure  that  Helen  is  engaged." 

"  Will  he  care  ?  "  asked  Susan,  and  her  voice  sounded  changed 
and  hollow. 

"  He  thinks  Captain  Mordaunt  unworthy  of  her,  and  he  has 
proof  of  it.  A  gossiping  letter  from  Madame  Reinfaard  to  the 
Baroness  d'Olban  has  fallen  into  his  hands,  which  corroboraiies 
some  disagreeable  reports  he  has  heard  at  his  Club.  Captain 
Mordaunt  has  been  making  so  sure  of  having  Helen  at  any 
moment,  that  he  has  even  laid  bets  upon  the  subject.  If  Helen 
knew  this  she  would  be  intensely  angry,  but  the  difficulty  is  how 
to  let  her  know  it.  If  Lady  Augusta  is  told,  she  will  interfere 
just  in  the  way  to  exasperate  Helen,  and  induce  her  to  many 
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•Oaptiin  Mordaunt ;  if  Sir  Henry  is  told,  he  will  ^Te  the  affair 
into  Lady  Augusta's  management.  I  don't  see  what  is  to  be 
done ;  and  if  Helen  is  reallj  engi^ed,  the  affair  becomes  very 
complicated  and  awkward." 

"  I— I "  Susan  struggled  for  breath ;  her  mother  gave  h&r 

some  water,  and  raised  her  pillow,  and  in  a  trembling  voice  she 
said,  ^'  Helen  was  not  engaged  when  I  left  her  yesterday."  Tam- 
ing her  head  aside  she  closed  her  eyes. 

"  Thank  you  for  Ihat  shadow  of  comfort,  at  least,  my  darling," 
said  Mrs.  Graham ;  '*  I  will  let  Claude  know  the  first  thing  in  the 
morning.*' 

Susan's  lips  moved,  but  no  sound  came  from  them,  and  under- 
neath the  coverlid  her  hands  were  tightly  clenched  together  with 
a  pressure  which  at  any  other  moment  must  have  been  real 
suffering. 

Once  more  she  felt  her  mother's  kiss  upon  her  forehead,  and 
Mrs.  Graham  stood  by  her  and  looked  at  her  anxiously,  but  she 
did  not  speak  again.  Sleep  seemed  to  be  stealing  over  her ;  and 
at  length,  as  minutes  passed  on  and  still  she  did  not  move,  Mrs. 
Graham's  uneasiness  lessened,  and  she  left  her. 

But  sleep  came  not  to  Susan.  Feverish,  restless,  a  weight  on  her 
heart,  tumultuous  thoughts  thronging  her  brain,  a  sense  of  sin  on 
her  conscience,  where  could  the  weary  heart  find  rest?  Claude's 
anxiety  for  Helen, — what  mattered  it  to  her?  Why  did  the 
mere  sound  of  their  names,  when  coupled  together,  strike  her  as 
wiih  the  sharp  thrust  of  a  dagger  ?  Why  did  the  possibility  of 
H«len  s  being  actually  engaged  to  Captain  Mordaunt  make  the 
blood  rush  to  her  heart  with  a  thrill  of  excitement,  only  to  end 
in  the  depression  of  a  wretchedness  that  seamed  afbout  to  sink 
her  to  the  earth  ?  What  was  it  she  felt,  which  she  did  not 
dare  own  even  to  her  mother  ?  Susan  groaned  in  bitterness  of 
heart,  and  tried  to  pray,  and  felt  her  words  checked  by  the  con- 
sciousness of  some  unknown  yet  permitted  evil ;  and  then,  in  very 
weariness,  said  that  she  would  think  no  more,  and  strove  to  sleep 
and  failed.  So  the  hours  of  darkness  passed,  whilst  the  dim  light 
burning  in  her  room  gave  a  new  and  fearful  outline  to  every  well- 
known  object.  Occasionally  she  started  at  the  sudden  cry  of  some 
reveller  in  the  street,  or  shuddered  as  a  faint  moaning  liirough  the 
crevices  of  the  old  walls  recalled  the  solemn  hours  of  watching,  and 
the  last  struggle  of  human  life.  And  before  the  first  glimmering 
of  dawn  stole  through  the  closed  shutters,  she  rose  and  went  to  the 
window,  and  sat  there  gazing  into  the  vacant  street,  listening  to 

the  silence  of  the  great  city.     The  twilight  dawn  awoke,  bringing 
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with  it  A  dead  mmbliDg  aoond.  Some  he*T j  cart  or  waggon  was 
setting  forth  on  its  long  joomej  into  the  coontrj,  and  rolled 
heavilj  along ;  then  a  footstep  was  heard  on  the  paTement^ 
whilst  a  passenger  wended  his  waj  slowly  and  stealthily,  as 
though  fearful  that  some  face  from  the  closed  and  veiled  windows 
woold  look  forth  to  discover  the  business  which  drew  him  forth 
at  that  unwonted  hour.  At  length  the  light  of  morning  made  its 
way  through  the  murky  haze  which  shut  out  the  sky ;  and  with 
it  came  lighter  sounds  of  market  carts,  and  cabs  driving  up  to 
their  station;  and  passengers  passed  more  frequently,  and  mea 
stopped  and  greeted  each  other  beneath  the  window.  And  when 
the  great  current  of  London  life  was  once  more  flowing  on  in  its 
full  and  wondrous  vigour,  Susan  utteriy  exhausted,  crept  to  her 
bed,  and  fell  asleep ;  the  striking  of  the  clock  from  the  churches 
in  the  vicinity,  mingling  with  her  last  waking  thoughts,  and 
seeming  to  echo  in  her  ears,  '^  Be  kind  to  her,  Claude ;  be  kind" 
She  slept^  and  her  dreams  were  troubled.  She  was  in  a  vsst 
church ;  crowds  filled  it,  familiar  forms  glided  in  and  oat  amongst 
the  tall  pillars,  and  before  the  altar  stood  Claude  with  £[elen  bj 
his  side — lovely  in  her  bridal  dress,  yet  with  a  look  of  trouble  on 
her  brow.  And  then  it  was  all  changed,  and  it  was  Susan  her- 
self who  knelt  by  Claude,  and  felt  his  hand  clasping  hers,  icy  as 
though  it  had  been  with  the  touch  of  death;  and  again  all  was 
dark,  confused,  and  a  deep  pit  had  opened  before  her,  and  Claode 
was  leading  her  to  the  brink,  and  bidding  her  look  in,  for  Helen 
lay  there.  She  started,  and  awoke  to  hear  her  mother's  sweet 
voice  asking  if  she  felt  able  to  rise ;  and  with  the  half-conscioas- 
ness  of  those  first  waking  moments,  Susan  clung  to  Mrs.  Graham, 
and  murmuied,  ''Keep  me,  mamma;  don't  let  me  dream  again. 
I  am  wicked  in  my  dreams  ;  keep  me." 


CHAPTER  LXIIL 


Mrs.  Gbaham  was  to  leave  London  at  twelve  ;  but  Claude  was 
to  go  down  to  the  Lodge  by  a  night  train,  make  whatever 
arrangements  might  be  needful  there,  and  return  to  London  the 
following  day.  He  was  at  Cavendish  Square  in  time  for  break- 
fast. Susan  was  downstairs.  There  was  no  agitation  now; 
nothing  but  that  composed  self-possession  which  might  have  been 
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called  stoicism.  Neither  did  she  seem  ill  or  over  tired,  her  usual 
powers  of  judging  and  acting  for  every  o'ne  seemed  restored  to 
her ;  and  eveu  her  mother  forgot  to  remind  her  not  to  do  too 
much. 

Claude  talked  to  her  a  good  deal,  and  consulted  her.  No  allu- 
sion was  made  to  any  thing  but  immediate  questions  of  business, 
not  even  to  the  grief  which  every  one  shared.  The  world's  ne- 
cessities had  for  the  hour  closed  upon  all  that  deep  underlying 
sorrow,  a  strong  power  kept  it  down  ;  only  now  and  then  one 
might  be  .seen  to  steal  apart  from  the  rest,  and  stand  in  sileat 
thought,  or  perhaps  dash  away  a  rising  tear,  but  no  one  dared 
give  way, 

'^  Half-past  eleven  ! ''  said  Mrs.  Graham,  taking  out  her  watch^ 
and  then  glancing  round  the  deserted  rooms. 

"The  carriage  is  just  come,"  said  Claude.  "You  will  have 
plenty  of  time." 

"  Isabella  is  late,  as  usual,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  Susan,  my 
love,  go  and  call  her,  will  you  ?  " 

Susan  went,  and  returned  with  a  report  that  Isabella  was  in 
distress  about  her  desk  and  portfolio ;  she  could  not  find  room 
for  them. 

"  And  her  trunk  is  not  fastened  then  ? "  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
looking  very  vexed.  "We  shall  certainly  be  late.  She  must 
come  and  leave  it." 

But  Susan  brought  back  another  message.  Isabella  did  not 
like  to  leave  her  ti-easures  to  any  care  but  her  own.  If  she 
might  be  allowed  to  wait  and  see  her  trunk  corded,  and  follow 
ill  the  cab,  it  would  be  all  right.  She  and  Martha  might  go 
together. 

*'  I  can't  allow  that  Isabella  must  come  with  me,  and  Martha 
will  see  to  every  thing,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Martha  will  be  sure  to  be  late,  if  she  is  left  alone,"  said 
Anna. 

"Let  me  stay,  mamma,"  said  Susan.  "You  can  trust  me  to 
be  in  time  ;  and  Barnes  will  help  me  in  any  thing  there  may  be 
to  be  done,  and  he  will  come  with  us  to  the  station.  We  shall  be 
there  nearly  as  soon  as  you." 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  very  doubtful. 

"  It  is  the  best  plan,"  said  Claude.  "  Miss  Graham,  I  know,  is 
always  punctual ;  and  we  shall  have  time  to  get  the  tickets,  and 
see  to  the  rest  of  the  luggage,  if  we  start  at  once." 

"  I  don't  like  leaving  Susan ;  she  is  not  well  enough  to  have 
any  thing  to  do,"  said  Mrs.  Graham. 


846  nrou8. 

Claude  looked  up  quickly.  "  Not  well  ?  I  am  so  very  sorry. 
Are  you  really  not  well  ?  " 

'^  Quite,  thank  you,"  said  Susan,  shortly.  ^  Mamma,  indeed 
you  must  consent." 

"  You  and  Isabella — I  don't  like  it,"  was  the  reply. 

"  And  Barnes,  dearest  mother.  You  will  see  us  following  you 
before  you  have  turned  the  corner."  Susan  put  her  motiier's 
shawl  round  her,  and  gave  her  her  carriage  bag. 

Barnes  came  in  to  hasten  them.  The  carriage  was  packed, 
and  they  had  no  time  to  lose. 

"  And  there  is  the  cab  ready  too,"  said  Anna.  "  Never  mind 
Isabella's  fidgets,  Susan.     She  must  carry  her  desk  in  her  hand.** 

Mrs.  Graham  went  into  the  halL  She  could  not  bear  to  be 
seen  as  she  said  good-bye  to  the  servants. 

Claude  turned  to  Susan.  '^  It  troubles  me  to  think  you  are  ill ; 
you  must  give  yourself  rest  when  you  reach  home." 

Susan  tried  to  speak  and  smile,  but  tears  came  instead.  He 
held  her  hand  so  kindly,  almost  tenderly ;  it  seemed  as  though  he 
longed  to  give  way  to  some  pent-up  feelings.  And  then  he  tore 
himself  from  her  ;  and  she  watched  him  as  he  handed  her  mother 
and  Anna  into  the  carriage,  and  turned  back  to  the  dark  room, 
and  felt  as  though  it  were  flooded  with  sunshine. 

The  carriage  drove  ofl^,  and  Susan  went  upstairs.  The  ironk 
was  still  open,  the  housemaid  and  Isabella  were  vainly  trying  to 
close  it.  Isabella  was  nearly  crying ;  her  spirits  often  gave  way 
under  pressure.  She  yielded  at  once,  however,  to  Susan,  who  in- 
sisted that  the  trunk  should  be  fastened  directly,  and  the  writing- 
desk  leffc  as  a  separate  parcel.  But  then  the  key  of  the  trunk 
was  missing,  and  some  little  time  was  spent  in  searching  for  it ; 
and  when  it  was  found  and  the  box  corded,  and  carried  down 
stairs,  the  blotting-book,  as  well  as  the  writing-desk,  was  seen 
lying  on  the  table.  That  completely  overcame  Isabella,  she 
could  not  imagine  what  to  do  with  it ;  and  her  mamma  disliked 
having  so  mfany  parcels.  She  might  have  remained  pondering 
the  difficulty  for  many  precious  minutes,  but  that  Susan  quietly 
tlecided  the  point,  by  taking  the  unfortunate  cause  of  ofl[«noe 
under  her  own  charge.  Barnes  was  visibly  impatient,  and  gave 
his  directions  in  a  loud  voice  to  the  cabman,  to  drive  as  fast  as  he 
could,  and  take  the  shortest  way.  The  latter  injunction  was  un- 
fortunate ;  the  shortest  way  was  through  a  crowded  thoroughfare, 
and  a  heavy  dray  and  an  omnibus  blocked  up  the  passage. 
Barnes  scolded ;  the  cabman  shouted ;  the  omnibus  driver  re- 
turned a  volley  of  abuse.     When  at  last  the  cab  emerged  from 
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the  scene  of  confosion,  Susan  looked  at  her  watch,  but  made  no 
remark. 

*^  Just  in  time,  I  declare,"  said  Isabella,  as  they  stood  upon  the 
platform  of  the  railway  station  ;  "  and  there  is  mamma,  in  that 
farthest  carriage  I"     They  hurried  down  the  line. 

'*  It  moves,"  exclaimed  Susan. 

*^  Just  off,  ma'am,"  said  a  railway  porter  at  her  side.  And  the 
train  rushed  away.  Isabella  uttered  a  faint  scream.  Susan  stood 
for  a  moment  confounded,  and  then  said :  *'  Mamma  saw  us,  so  she 
won't  be  anxious ;  we  must  go  by  the  next  train  ; "  and  she 
walked  towards  the  waiting-room. 

*'  I  am  very  sorry.  I  am  afraid  it  is  my  fault,"  began  Isabella, 
in  an  exculpatory  tone  ;  '^  but  we  should  have  been  quite  in 
time,  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  dreadful  omnibus  and  the  dray. 
What  will  mamma  say  ?     And  look,  there  is  Mr.  Egerton." 

Susan  stopped  involuntarily. 

*^  I  don't  want  Mm  to  see  us,"  said  Isabella ;  and  Susan  moved 
on  a  few  steps,  but  slowly. 

Claude  was  looking  for  them.  He  came  up,  seeming  much 
more  vexed  than  Susan,  and  complaining  of  the  cabman. 

*^  It  is  my  fault,"  said  IsabeUa,  humbly. 

"  It  is  every  one's  fault  and  no  one's,"  observed  Susan.  "  There 
is  no  good  in  thinking  about  it.  We  can  wait  here,  very  well,  for 
the  next  train,"  she  added,  addressing  Claude. 

"Yes;  but  I  don't  like  your  travelling  alone.  I  wish — if  I 
had  only  known  it  before,  I  could  have  managed  to  go  with  you." 

"  Two  ladies  can't  come  to  any  harm,"  said  Susan.  ^  I  don't  like 
to  feel  80  dependent." 

"  No,  you  like  to  be  useful  always.  I  know  that.  If  you  are 
going  to  the  waiting-room,  you  must  let  me  get  you  some  luncheon 
first." 

"  We  had  some  biscuits  before  we  came  away,"  said  Isabella. 
"  I  d<Hi't  think  we  want  any  thing  more.* 

"And  your  luggage?" 

"  Barnes  has  taken  care  of  it.  He  will  be  here  again  in  time 
'for  the  next  train." 

They  stopped  at  the  door  of  the  waiting-room. 

"  1  won't  trust  to  Barnes ;  I  will  come  back  for  you  myself, 
before  the  train  starts,"  said  Claude. 

Isabella's  arm  was  within  that  of  her  sister's,  and  some  sudden 
movement  made  her  look  at  Susan,  and  ask  if  she  was  tired. 

**  Only  a  little  ;  we  had  better  go  in  and  sit  down."  She 
turned  to  Claude :  "  Thank  you  very  much  for  looking  after  us. 
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but  don't  trouble  yourself  to  come  again.     Barnes  will  do  very 
well." 

Claude  smiled.  '*  I  shall  trouble  myself.  Four  o'clock,  I  think. 
Good-bye  till  then ;"  and  he  walked  away. 

Isabella  made  Susan  lie  down  on  one  of  the  sofas ;  the  room 
was  empty,  and  the  quietness  was  a  luxury.  Susan  closed  her 
eyes,  and  Isabella  took  out  a  book,  thinking,  perhaps,  she  would 
fall  asleep.  But  if  she  did,  it  was  only  for  a  moment,  and  she 
started  up  almost  immediately,  asking  if  it  was  time  to  move,  and 
glancing  at  the  door  eagerly,  as  though  expecting  some  one  to 
enter.  Isabella  laughed  at  her,  and  begged  her  to  lie  down 
again  ;  but  Susan  refused,  and  said  she  would  write  a  note ; — she 
had  not  said  good-bye  to  Helen, — there  had  not  been  time,  and  it 
would  seem  unkind  to  leave  London  without  a  word.  "  I  may 
use  your  writing  things,  I  suppose?"  she  added. 

Isabella  nodded  assent,  and  went  on  reading.  It  was  a  long 
time  before  she  looked  up  again.  When  she  did,  it  was  in  conse- 
quence of  a  sound  of  rather  quick,  nervous  breathing.  Several 
people  were  in  the  room  now :  she  did  not  know  from  w^hence  it 
came. 

'^  The  lady  is  not  very  well,  ma*am,  I  think,"  said  a  respectable 
looking  woman,  apparently  a  nurse,  who  was  standing  near  the 
table  with  a  child  in  her  arms.  She  handed  a  bottle  of  salts  to 
Susan,  whose  face  was  very  pale.  Susan  did  not  see  it»  she 
beckoned  to  Isabella,  —  a  folded  paper  was  in  her  hand.  "  Wboee 
is  this?  How  did  you  come  by  it?"  she  asked,  anxiously,  but 
quite  quietly. 

"  What  ?  I  don't  understand."  Isabella  took  the  paper  from 
her. 

"  I  found  it  in  the  blotting-book  accidentally,"  said  Susan ;  "  I 
thought  it  belonged  to  myself, — I  did  not  read  it  all  through. 
Isabella,  what  does  it  mean, — is  it  yours?" 

Isabella  rapidly  glanced  at  it,  and  a  look  of  extreme  perplexi^ 
came  over  her  face,  followed  by  an  expression  of  sudden  recollec- 
tion. **0h!  I  remember, — yes,  —  there  is  no  mystery,  only  I 
have  been  careless.  Mamma  or  Mr.  Egerton  must  have  left  it  in 
the  dressing-room,  the  day  before  yesterday.  I  put  it  away,  and 
forgot  it.     What  makes  you  look  so  strange,  Susan  ?  " 

"  Do  I  look  strange  ?"     Susan  tried  to  smile. 

"  Yes ;  is  it  about  the  letter  ?  it  seems  a  very  odd  one.'* 

"Mr.  Egerton  left  it,  did  he?"  asked  Susan. 

"  He  may  have  done  it,  or  mamma,  I  can't  say.  I  saw  there 
was  something  in  it  about  Helen." 
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Susan  kept  the  letter  in  her  hand,  but  without  looking  at  it. 
"  I  remember  now,'*  continued  Isabella,  "  that  Mr.  Egerton  came 
^ack  into  the  dressing-room,  and  can-ied  away  an  envelope  from 
amongst  the  papers  near  my  writing-desk, — this  must  have 
belonged  to  it."* 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so."  ' 

Isabella  returned  to  her  book,  Susan  took  up  a  pen,  wrote  a 
few  words,  and  laid  it  down  again.  The  room  was  becoming 
crowded,  for  another  train  was  going  off.  Isabella's  attention 
was  drawn  away  from  her  sister.  She  did  not  see — no  one  saw 
or  noticed — the  change  in  Susan's  countenance, —r  the  look  of 
intense  thought,  of  indecision,  then  of  sudden  resolution,  and 
again  of  doubt.  Susan's  mind  was  a  chaos,  her  judgment  seemed 
to  have  failed  her. 

The  paper — she  knew  well  what  it  was.  It  was  the  letter  to 
which  her  mother  had  referred,  —  which  would  prove  Madame 
Reinhard  to  be  insincere  and  Captain  Mordaunt  unworthy.  And 
it  was  needful,  above  all  things,  that  Helen  should  have  it  at 
once,  the  delay  of  an  hour  might,  so  Susan  believed,  be  of  conse- 
quence. But  there  was  no  one  to  take  it  or  send  it,  no  one  who 
would  venture  to  interfere. 

Only  Susan  herself.  The  pulsation  of  her  heart  stopped  for  an 
instant,  as  the  thought  occurred  to  her,  and  then  it  went  on  with 
sickening  rapidity.  All  the  difficulties,  doubts,  questionings, 
attendant  upon  such  a  step,  thronged  upon  her;  she  had  not 
tinie  to  disentangle  and  combat  with  them  separately.  Minutes 
were  hurrying  on ;  if  she  waited,  it  would  be  impossible  to  go  to 
Helen,  —  and  without  seeing  her,  interference  might  be  useless. 

Yet  Susan  oould  not  resolve  at  once.  She  had  little  doubt  of 
her  mother's  approval,  of  Claude's  gratitude.  Her  cousin  loved 
and  trusted,  and  would  listen  to  her.  A  few  words  from  her,  and 
with  such  proof  before  her,  Helen  would  be  safe  and  free.  But 
it  was  the  suggestion  of  the  tempter  which  whispered,  that  Helen's 
freedom  might  be  her  own  misery.  A  terrified  sense  of  weakness 
for  one  moment  overpowered  her,  the  next  she  went  up  to  her 
sister. 

*'  Isabella,  I  have  something  very  much  on  my  mind  to  say  to 
Helen ;  I  can't  write  it ;  1  must  see  her.  You  will  be  quite  safe 
in  remaining  here,  and  I  shall  be  back  long  before  the  train  starts." 

Isabella  gazed  at  her  in  amazement.  "  Going  to  Grosvenor 
Place  by  yourself !  Susan,  you  are  mad  I " 

"  Hush !  hush !  don't  keep  me,  I  must  go.  Minutes  are  precious. 
Stay  here  and  read."  Susan  attempted  to  smile.  **  Don't  look  at 
me  in  that  strange  way.     I  know  what  I  am  doing." 
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"  Bat  I  will  go  with  joa ;  I  can't  let  you  go  alone*"  laabdla 
fastened  the  strings  oi  her  bonnet 

Sasan  bud  her  hand  quietly  upon  Isabella's  arm ;  all  excitement 
of  manner  was  gone,  as  she  said :  '^  I  am  doing  what  mamma  would 
wish,  and  I  am  going  alone.  If  Mr.  Egerton  should  come,  tell 
him — no  don't  say  where  I  am  gone,  only  that  I  had  thought  of 
something  which  I  was  obliged  to  do." 

Almost  before  Isabella  could  find  words  to  continue  her  expofr- 
tulationsy  Susan  had  sent  a  porter  for  a  cab,  and  was  ooi  her  way 
to  Grosvenor  Place. 


CHAPTER  LXIV. 


That  afternoon  Lady  Augusta  Clare  sat  at  work  finishing  her 
altar-carpet.  A  very  complacent^  satisfied  smile  was  on  her  lips. 
She  looked  at  her  stiches  affectionately,  every  now  and  then  held 
them  at  a  little  distance  to  admire  their  regularity,  whilst  occa- 
sionally she  turned  the  pages  of  a  volume  of  Thomas-k-Kempis, 
red-lined,  and  bound  massively,  which  lay  open  before  her. 

Whether  Lady  Augusta's  unwonted  softness  and  serenity  were 
to  be  attributed  to  the  altar-carpet  or  the  devotional  book  might 
have  been  doubtful.  Unkind  judges  probably  would  have  said 
that  they  were  due  to  neither,  for  certainly,  when  the  door  opened, 
and  Helen  came  in.  Lady  Augusta's  first  words  might  have  sug- 
gested that  something  rather  more  worldly  was  at  the  root  of  her 
good  humour. 

"  My  dear  love,  I  have  been  longing  to  see  you  this  morning. 
But  you  have  been  too  happy,  I  suppose,  to  think  of  me.  Is  dear 
Constantinegone?" 

'*  Captain  Mordaunt  is  talking  to  papa  in  the  study,  I  believe," 
said  Helen. 

Her  tone  betrayed  no  feeling  of  any  kind,  neither  did  her  coun- 
tenance. 

'^  I  hope  I  shall  see  him  before  he  goes,"  said  Lady  Augusta ; 
"  I  have  some  plans  in  my  head,  which  will  please  you,  my  darling." 

"  Thank  you,"  said  Helen ;  "  I  dare  say  they  will  do  very  well" 

"  More  than  that,  I  trust.  Of  course  your  father  and  I  wish 
to  further  your  happiness  in  every  way.  You  can  never  enjoy 
yourself  younger." 

"  Never,"  said  Helen,  a  little  sarcastically. 
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And  you  would  like  a  continental  tour  so  much/'  continued 
Lady  Augusta.  '^  We  are  quite  bent  upon  your  going  abroad  after 
your  wedding,  and  we  talk  of  following  you." 

Helen  could  with  difficulty  repress  an  exclamation  of  disagree- 
able surprise ;  but  she  managed  to  say  that  it  might  be  a  good 
arrangement. 

'*  It  will  give  us  the  opportunity  of  meeting  you  again  sooner 
than  we  otherwise  should,"  continued  Lady  Augusta ;  '^  and  we 
shall  long  to  do  that.  Maurice,  too,  may  be  able  to  accompany 
uSy  if  we  wait  till  the  end  of  the  season.  I  feel  sure  it  will  add 
to  dear  Constantine's  pleasure  to  have  him  with  him." 

Helen  was  silent. 

"I  long  to  let  your  aunt  know  of  your  happiness,"  pursued 
Lady  Augusta.  "  She  will  feel  it  even  in  the  midst  of  her  grief 
for  the  dear  old  Admiral.  Ah  !  how  quickly  he  has  been  taken 
from  us !  It  does  not  do  to  set  our  hearts  upon  any  thing  in  this 
world : "  and  Lady  Augusta  worked  two  stitches  in  her  carpet 
as  a  comment  upon  her  words. 

"  They  are  to  leave  London  to-day,"  said  Helen,  shortly. 

^  So  I  understand.  Poor  Claude,  no  doubt,  has  to  make  all  the 
arrangements.  By-the-by,  my  love,  I  congratulate  you  now  upon 
all  awkwardness  being  over  between  you  and  him.  You  will 
meet  quite  upon  a  comfortable  footing." 

**  Quite,"  said  Helen.  She  turned  away  to  the  window,  and, 
without  looking  at  Lady  Augusta  again,  said,  '^  I  have  engaged 
to  go  to  Richmond  this  afternoon  ;  Madame  Reinhard  will  be  with 
me,  and  Captain  Mordaunt  will  drive  us." 

A  transient  cloud  of  surprise  came  over  Lady  Augusta's  face 
at  this  determined  assertion  of  an  independent  will ;  but  she  re- 
plied most  amiably,  —  "Just  as  you  like,  my  love.  Under  the 
circumstances,  you  will,  I  know,  wish  to  be  as  much  as  possible 
with  dear  Constantino." 

"  And  to-morrow  we  gor  to  the  horticultural  fSte,"  continued 
Helen. 

"  Certainly,  my  love,  if  you  wish  it." 

"  And  perhaps  to  the  Duchess  of  Menteith's  soiree  afterwards," 
added  Helen. 

"  Quite  dissipated  ! "  said  Lady  Augusta,  in  her  sweetest  tone. 
"  And  such  a  change  !"  she  added,  in  an  under  voice,  though  loud 
enough  for  Helen  to  hear !  "  but  love  works  wonders.  Did  dear 
Constantino  tell  you  how  the  Earl  was  to-day,  my  love  ?  " 

"  He  says  he  is  better,"  said  Helen,  bluntly.  "  The  doctors 
declare  he  may  live  years  yet." 
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"  One  can  scarcely  wish  it,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  sighing ; — 
^soch  a  suffering  life  as  he  has,  —  and  so  well  prepared  ; — one 
can't  help  feeling  it  would  be  a  happy  release." 

'*  He  is  not  such  an  old  man,"  replied  Helen.  ^^  He  is  fifteen 
years  younger  than  the  AdmiraL" 

*^  Constitution .  makes  all  the  difference,"  said  Liady  Augusta : 
**  his  has  been  broken  for  years.  But,  speaking  of  the  Admiral, 
have  you  had  any  message  or  note  from  Susan  to-day  ?  " 

*'  I  had  a  few  lines  from  my  aunt  last  night,"  said  Helen, — 
^  just  wishing  me  good-bye.  Susan,  she  said,  was  not  ^vell  enough 
to  write." 

Lady  Augusta  looked  as  though  she  expected  to  see  the  note ; 
but  Helen  made  no  offer  of  showing  it. 

''  Susan  will  feel  the  Admiral's  loss  severely,"  said  Lady  Au- 
gusta, ^  unless  <—  has  it  struck  you  lately,  Helen,  that  she  and 
poor  Claude  have  been  very  much  together?" 

''  I  don't  know  any  thing  about  them,"  was  Helen's  answer ;  and 
she  moved  away  from  the  window,  and  walked  out  of  the  room, 
slowly,  till  the  door  was  closed,  and  then  rushed  up  the  stairs  to 
her  own  apartment,  turned  the  bolt  violently,  and  paced  ber 
chamber  in  a  storm  of  indignation. 

She  had  no  doubt  as  to  the  wisdom  of  her  decision  now.  Live 
with  Lady  Augusta !  It  would  be  better  a  thousand  times  to 
marry  Captain  Mordaunt.  Penances !  purgatory !  were  nothing 
to  this  moral  torture.  Such  utter  ignorance  of  her  feelings! — 
such  a  betrayal  of  double  motives! — hypocrisy  —  worldlmesB- 
Another  such  conversation,  and  she  would  be  driven  frantic 
And  Helen,  in  her  excited  sensitiveness,  walked  up  and  down,  be- 
lieving herself  a  martyr,  and  stifling  any  uneasy  suggestions  of 
conscience  as  to  her  own  great  offences,  by  the  angry  consideration 
of  Lady  Augusta's  want  of  tact  and  good  feeling. 

Annette  knocked  at  the  door  twice  without  being  heard ;  the 
third  time  she  was  answered  by  a  harsh,  "  Come  in  ;**  and,  when 
she  entered,,  stood  for  a  moment,  afraid  to  speak. 

That  was  often  the  case  now :  the  bright  and  affectionate  Helen 
Clare  was  grievously  changed  of  late.  Few  dared  to  interrupt  or 
intrude  upon  her  unsummoned. 

"  Miss  Graham  in  the  drawing-room.  Mademoiselle^"  said 
Annette,  whilst  she  glanced  doubtfully  at  Helen. 

Helen  turned  to  her  sharply.  «  Miss  Graham  !  You  are  mis- 
taken ;  she  has  left  London." 

*'  Pardon,  Mademoiselle  !  she  is  wishing  to  speak  to  you ;  she 
begs  to  come  to  your  own  room ;  she  has  no  time  to  spare." 
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"  Neither  have  I,"  murmured  Helen :  yet  she  went  up  to  the 
glass,  gazed  at  her  own  lovely  yet  haggard  face,  strove  to  look 
calm  and  unruffled,  and  again  said,  *^  she  may  come." 

Annette  drew  near  cautiously.  "Captain  Mordaunt,  he  saw 
me  in  the  corridor;  he  gave  me  this  little  note.  Mademoiselle. 
He  returns  at  three  o'clock." 

Helen  would  not  take  the  note,  and  Annette  laid  it  on  the  table. 
It  was  unopened  till  Susan  was  heard  coming  on  the  stairs ;  then 
it  was  read  through  hastily,  and  thrown  aside.  Helen  received 
such  little  notes  now  at  all  hours  of  the  day;  it  was  Captain 
Mordaunt's  fashion  of  showing  his  tenderness. 

A  gentle  tap  at  the  door,  very  unlike  Annette's  quick  demand 
for  admission,  was  heard  by  Helen  directly.  Susan  came  in, 
without  haste  or  agitation, — without  even  saying  that  she  had  but 
a  few  minutes  to  spare.  There  was  that  in  her  countenance  which 
told  of  a  will  which  held  in  check  every  feeling  of  womanish 
nervousness  or  weakness, — a  self-control  so  great,  that  it  acted,  as 
if  by  magic,  upon  Helen;  and  the  cousins  kissed  each  other 
silently  and  tenderly ;  and  Susan  said  in  her  slow,  measured  voice, 
"  I  have  come  to  you  suddenly,  dear  Helen ;  but  I  was  not  able  to 
write.  We  leave  London  at  four,  and  I  had  something  to  say  to 
you  before  we  go." 

"  Any  thing  serious  ?  of  consequence  ?"  exclaimed  Helen,  whilst 
the  excitable  spirit  flashed  in  her  quick,  dark  eyes. 

A  momentary  pause.  Then  Susan  said,  "Helen,  are  you 
engaged  to  Captain  Mordaunt  ?  " 

She  asked  the  question  so  quietly,  that  Helen  could  not  help 
answering  it  in  the  same  tone. 

"  Yes." 

A  momentary  feeling,  difficult  to  interpret,  might  have  been 
seen  on  Susan's  face.     She  sat  in  silent  thought. 

"  You  don't  like  it,"  said  Helen. 

".  I  wish  that  you  did  not,"  replied  Susan. 

"  It  is  freedom,"  said  Helen.  "  Susan,  you  won't  despise  me  ?" 
and  she  leaned  her  head  upon  her  cousin's  shoulder,  and  gave  way 
to  a  flood  of  bitter  tears. 

Susan  allowed  the  tears  to  flow  for  some  moments ;  and  Helen 
started  up  suddenly,  and  one  of  those  brilliant  smiles  which 
formed  the  peculiar  beauty  of  her  face  flashed  across  it ;  but  it 
ended  in  withering  sarcasm,  as  she  murmured,  "  I  do  what  others 
do  ;  it  is  all  a  lottery." 

"  It  is  certainly,  in  some  cases,"  said  Susan.  "  Helen,  if  you 
were  not  engaged,  I  would  kneel  to  you,  to  beg  you  to  pause." 
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Susan's  words  were  earnest,  but  her  tone  was  not.  Hden 
smiled,  as  she  said,  ''  You  are  come  to  reason  with  me  from  datj." 

"  Yes,  from  duty,"  repeated  Susan,  abstractedlj. 

^^  And  I  must  not  listen  to  you  from  duty,"  said  BJelen.  ^*  It  is 
too  late." 

Susan  was  silent. 

^  We  will  talk  of  something  else,"  said  Helen.  ^  Tell  me  about 
your  mother." 

Susan's  hand  shook  as  she  opened  her  carriage  bag.  Instead  of 
replying  to  Helen's  question,  she  put  a  paper  into  her  hands. 

"  I  don't  understand ;  you  frighten  me,"  said  Helen,  scaredj 
looking  at  it.        t 

"  Will  you  read  it  ?"  Susan  walked  to  the  further  end  of  the 
room,  and.  stood  before  a  book-case ;  but  she  sat  down  again  soon, 
for  her  knees  trembled. 

She  did  not  look  towards  Helen,  till  a  hand  was  pressed  upon 
her  shoulder,  and  a  hollow  voice  said,  with  a  harsh  attempt  at  ft 
laugh,  ''This  is  an  absurdity.     Whose  is  it?" 

''Madame  Beinhard's,"  said  Susan;  '^you  see  her  signatme; 
you  know  the  handwriting.  It  is  addressed,  as  you  perceive,  to 
the  Baroness  d'Olban." 

Helen  tossed  it  from  her,  scornfully.  "  Madame  Reinhard  does 
not  know  the  Baroness  !"  Yet  she  took  up  the  letter  again,  snd 
speaking  through  her  closed  lips,  said,  "  it  is  a  good  imitation ;  s 
clever  device  also.  So  it  is  said  that  Captain  Mordaunt  has  done 
me  the  honour  to  make  me  the  subject  of  his  bets.  I  thank  you, 
Susan,  much,  for  your  information,  but  the  matter  will  easUy  be 
set  at  rest.  Captain  Mordaunt  will  soon  discover  the  writer ;  only 
do  me  the  favour  to  tell  me  how  the  precious  document  came  into 
your  possession." 

"  It  was  found  by  me  accidentally,"  said  Susan  ;  "  but  it  was 

"  she  stopped,  and  her  voice  trembled.     "  Helen,  I  believe 

Mr.  Egerton  knows  more  of  it  than  I  do." 

"  Claude  ! "  exclaimed  Helen,  indignantly.  "  Claude  lend  him- 
self to  a  plot ! "  her  eyes  flashed.  "  Susan,  if  he  were  to  tell  me 
so  himself,  I  would  not  believe  it." 

"  No  stratagem,  dearest  Helen,"  said  Susan ;  and  as  she  touched 
her  cousin's  arm  kindly,  her  hand  was  shaken  off  impatient^. 
"  How  can  it  be  one  ?  and  why  should  Mr.  Egerton  wish  to  inter- 
fere ?  "     She  spoke  the  last  words  doubtfully. 

"  Yes,  why  should  he  wish  ? "  repeated  Helen,  in  a  tone  of 
imutterable  mournfulness  which  touched  a  chord  of  keen  sdf-re- 
proach  in  Susan's  heart.    She  went  on  eagerly :  "You  were  right 
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in  coming,  Susan  ;  it  shall  be  found  out.  Don't  think  me  ungrate- 
ful ;  it  shall  be  found  out." 

"But  there  is  nothing  to  find,"  said  Susan,  quietly.    "  It  is  true." 

Helen  laughed  satirically.  "  True,  that  Madame  Reinhard  has 
deceived  me ;  has  told  falsehoods  ?  I  would  sooner  believe  that 
the  sun  had  ceased  to  shine  in  the  heavens  ;  she  does  not  know 
the  Baroness.  And  for  Captain  Mordaunt,  —  Susan,  whatever 
you  may  think  of  him,"  and  Helen  drew  herself  up  proudly,  "  he 
is  a  gentleman." 

"  Then  let  him  act  like  one,"  exclaimed  Susan.  "  Helen,  dearest, 
listen  to  me  but  for  one  moment ;  I  have  so  few  to  spare.  It  is 
true,  all  true ;  they  have  been  playing  with  you ;  you  have  thrown 
yourself  away ;  you  must  be  wretched.  But  there  is  still  time. 
Oh,  listen,  listen !  Claude  says  it ;  Claude  cares  about  it."  Susan's 
tone  grew  sharper,  more  vehement;  the  words  seemed  forced 
from  JSier  as  she  uttered  them,  and  still,  whilst  Helen  averted  her 
face,  she  repeated,  "  Claude  knows  all ;  Claude  would  give  worlds 
to  save  you." 

Helen  turned  her  ghastly  countenance  towards  her  cousin.  "  It 
must  not  be  true ;  Susan,  —  I  have  promised." 

"  But  draw  back." 

"  And  be  stamped  by  the  world  a  second  time  as  a  jilt,"  mur- 
mured Helen ;  and  she  covered  her  face  with  her  hands.  Look- 
ing up  again  the  next  moment,  she  added,  eagerly,  "  But  it  is  not 
true ;  there  is  falsehood  on  the  face  of  it." 

"  Inquire,"  said  Susan.     "  Madame  Reinhard  will  tell  you." 

"  And  will  know  that  I  suspect  her  of  untruth,"  said  Helen.  "  It 
can't  be.  Susan,  you  mean  kindly.  Yet  see  what  I  think."  She 
was  about  to  tear  the  letter  in  pieces,  but  Susan  caught  it  from  her. 

"  Think  what  you  will,  Helen ;  but  you  have  no  right  to  do 
that.     Follow  your  fate,  if  you  choose." 

"Not  if  I  choose,"  exclaimed  Helen,  interrupting  her, —  "if  I 
must." 

Her  mocking  laugh  thrilled  upon  Susan's  ears  with  a  sense  of 
terror.  She  seized  Helen's  hand,  and  her  tone  was  tremulous  in 
its  earnestness. 

"  Helen,  I  should  not  dare  to  speak,  if  I  were  not  sure  that 
Captain  Mordaunt  is  unworthy, — quite  sure.  Claude  could  not 
be  mistaken,  and  he  is  so  anxious,  so  miserable.  Only  inquire ; 
ask,  for  his  sake,"  she  added,  in  a  changed  and  hollow  voice. 

Helen  murmured  to  herself,  "  Not  for  his  sake,"  and  Susan's 
heart  bounded,  as  though  the  weight  of  worlds  had  been  removed 
from  it. 

AA  2 


356  IVORS, 

"  You  think  me  weak  and  blind,"  continued  Helen,  firmly.  "  I 
am  neither.  What  I  have  chosen  to  do  I  have  done  with  my 
eyes  open.  For  this  miserable  document,  I  neither  know,  nor 
wish  to  know,  what  it  means.  It  is  sufficient  evidence  against  it 
that  it  professes  to  be  written  by  Madame  Reinhard  to  the  Baroness 
d*Oiban,  and  that  its  tone  shows  this  to  be  an  impossibility.  I 
choose  to  trust  my  friends,  and  I  will  inquire  no  further." 

Susan  walked  towards  the  door,  but  returned  suddenly.  "I 
heard  Madame  Reinhard's  voice  in  the  hall,  as  I  came  up  the 
stairs.  If  you  don't  choose  to  ask  her  yourself  if  the  letter  is 
hers,  you  can  have  no  objection  to  my  asking." 

"  I  have ;  I  do  object,"  exclaimed  Helen,  vehemently.  "  The 
letter  is  a  disgrace,  a  libel.  I  don't  believe  it.  I  won't  allow 
Madame  Reinhard  to  be  insulted.  Susan,  in  this  house,  you 
would  not  dare  do  it." 

"  I  would  dare  do  any  thing  that  should  open  your  eyes,"  replied 
Susan.     "  Helen,  you  are  afraid." 

The  burning  colour  rushed  to  Helen's  cheeks,  then  faded  away, 
and  left  them  colourless.     She  made  no  answer. 

Susan  put  her  hand  upon  the  bell.  "  Annette  will  ask  Madame 
Reinhard  to  come  to  us." 

Helen  sat  down,  clenching  tightly  the  arm  of  her  chair. 

"Madame  Reinhard  is  in  the  study,"  said  Susan,  as  Annette 
appeared  at  the  door.  "  Ask  her  if  she  will  have  the  goodness 
to  come  to  Miss  Clare's  room." 

"It  is  your  doing,"  said  Helen,  reproachfully. 

"  Mine  entirely.  We  need  not  shrink  from  truth  !"  Yet  Susan, 
while  she  said  the  words,  leaned  against  the  wall  for  support. 

"  Mein  armes  Kind  I  you  are  ill  then,"  was  Madame  Reinhard's 
exclamation,  as  she  rushed  into  the  room,  and  threw  her  arms 
round  Helen.  "  Why  did  you  not  send  me  word  before  ?  why 
keep  me  from  you  ?  " 

"  It  was  I  who  sent  the  message,"  said  Susan,  coming  forward. 

Madame  Reinhard  started.  "  Ah !  Miss  Graham  !  So  surprised 
I  am ;  so  little  expecting  the  honour,  the  pleasure.  But  my 
sweet  Helen,  she  is  quite  ill,  surely?" 

Helen  looked  up  at  her,  smiled,  but  did  not  speak.  Madame 
Reinhard  appealed  to  Susan  for  an  explanation. 

"  Helen  has  been  fretted  this  morning,*'  said  Susan,  and  un- 
consciously there  was  a  slight  bitterness  in  her  tone. 

"Ah  !  yes,  there  are  many  things  to  fret  one.  This  is  a  verv 
discoinfortable  world.     Meine  Liebe,  what  shall  I  do  for  you  ?"  ' 

"  Helen  will  be  quite  satisfied  if  you  will  only  tell  her  whether 
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this  letter  is  yours,"  said  Susan ;  and  in  an  instant  she  placed  the 
letter  before  Madame  Beinhard  and  looked  at  her  steadily. 

"  Mine !  my  letter !  Miss  Graham ! "  Madame  Reinhard  took 
the  letter  from  Susan's  hand,  and  there  was  a  visible  change  in 
her  countenance. 

"  It  is  yours,  I  believe,"  said  Susan ;  and  Helen  r>iised  her  eyes 
to  Madame  Eeinhacd,  and,  as  she  waited  for  a  reply,  withdrew 
from  the  caressing  arm  which  was  laid  upon  her  neck. 

Madame  Eeinhard  laughed.  "  Mein  Liehes  Herzl  and  you  care 
for  the  nonsense,  the  joke !  too  silly." 

"  Is  it  yours  ?"  said  Helen,  in  a  faltering  voice. 

"  What  can  it  signify  ?  and  how  did  you  have  it  ? "  Madame 
Eeinhard  became  indignant  as  she  addressed  Susan.  '^  So  un- 
ladylike !  so  low  !  so  mean  ! " 

"  What  I  am  is  nothing  to  the  present  purpose,"  replied  Susan^. 
quietly.     "I  think,  Helen,  your  question  is  answered." 

"  No !  it  is  not  answered,"  exclaimed  Madame  Reinhard.  "  I 
will  proclaim  to  the  world,  I  will  let  it  be  known  what  Miss 
Graham  is.  Ma  pauvre  petite  !  "  Again  she  would  have  caressed 
Helen,  but  there  was  the  same  steady  repulsion ;  Helen  did  not 
even  look  at  her.  • 

'•  It  shall  be  a  public  disgrace,  a  dishonour,"  continued  Madame 
Reinhard,  passionately ;  "  for  myself,  what  care  I ! "  and,  changing 
her  tone,  she  tried  to  laugh.  "You  ask  me  about  the  letter. 
Suppose  it  to  be  mine.  Suppose  I  write  to  a  friend  about  things 
near  my  heart,  and  all  but  settled.  Suppose  I  repeat  the  non- 
sense I  have  heard?" 

"  Nonsense  ! "  said  Helen,  and  the  tone  of  her  voice  for  a  mo- 
ment silenced  Madame  Reinhard. 

"It  is  scarcely  nonsense,"  continued  Susan,  "to  repeat  to  a 
person  like  the  Baroness  d*01ban  the  things  you  have  heard  from 
Helen  in  strict  confidence ;  still  less  can  it  bo  nonsense  to  tell 
them  to  Captain  Mordaunt,  and  to  encourage  him  to  make  a  bet 
publicly,  that  with  your  help,  Helen  Clare  sha^l  consent  to  be  his 
wife,  willing  or  not  willing,  before  another  week  has  passed." 

Helen  involuntarily  shuddered,  and  Susan  stooped  and  kissed 
her  forehead. 

"  The  Baroness  d'Olban  spoken  of  in  that  way ! "  exclaimed 
Madame  Reinhard.  "  Miss  Graham,  you  will  answer  for  your 
words." 

"  You  spoke  of  her  yourself,"  said  Helen,  in  a  faint  voice. 
"  You  told  me  that  you  were  scarcely  acquainted  with  her." 

"  At  first,  of  course ;  one  is  but  a  slight  acquaintance  at  first ; 
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and  I  did  hear  things:  it  follows  not  they  are  true.  Meine  Liebe, 
it  must  not  be  that  you  judge  me  so.  Let  me  talk  to  you  by  my- 
self."    She  glanced  impatiently  at  Susan. 

"I  shall  keep  you  but  a  very  few  minutes,"  said  Susan. 
"  Helen,  Madame  Reinhard  deceives  you.  She  has  long  been  the 
intimate  friend  of  the  Baroness  d'Olban.  I  could  prove  that 
without  the  help  of  the  letter.  A  person,  whom  we  both  depend 
upon,  knows  it." 

"  A  person !  hear  her,  Helen,"  exclaimed  Madame  Reinhard. 
"  I  will  tell  you  all.  Do  I  not  see  it  as  if  it  were  written  before 
me  ?  She  leagues  with  that  Mr.  Egerton ;  she  spies  upon  you 
and  upon  me.  He  has  been  at  my  house :  he  knows  my  friends ; 
it  is  his  scheme.  He  does  not  forgive,  and  he  would  revenge ;  he 
would  not  see  you  happy." 

Susan  smiled  coldly.  "Helen,  dearest,"  she  said,  "you  are 
convinced."  But  Helen  could  not  speak;  only  bitter,  scalding 
tears  coursed  each  other  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Monsieur  le  Capitaine  will  have  Mr.  Egerton  answer  for  this," 
said  Madame  Reinhard. 

Helen  clasped  her  hands  together  in  terror. 

Susan  whispered  to  her,  "  An  idle  threat !  Now  or  never  you 
must  have  courage."  She  spoke  aloud  to  Madame  Reinhard, 
"  You  have  brought  in  Mr.  Egerton's  name  unjustifiably.  It  is  I 
who  am  answerable  for  this,  and  I  only.  Helen,  before  I  go, 
promise  me  that  this  miserable  engagement  shall  be  pat  an  end 
to." 

"And  take  the  consequences,"  exclaimed  Madame  Reinhard. 
"  Let  Mr.  Egerton  meet  Captain  Mordaunt  if  he  dare." 

Susan  held  her  cousin's  trembling  hand.  "  Helen,  darling, 
trust  me,  the  blame  is  mine,  only  save  yourself." 

"  She  deceived  me,"  murmured  Helen. 

"  And  Captain  Mordaunt,"  said  Susan ;  "  what  of  him  ?" 

The  contraction  of  Helen's  brow  showed  the  feeling  which 
his  name  aroused. 

"  Twice  a  jilt,"  said  Madame  Reinhard,  sarcastically.  "  I  know 
your  English  word." 

Helen  started  from  her  seat.  "  Who  dares  call  me  that?"  but 
she  sank  down  again  and  murmured,  "  It  will  be  true." 

"  It  will  not  be  true  ! "  exclaimed  Susan.  "  You  were  deceived 
by  false  appearances,  and  you  have  a  full  right  to  draw  back." 

"And  Sir  Henry,  and  Miladi  Augusta,  and  the  kind  world?" 
said  Madame  Reinhard,  coolly. 

*  Mamma  ! "  murmured  Helen.     "  Susan,  I  dare  not." 
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"  Dare  not  be  honest !  Oh,  Helen,  how  low  have  you  sunk ! " 

Helen  groaned  in  bitterness  of  spirit. 

Madame  Reinhard  put  her  arm  round  her;  but  Helen  drew 
herself  away  as  from  the  touch  of  a  serpent. 

Susan  looked  at  her  watch.  *'  There  are  but  a  few  minutes 
more:  come  with  me  now,  Helen,  to  Lady  Augusta.  Let  the 
world  blame  you ;  and  grant  that  it  may  have  cause  for  blame, 
yet  you  will  have  some  always  to  love  and  care  for  you,  —  my 
mother,  myself,  Claude " 

"  Not  hun !  not  him  !"  murmured  Helen. 

"  Yes,  Claude,"  repeated  Susan ;  and  the  unselfish  nobleness  of 
her  nature  gave  force  to  the  words  which  jarred  upon  the  very 
tenderest  chord  of  her  own  heart.  "He  has  never  ceased  to  be 
your  friend.     It  is  not  in  his  nature  to  forget." 

"  Only  to  be  comforted,"  observed  Madame  Reinhard,  bitterly. 
'^  You  see,  meine  Liebe,  it  is  as  I  said ;  Miss  Graham  and  Mr. 
Egerton  they  are  one." 

**  Was  not  that  a  carriage  which  stopped  ? "  exclaimed  Helen. 
She  rushed  to  the  window.  "  Mamma  is  going  out.  I  can't  see 
her." 

Susan,  instead  of  replying,  drew  her  gently  to  the  door. 

"I  congratulate  you,"  said  Madame  Reinhard. 

Helen  turned  to  her  with  sudden  composure  :  "  You  may  con- 
gratulate me,"  she  said.  "  Whatever  may  be  the  end,  Madame 
Reinhard,  at  least,  will  never  again  have  the  opportunity  of 
deceiving  me." 

She  followed  Susan  down  the  stairs,  and  paused  at  the  entrance 
of  Lady  Augusta's  boudoir.  "  Let  me  go  in  alone ;  wait  for  me 
in  the  drawing-room." 

Susan  whispered,  ^'  God  help  you,  dearest ! "  and  Helen  opened 
the  door. 

But  the  room  was  empty.  She  hurried  again  into  the  passage. 
Susan  was  in  the  drawing-room,  and  Helen  joined  her  there.  Li 
that  interval  Lady  Augusta  passed  down  the  staircase,  and  the 
rattle  of  the  carriage  wheels  was  the  announcement  that  she  had 
driven  off. 

Helen  looked  at  her  cousin  with  a  face  of  utter  despair.  *'  You 
see,"  she  said,  "  it  is  all  against  me." 

"  Never !  never !  Helen ;  it  will  save  you  from  a  life-long  re- 
pentance." 

"  If  you  could  only  stay  with  me,"  murmured  Helen. 

^^  Impossible !  I  have  not  even  now  three  minutes.  Only 
promise  that  it  shall  be  done." 
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Helen  trembled  as  she  said,  "  I  promise." 

And  Susan  kissed  her  tenderly,  and  whispered  again,  "God 
help  you ! "  And  in  another  minute  she  was  driving  through  the 
streets,  amid  the  whirl  of  business  and  pleasure,  with  one  thought 
in  her  hearty  that  she  had  saved  Helen  for  the  present,  and  that 
the  future  lay  with  God. 

Helen  had  but  a  short  private  interview  with  Lady  Augusta 
that  evening,  very  much  shorter  than  she  had  anticipated.  Lady 
Augusta  came  home  from  her  drive  full  of  excitement.  She  had 
been  making  a  round  of  visits,  announcing  to  her  friends  dear 
Helen's  approaching  marriage  with  Constantine  Mordaunt,  so 
soon  to  be  Earl  of  Harford.  She  had  received  congratulations, 
heard  from  all  quarters  that  she  was  the  best,  wises t^  kindest  of 
step-mothers,  and  had  owned  that  she  was  at  the  summit  of  her 
expectations.  Something  perhaps  in  the  unusual  flow  of  spirits 
which  the  circumstances  occasioned,  and  the  heat  of  the  weather, 
which  happened  to  be  great,  brought  on  a  violent  headache ;  but 
she  would  not  yield  to  it.  When  her  maid  came  to  dress  her  for 
dinner,  she  insisted  upon  seeing  Helen,  and  talking  with  her  about 
her  wedding  dress.  Helen  went  to  her  as  a  culprit.  Lady 
Augusta's  first  question  was,  "  How  did  you  enjoy  your  drive  to 
Richmond  ?  " 

"  I  did  not  go,  mamma,"  was  the  reply.  The  tone  and  manner 
were  very  peculiar. 

Lady  Augusta  turned  round  sharply,  and  curiously.  "Tou 
did  not  go,  Helen?     And  Madame  Reinhard,  and  Constantine?" 

"  They  may  have  gone ;  I  can't  say." 

Helen  had  not  the  least  intention  of  being  aggravating;  she 
was  too  much  afraid  of  the  task  before  her  willingly  to  increase 
the  irritation  which  she  discovered  in  Lady  Augusta's  manner. 
But  her  very  timidity  was  her  danger. 

"  I  don't  understand  you  ;  you  are  playing  with  me,  Helen." 

"Not  playing  at  all,  mamma,  only  in  very  serious  earnest." 
Helen's  voice  softened,  and  there  was  something  beseeching  in 
her  accent. 

Lady  Augusta  raised  her  hand  to  her  head.  Helen  saw  that 
her  face  was  flushed,  and  there  was  an  expression  in  her  eyes 
which  was  unusual.  She  begged  her  to  sit  down,  and  offered  her 
some  eau  de  Cologne,  and  Lady  Augusta  bathed  her  temples,  and 
owned  she  felt  strange  and  ill ;  but  she  persisted  in  her  inquiry. 
Helen  tried  to  evade  it ;  and  the  evasion  increased  Lady  Augusta's 
agitation.  It  seemed  as  though  the  secret  misgiving  lurked  in 
her  mind,  ready  to  break  forth  at  any  moment. 

"I  have  been  thinking  about  your  wedding  dress,"  she  said. 
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"  Have  you,  mamma  ?  I  am  sorry  you  should  have  given  your- 
self the  trouble." 

"  Why  call  it  trouble  ?  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  Lady  Augusta's 
tone  was  fierce,  and  again  she  pressed  her  hand  upon  her  brow. 

"We  won't  talk  about  it  just  at  present,"  said  Helen,  for  she 
felt  frightened. 

"  But  we  must  talk  about  it ;  there  is  something  hidden, —  I 
will  know.  Helen  1" — the  suspicion  burst  forth, — "you  would 
not  dare  play  false  a  second  time  ?  " 

Helen  ^embled  violently.  She  said  in  a  faltering  voice,  "I 
will  explain  what  I  feel  another  time,  but  I  think  Captain  Mor- 
daunt  has  not  treated  me  quite  as  he  ought." 

Lady  Augusta  gazed  upon  her  wonderingly  and  incredulously. 
"  Changed  since  this  afternoon!  changed!  changed  ! "  she  repeated. 

"  Only  from  things  I  have  heard,"  said  Helen,  speaking  very 
gently.  "  They  must  be  inquired  into.  But  not  now,  mamma, 
not  now ;  you  are  ill.  I  am  sure  you  are,"  she  added,  taking 
Lady  Augusta's  hand. 

"I  am  not  ill;  I  am  well."  Lady  Augusta  caught  her  hand 
away,  and  stood  up ;  her  face  was  crimson.  "  Helen  you  have 
been  my  torment  from  your  infancy." 

Helen  was  proudly  silent. 

'*  Yes,"  continued  Lady  Augusta,  "  you  have  thwarted  me  in 
every  thing — all  my  wishes  have  been  disappointed.  You  have 
made  yourself  a  mark  for  the  world;  every  one  points  at  me 
because  of  your  conduct.  But  it  shall  not  be  again  " — the  tones 
of  her  voice  became  louder.  "  You  shall  promise  me  that  you  will 
never  treat  Constantino  Mordaunt  as  you  did  Claude  Egerton." 

She  waited  for  a  reply,  her  eyes  riveted,  and  her  figure  im- 
movable. If  it  had  been  an  hour  before  Helen  answered,  it 
seemed  that  she  would  still  have  remained  in  the  same  fixed 
attitude. 

"  I  cannot  promise,  mamma.     I  can  prove  to  you  that  Captain 

Mordaunt  is "     But  Helen  dared  not  finish  her  sentence,  for 

Lady  Augusta  sank  into  a  chair,  her  face  working  with  convul- 
sive agitation.  Helen  drew  near,  but  she  was  motioned  away. 
Lady  Augusta's  countenance  expressed  the  most  racking  pain  and 
xnental  excitement. 

Helen,  now  excessively  alarmed,  touched  the  bell,  but  Lady 
Augusta  started  forward  to  prevent  her.  The  exertion  was 
followed  by  reaction,  and  she  fell  back  in  a  kind  of  stupor. 

A  telegraphic  message  that  evening  carried  the  intelligence  to 
Wingfield,  that  Lady  Augusta  Clare  was  attacked  with  brain 
fever,  and  that  her  life  was  in  danger. 
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Among  the  many  scenes  upon  .which  the  eye  of  the  traveller  rests, 
as  he  wanders  through  foreign  lands,  there  are  perhaps  only  a 
few  which  imprint  themselves  indelibly  on  the  memory.  The 
greater  part  fade  both  in  colouring  and  in  the  distinctness  of  their 
outline,  as  years  go  by.  The  general  impression  —  the  soul,  if  it 
may  be  so  called  —  leaves  its  trace ;  we  feel  what  we  have  looked 
upon,  but  we  cannot  recall  it.  Yet  some  recollections  there  are 
upon  which  the  hand  of  time  seems  to  have  no  power.  The 
current  of  life  bears  us  rapidly  away,  and  its  cares  call  our  at- 
tention aside,  and  give  us  no  leisure  for  imagination ;  but  the 
beauty  once  gazed  upon,  has  become  "a  joy  for  ever."  Still  it 
appears  before  us,  unlooked  for,  unsummoned ;  still  it  paints  itself 
to  our  fancy  in  the  heaped-up  masses  of  the  stormy  clouds,  and 
the  vivid  colouring  of  the  sunset  sky ;  and  even  as  it  rises  there 
follows  the  intense,  eager  longing  to  look  upon  it  once  more, 
which  would  seem  to  belong  only  to  the  love  called  forth  by  » 
living  being,  the  yearning  for  the  absent  and  the  dead. 

There  is  a  narrow  pass  between  the  mountains  which  separate 
the  southern  Tyrol  from  the  Austrian  province  of  Venice. 

Some  fifty  years  ago,  it  was  probably  traversed  by  few  but  flie 
people  of  the  country.  Now,  a  road,  broad  and  smooth,  passes 
along  the  base  of  the  mighty  hills,  and  tracks  the  course  of  the 
little  river  Rienz,  leading  by  a  continuous  but  gradual  ascent  firom 
the  Pusterthal  to  the  vale  of  Ampezzo.  Along  this  road,  the 
English  traveller  rolls  in  his  easy  carriage,  troops  of  soldiers  march 
on  their  way  to  the  Austrian  provinces,  and  the  stream  of  com- 
mercial traffic  passes  from  Bavaria  and  the  Tyrol  to  the  seaports 
of  Trieste  and  Venice. 

Yet  the  Ampezzo  pass  can  never  be  any  thing  but  solitary  — 
solitary  in  spirit.  The  jagged  peaks  of  the  dolomite  mountains 
stand  apart,  holding  no  communion  with  the  pettiness  ef 
human  interests.  They  lift  their  pointed  summits,  sharp  as 
gigantic  needles,  to  the  sky ;  and  the  gloomy  cliffs  which  form 
their  base  stand  proudly  inaccessible  to  the  foot  of  man.  Wonder- 
ful indeed  they  are  both  in  form  and  colouring :  in  parts  black, 
as  though  some  huge  hand  had  stained  their  rugged  precipices 
with  pitch ;  in  parts  tinged  with  a  pale  yellow,  and  again  ex- 
hibiting a  surface  of  deep,  bright  red.  Peak  above  peak  they 
rise ;  their  keen  heads  looking  down  upon  the  solemn  pine  ioresis 
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which  clothe  their  sides ;  whilst  behind,  peering  over  all,  may  be 
seen  a  far  distant  summit,  steeped,  glowing,  fused  in  the  light 
which  is  neither  of  Heaven  nor  of  earth,  but  which  mingles  the 
glories  of  each,  the  hue  of  sunset  upon  snow. 

Such  at  least  was  the  appearance  of  the  mountains  as  a  party 
of  English  travellers,  on  their  way  from  Inspruck  to  Venice, 
journeyed  through  the  Ampezzo  pass,  late  in  an  evening  towards 
the  close  of  summer.  An  elderly  lady,  thin  and  haggard,  and 
propped  up  by  cushions,  and  evidently  wearied  by  the  distance 
which  she  had  already  travelled,  leaned  back  in  the  luxurious 
carriage,  with  her  eyes  closed ;  or,  if  she  opened  them,  casting  a 
vacant  glance  around  her,  as  though  she  did  not  understand  why 
she  should  be  there,  and  inquiring  how  much  farther  they  must 
go  before  they  stopped  for  the  night. 

By  her  side  sat  a  young  girl,  pale  and  worn  likewise,  so  worn 
indeed,  that  at  the  first  glance  the  perfect  outline  of  her  very  lovely 
features  would  scarcely  have  attracted  remark.  But  bodily  fatigue 
seemed  to  have  no  power  over  her,  as  bending  from  the  carriage, 
she  gazed  intently  upon  the  rocks,  every  now  and  then  uttering 
some  ejaculation  of  wonder  and  delight,  and  the  next  moment 
turning  to  the  invalid  with  a  word  of  apology  or  thoughtfulness, 
arranging  the  pillows,  and  suggesting,  "  We  shall  be  there  very 
soon  now  !  Pietro  say^  so." 

The  back  seat  of  the  carriage  was  occupied  by  a  tall,  grey- 
haired  gentleman,  busied  with  Murray's  Handbook ;  and  another 
lady,  young,  with  no  marked  beauty,  nothing  striking  in  figure 
or  manner,  unless  it  might  be  an  air  of  thoughtful  self-control 
and  repose.  She  too  was  engrossed  by  the  scenery,  but  it  was  in 
a  different  way  from  her  companion.  There  were  no  expressions 
of  ecstacy :  she  sat  quite  still,  and  it  seemed  an  effort  to  her  to 
speak ;  but  there  was  a  mist  over  her  dark  grey  eyes,  and  occa- 
sionally she  laid  her  hand  gently  upon  that  of  her  friend,  and 
when  their  glances  met,  she  smiled,  and  the  smile  was  as  a  sun- 
beam of  gladness  lighting  up  some  quiet  home  valley. 

"Cortina  d'Ampezzo,  that  was  the  place,  wasn't  it,  Susan?" 
said  the  gentleman,  pointing  to  the  name  in  the  Handbook. 
"Stella  d'Oro,  clean,  and  honest, — one  must  look  out  for  both 
those  points  now :  these  people  are  not  so  unsophisticated  as  our 
friends  in  the  Tyrol." 

"Lady  Augusta  will  like  the  Italian  cookery,  I  hope,"  said 
Susan ;  "  that  is  one  great  fault  in  the  Tyrol ;  one  can't  afford  to 
have  a  fastidious  appetite." 

Lady  Augusta  roused  herself.  "  Are  we  getting  to  the  end,  Sir 
Henry  ?     I  don't  see  any  houses." 
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No  one  smfled;  but  Helen  answered  directly,  "We  are  very 
near  the  top  of  the  pass ;  and  there  Pietro  will  move  on  faster ; 
and  papa  sajs  it  is  a  very  good  inn." 

**  Morraj  says  so^  not  I,"  said  Sir  Henry :  "  what  he  calls  good 
may  be  straw  beds  and  soar  bread." 

*'  It  is  very  hard,"  mnrmured  Lady  Augusta ;  ''  we  would  pay 
for  every  thing ;  we  don't  care  what  we  pay.  Pietro  manages 
very  badly ;  we  ought  to  turn  him  away." 

"Pietro  is  only  the  voiturier,  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Henry. 
"  He  does  well  enough  what  he  professes ;  he  can't  answer  for  the 


mns." 


Lady  Augusta  looked  to  Helen  as  if  for  protection.  There  wis 
an  expression  of  helplessness  in  her  marked,  hard  features  which 
was  very  sad. 

"Annette  will  manage  very  comfortably  for  us,"  said  Hekn. 
"  She  has  been  abroad  so  much,  she  knows  exactly  what  to  da 
You  will  quite  enjoy  your  tea  and  your  rest  when  they  come, 
mamma.     Now  we  really  are  at  the  top." 

"  I  don't  know  what  you  call  the  top,"  said  Lady  Augusta;  "we 
have  not  been  going  up  hill  at  alL  I  can't  think  why  yon  talk 
so,  Helen ;  and  Annette  did  not  make  my  bed  at  all  comfortable 
last  night.  We  will  go  back.  Sir  Henry.  I  want  to  go  back  to 
England." 

Helen  sighed  bitterly,  and  offered  no  reply. 

"Pietro  is  taking  off  the  horse  he  hired,  I  see,"  said  Sir  Hauy, 
looking  out.  "  That  shows  we  shall  have  no  more  hills.  I  don't 
think  we  needed  help,  only  Pietro  is  so  careful.  The  Tyrol 
peasant  will  have  a  good  journey  to  travel  to-night,  if  he  has  to 
make  his  way  back  to  the  Pusterthal  with  his  tired  animaL  That 
can't  be  Cortina  d'Ampezzo,  surely  ?  "  and  he  pointed  to  a  small 
inn,  little  more  than  a  hovel,  by  the  wayside. 

It  was  an  unfortunate  question,  for  it  drew  Lady  Augusta's  atten- 
tion again  to  the  fact  that  it  was  rapidly  growing  dark,  and  that 
there  were  no  signs  of  a  human  habitation,  except  the  shelter  to 
which  Sir  Henry  had  alluded,  and  which  had  been  originally 
intended  for  a  hospice ;  and  the  ruins  of  a  castle  standing  on  the 
ridge  of  one  of  the  nearest  hills,  and  in  former  days  conunandiDg 
the  approach  to  the  Tyrol  through  the  Ampezzo  pass. 

"  I  don't  know  why  we  came  here,"  she  began ;  but  she  was 
interrupted  by  Sir  Henry,  in  the  determined  tone  which  betrays  a 
secret  misgiving. 

"  Don't  trouble  yourself,  my  dear ;  Cortina  must  be  quite  close 
now.  Pietro," — he  summoned  the  voiturier  to  the  carriage — 
**get  OD,  man,  quickly ;  we  can't  be  out  all  night." 
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Pietro,  usually  the  most  good-natured  of  voituriers,  was  a  little 
out  of  heart,  from  the  fact  that  he  knew  no  more  than  Sir  Henry 
of  the  exact  distance  his  horses  had  still  to  travel.  He  mounted 
to  his  seat  rather  sullenly,  gave  his  whip  a  very  spiritless  smack 
compared  with  that  which  he  usually  e^^hibited,  and  rounding  the 
angle  of  the  hill,  turned  his  back  upon  the  mountains,  now 
growing  gloomier  and  fiercer  in  their  phantom  grandeur,  as  the 
gathering  darkness,  and  the  last  burning  colouring  of  sunset 
enveloped  their  sharp  peaks,  and  descended  into  the  valley  of 
Ampezzo. 

The  party  in  the  carriage  became  silent.  Lady  Augusta  again 
closed  her  eyes.  Sir  Henry  turned  round  every  instant,  as  if  the 
action  would  hurry  the  horses,  and  make  the  distance  shorter ; 
and  Susan  looked  back  upon  the  mountains,  and  wrote  the  scene 
in  her  memory ;  whilst  Helen's  eye  dwelt  upon  the  wide  opening 
valley,  dark  as  one  of  Poussin's  pictures,  and  her  thoughts  took 
their  hue  from  the  pine  forests,  and  the  twilight  shadows,  and  it 
seemed  to  her  an  image  of  her  life. 

"  We  go  to  the  Stella  d'Oro,  remember,  Pietro,"  shouted  Sir 
Henry,  when  the  twinkle  of  a  light  was  seen  in  the  distance. 

"  Not  near  yet,  sir,"  was  the  answer ;  and  the  voiturier  quick- 
ened his  pace. 

"  There  is  a  carriage  before  us,  I  think,"  said  Helen,  leaning 
out ;  "  I  wonder  whether  they  know  the  way  better  than  we  do." 

"  There  is  no  mistaking  the  way  in  a  country  like  this,"  said 
Sir  Henry,  impatiently ;  **  you  couldn't  get  out  of  the  road  if  you 
wished  it.  Distance  is  the  only  thing, — a  monstrous  long  journey 
it  is." 

"  I  wonder  what  hotel  those  people  are  going  to,"  said  Helen  ; 
"  they  will  have  the  best  choice  of  beds  if  we  don't  take  care  ; 
not  that  it  signifies  for  us,  only  for  mamma." 

"A  choice  of  straw,  I  suspect  it  will  be,"  said  Sir  Henry. 
"  You  don't  expect  to  find  London  hotels  here,  Helen,  do  you  ?  " 

"  I  don't  know  what  I  expect,'*  said  Helen,  sadly ;  "  but  mamma 
is  so  tired,  she  will  be  quite  ill  if  we  don't  stop  soon." 

"  We  are  stopping,  it  seems,"  said  Sir  Henry,  as  Pietro  sud- 
denly drew  his  horses  up.     "  What's  the  matter  now  ?  " 

**  I  should  just  like  to  know  how  much  further  we  may  go  to 
look  for  Cortina,"  was  the  reply.  "  There's  a  party  beyond  at  a 
stand  still ; "  and  Pietro  let  himself  down  from  his  seat,  and 
called  out  to  the  voiturier  of  the  vehicle  before  them.  A  short 
conversation,  in  a  patois  compounded  of  German  and  Italian, 
followed,  at  the  close  of  which  Pietro  returned,  with  the  infor- 
mation that  it  was  a  good  way  still. 
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"  Ask  what  inn  they  go  to,"  said  Sir  Henry ;  **  ask  if  they 
know  any  thing  about  the  Stella  d'Oro.  It  won't  do  to  give  your 
mamma  a  bad  night,"  he  added,  looking  anxiously  at  Ladj 
Augusta. 

Pietro  went  back  with,  his  query.  "  The  Post,  or  the  AqniU 
Nera,"  called  out  an  English  voice,  in  the  unmistakable  accent  of 
an  English  gentleman. 

"  Claude  Egerton  ! "  exclaimed  Sir  Henry,  and  he  tried  to  pndi 
open  the  carriage  door,  but  it  resisted.  The  voiturier  drove  oo. 
and  Sir  Henry  finished  his  sentence  quietly,  by  adding,  "It 
couldn't  have  been  though  ;  he  is  kept  at  home." 

Neither  Susan  nor  Helen  spoke  again  till  they  entered  the 
village  of  Cortina  d'Ampezzo,  and  stopped  before  the  uninvitiiig 
entrance  of  the  Stella  d'Oro. 


CHAPTER  LXVL 


"  One  person  at  least  is  happy  to-night,"  said  Helen,  as  she  sat 
down  upon  the  edge  of  a  pallet-bed,  literally  the  only  piece  c( 
furniture  in  the  bare  apartment,  considered  one  of  the  good  bed- 
rooms of  the  Stella  d'Oro.  "  I  thought  Pietro  would  have  kissed 
the  landlord  in  his  delight  at  hearing  Italian  spoken  at  last* 

**  It  does  not  seem  like  Italy,"  said  i^usan.  She  had  made  a 
seat  of  her  carpet  bag,  and  was  resting  her  back  against  the  waD. 
"  Are  we  both  to  sleep  in  that  bed^  Helen  ?  as  they  say  this  is 
the  only  room  we  can  have." 

"I  could  sleep  upon  the  ground,"  said  Helen,  "if  it  were 
only  clean."  She  put  the  candle  down  upon  the  floor,  and  ex- 
amined it. 

"  Better  not,"  said  Susan ;  "  *  what  the  eye  doesn't  see  the  heart 


doesn't  grieve. 
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"But  the  body  does,  unfortunately," observed  Helen.  "Poor 
mamma  I  If  they  put  her  into  a  bed  like  this,  what  will  become 
of  her  ?  Stuffed  with  straw  actually !  I  thought  papa  was 
laughing  at  me ;  and  such  hills  and  valleys  !  However,  it  will 
remind  one  of  the  Ampezzo  pass." 

"  One  shall  scarcely  need  to  be  reminded  of  that,"  said  Susan. 

"  No;  " — Helen  paused  ;— "  it  was  a  longing  of  my  childhood  to 
travel.  I  remember  once  when  I  was  a  very  little  thing,  and  had 
been  hearing  people  talk  about  it,  I  prayed  that  I  might.     When 
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the  prayer  is  granted,  I  suppose  one  ought  not  to  murmur  at  the 
way." 

"  What  have  you  done  with  Lady  Augusta  ? "  asked  Susan 
rather  abruptly. 

"  Left  her  with  Annette.  I  tried  to  do  what  I  could,  but  it 
wouldn't  do.  She  says  she  is  cold,  and  she  has  had  the  stove 
lighted ;  she  will  find  it  too  much  by  and  by,  but  one  can't  help  it. 
It  will  make  that  odd  ante-room  comfortable  for  papa.  Annette 
has  taken  out  the  back  of  the  stove  which  opens  into  it,  and  now 
it  looks  like  an  English  fireplace.  One  likes  that  in  spite  of 
being  in  Italy." 

"  It  must  be  cold  so  high  as  we  are,"  said  Susan.  "  It  is  cold 
now." 

"  The  Post  or  the  Aquila  Nera  might  have  been  better  than 
this,"  said  Helen. 

"  Yes,"  was  the  only  reply.  Susan  rose  from  her  carpet  bag, 
and  unlocked  it. 

"  Waa  it  Claude  Egerton  ?  "  said  Helen.       ' 

"  I  think  so ; "  but  Susan  did  not  look  round. 

*'  I  wonder  how  he  came  here,"  said  Helen. 

"  He  won't  travel  as  we  do,"  observed  Susan  quickly. 

"  No ; "  Helen  thought  for  a  moment.  "  I  am  not  sure,  Susan, 
that  we  were  wise  in  coming." 

**  Lady  Augusta  will  be  better  when  we  are  at  rest  again,"  said 
Susan;  "when  we  get  to  Venice.  The  long  journeys  are  too 
i^nch  for  her." 

"  And  the  discomfort,"  said  Helen.  She  looked  round  the  room 
disconsolately.  "  I  suppose  Annette  will  be  here  presently ;  there 
are  no  bells." 

"  We  may  as  well  trust  to  her,"  said  Susan ;  "  we  can  do  no- 
thing ; "  and  as  she  spoke  a  knock  at  the  door  was  followed  by 
the  entrance  of  Annette,  and  the  peasant  girl  who  acted  as 
chambermaid. 

"  Miladi  waits  tea,"  said  Annette,  reproachfully.  "  Sir  Henry 
begs  you  to  go,  young  ladies.  Miss  Graham !  at  your  carpet  bag ! 
What's  the  use?  You  go.  I  see  to  all;  only  you  be  patient. 
Here," — and  she  beckoned  authoritatively  to  the  girl,  and  touched 
the  bed, — "  due— tu  comprends, — zwei." 

"  And  some  water,  Annette  ?  can't  we  have  a  little  water  ?  " 
said  Helen. 

"  Ah  !  dell'  acqua,  —  wasser,  —  water  ;  you  fetch  some." 
Annette  pushed  the  chambermaid  out  of  the  room,  and  then 
followed  to  see  that  she  obeyed  orders. 
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"  Annette  is  in  her  glory,"  said  Helen  ;  "  she  always  is  when 
every  one  else  is  in  despair ;  why  don't  we  fetch  the  water  our- 
selves, Susan?" 

"  Because  we  don't  know  where  to  find  it,  I  suppose,"  said 
Susan  laughing.  "  And  that  ante-room,  which  they  call  a  sitting- 
room,  with  all  our  doors  opening  into  it,  is  like  the  sea;  one  is 
afraid  to  cross  it,  and  explore  the  regions  on  the  other  side.  How 
much  water  will  they  give  us,  I  wonder  I  Our  chambermaid 
looks  as  if  she  had  never  seen  such  an  element." 

Annette  came  back  with  a  small  basin,  and  a  smaller  jug,  and 
one  towel.  "  It  was  all  they  could  have  then,"  she  said,  in  a 
threatening  tone  ;  "  so  they  must  be  contented.  If  they  would 
travel  amongst  les  rochers,  les  rnontagnes,  what  could  they  expect  ? 
And  poor  Miladi !  tired  out ;  wanting  her  tea  !  They  must  go 
at  once." 

"  *  Beggars  mustn't  be  choosers,' "  said  Susan.  She  took  up 
one  corner  of  the  towel,  and  dipped  it  in  the  water,  and  gave 
another  to  her  cousin.  But  Helen  was  thinking  of  something 
else,  and  let  it  fall. 

"  Mamma  didn't  ask  for  me  after  I  left  her,  did  she,  Annette?" 

"  No,  mademoiselle.  Miladi  only  wants  her  tea  ;  "  and  ALnnette 
opened  the  door  into  the  ante-room,  in  spite  of  Helen's  warning 
that  she  was  not  ready. 

"  She  didn't  say  any  thing  about  my  having  the  other  bed  in 
her  room,  did  she  ?  "  continued  Helen. 

"  No,  mademoiselle.  Miladi  said  to  me,  *  Annette,  you  deep 
there.'     And  I  think  it  better.     Miladi  depends  upon  me." 

Annette  spoke  proudly,  conscious  of  her  own  importance. 

"  Please  go  and  pour  out  the  coffee,  Susan  ;  I  am  coming. 
Annette,  you  may  wait  to  get  the  room  ready." 

The  door  closed,  and  when  Helen  was  left  alone,  in  the  bare, 
uncarpeted,  dreary  chamber  of  the  homely  inn,  she  knelt  by  the 
side  of  the  little  pallet  bed,  and  as  tears  coursed  each  other  down 
her  cheeks,  prayed,  as  she  had  never  prayed  in  her  own  splendidly 
furnished  apartment  at  Ivors,  that  God  would  be  pleased  to 
pardon  the  many,  many  sins  of  her  wilful  youth,  and  permit  her 
to  atone  to  her  father  and  her  step- mother  for  the  sorrow  she  had 
caused  them,  by  the  devotion  of  her  future  life. 

That  was  Helen's  constant  prayer  now.  There  was  one 
thought  ever  in  her  mind  ;  her  faults,  her  follies,  had  been  the 
indirect,  though  possibly  not  the  immediate  cause  of  the  wreck  of 
Lady  Augusta's  health,  and  of  the  powers  of  her  mind. 

Coffee,  fresh  eggs,  an  omelette,  and  some  eatable  bread  !    The 
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Stella  d'Oro  rose  in  Helen's  estimation  wLen  she  found  that  Lady 
Augusta  could  make  a  hearty  meal ;  but  it  was  only  a  sad 
pleasure,  after  all.  Lady  Augusta  was  like  a  child  now.  When 
her  bodily  comforts  were  attended  to,  she  was  satisfied  to  remain, 
without  troubling  herself  either  with  the  past  or  the  future.  She 
was  irritable  indeed  when  the  next  day's  journey  was  mentioned. 
"  If  they  were  comfortable  where  they  were,"  she  said,  "  why 
should  they  not  stay  ?  The  people  were  very  civil,  she  did  not 
like  moving;  now  they  were  in  Italy,  they  ought  to  be  con- 
tented." 

"  Only  near  Italy,  not  quite  in  it,  yet,"  said  Helen,  in  a  soothing 
tone.  "We  must  pass  Zuel  first.  That  must  be  some  miles 
beyond  this.  Besides,  mamma,  you  know  we  want  to  reach 
Venice." 

"You  shall  go  about  in  a  gondola  then,  my  dear,"  said  Sir 
Henry ;  "  you  will  like  that  motion,  it  is  so  easy." 

Lady  Augusta  only  shook  her  head,  andv  muttered  something 
about  not  liking  gondolas,  and  wishing  to  go  to  bed.  Helen  sum* 
moned  Annette  from  the  room,  where  she  was  employed  in 
superintending  the  arrangement  of  a  second  bed  and  a  washing- 
stand,  and  Lady  Augusta  departed ;  Helen  following  her  to  the 
door  of  her  apartment,  and  begging  to  be  allowed  to  help  her^ 
but  receiving  only  an  abrupt  negative. 

"  Now  for  plans ! "  said  Sir  Henry,  as  he  pushed  aside  his 
coffee  cup,  and  referred  to  his  constant  friend,  Murray.  "It 
doesn't  do  to  discuss  them  with  your  mamma,  Helen.  I  can'i 
make  out  at  all  where  Pietro  means  to  take  us  to-morrow. 
Belluno — that  is  out  of  our  way;  Santa  Croce — *inn  miser- 
able;' Sarravalle,  Ceneda — too  far;  Longarone  —  *Post  im- 
proved of  late  years  ; '  that  doesn't  sound  well ;  but  it  is  the  only 
thing  within  reach  that  I  can  see.  I  wonder," — he  started  up, 
and  then  sat  down  again,  —  "  If  that  were  really  Claude  Egerton, 
he  would  be  sure  to  know  ;  but  it  couldn't  have  been,  certainly  it 
couldn't." 

Susan  answered  without  raising  her  eyes  from  the  pocket- 
book,  in  which  she  was  making  a  few  pencil  notes.  "  Isabella 
said  in  the  letter  which  I  had  at  Innsbruck,  that  Mr.  Egerton 
had  been  at  Wingfield,  and  that  he  was  making  particular  in- 
quiries as  to  our  route." 

"  A  man  may  do  that  without  intending  to  follow  it,"  said  Sir 
Henry.  "  If  we  were  in  a  civilised  place,  we  might  send  and  in- 
quire for  Claude  at  the  Post,  and  the  Aquila  Nera.  But  these 
fellows  talk  such  a  jargon.     And  as  to  going  oneself — "  he  drew 
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his  chair  nearer  to  the  fire  burning  at  the  back  of  the  stove ; — "I 
declare  it's  as  cold  as  December,  for  all  they  call  it  Italy." 

He  devoted  himself  again  to  the  guide  book.  "  Helen,  you  are 
a  good  hand  at  reckoning  distances ;  just  reckon  these  with  me." 

Helen  tried  to  follow  where  her  father's  finger  pointed,  but  she 
could  not  give  her  attention,  and  Sir  Henry  appealed  to  Susan. 

"  I  can't  think  what  has  happened  to  you  to-night,  you  seem 
both  good  for  nothing.  Bed  is  the  best  place  for  you  after  alL 
Why  don't  you  go  ?     We  shall  have  to  start  early  to-morrow." 

"  I  can't  go  till  I  am  sure  mamma  is  comfortable,"  said  Helen ; 
**  but  that  needn't  keep  you,  Susan,  Papa,  would  it  be  really  im- 
possible to  find  out  more  about  our  journey  to-morrow?" 

Susan  had  closed  her  book,  and  lighted  her  candle,  but  she 
waited  to  hear  the  answer. 

"  I  don't  know  who  is  to  help  us,  unless  it  may  be  Claude," 
said  Sir  Henry. 

"It  will  be  very  bad  for  mamma  to  have  an  uncertain 
tlistance,"  continued  Helen.  "  The  moment  there  is  any  doubt 
as  to  what  is  to  be  done,  she  becomes  so  nervous." 

"  Yes."  Sir  Henry  looked  at  his  watch,  then  at  the  fire.  "  It 
is  late  ;  they  will  be  gone  to  bed.  I  think  we  had  better  make 
inquiry  the  first  thing  in  the  morning.  Pietro  will  go  then,  bat 
he  and  his  horses  must  be  fast  asleep  by  this  time." 

Susan  took  up  her  candle,  and  said  good  night. 

"  I  shall  come  soon,"  said  Helen.  How  very  tired  you  look, 
Susan  !" 

Susan  only  smiled.  As  she  left  the  room,  Sir  Henry  remarked : 
"  People  used  to  say  that  Susan  had  even  spirits  ;  I  don't  think 
that  is  at  all  the  case  now." 


CHAPTER  LXVn. 


"  A  GLORIOUS  morning,  Helen,  and  your  mamma  has  had  a  good 
night,  Annette  says.  We  shall  do  famously  now."  Sir  Henry 
made  his  appearance  in  the  ante -room  at  eight  o'clock,  rubbing 
his  hands,  and  walked  up  to  the  window  and  back  again  to  the 
door,  and  looked  out  into  the  passage  to  see  if  breakfast  was  com- 
ing. "  A  glorious  morning  !  we  ought  to  have  been  off,  though, 
by  this  time.  Not  a  place  to  stay  in,  this,  in  spite  of  your  mamma's 
wishes.  A  very  shabby  apology  for  a  bed  they  gave  me  ;  if  I 
hadn't  been  dead  tired,  I  couldn't  possibly  have  slept.  And  for 
cJeanJiness — it's  best  not  inquire  too  minutely.  What  are  you 
doing  there,  child?" 
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'^Arranging  some  crochet  work  for  mamma,'*  said  Helen. 
"  When  she  stops  in  the  middle  of  the  day,  she  likes  to  have  some 
work." 

"  Always  thoughtful,"  said  Sir  Henry;  and  he  patted  her  shoulder. 

Tears  rose  in  Helen's  eyes. 

"  Not  sad,  my  child,  eh  ? "  he  continued.  "  We  shall  do  very 
well  again,  depend  upon  it.  Markham  assured  me  that  time  and 
change  were  the  only  things  wanted.  And  for  other  matters  you 
know,  Helen,  I  don't  quarrel  with  you,  whatever  the  rest  of  the 
world  may  do." 

"  It  would  not  signify  for  the  world,"  said  Helen,  "if  I  did  not 
quarrel  with  myself." 

"  I  don't  see  the  cause  you  have,"  continued  Sir  Henry,  a  little 
impatiently.  "  Mordaunt  was  a  scoundrel ;  one  can't  hide  the  fact. 
You  had  a  full  right  to  cast  him  off,  and  you  weren't  answerable 
for  any  consequences." 

"I  ought  never  to  have  cast  him  on,"  said  Helen,  attempting 
to  answer  her  father  in  a  tone  as  light  as  his  own.  "  If  I  hadn't 
been  led — but  I  don't  excuse  myself, — dear  papa,  please  don't 
teach  me  to  do  so." 

"  That  German  woman  was  a  desperate  humbug ! "  said  Sir 
Henry.  "Ah,  Helen!  if  I  had  a  wish — but,  however,  you  are 
free,  I  always  told  you  so.  By  the  by,  I  sent  Pietro  to  the  Post, 
and  the  Aquila  Nera,  this  morning  to  inquire  for  Claude,  but  I 
couldn't  find  out  anything.  Three  English  gentlemen  slept  at  the 
Post,  but  they  were  off  at  seven,  and  forgot  to  put  their  names  in 
the  book.  If  we  do  come  up  with  him,  it  would  be  pleasant  enough 
for  me ;  but  I  don't  know  about  you,  child.  What  do  you  say  ?" 
Sir  Henry  put  his  hand  under  Helen's  chin,  and  made  her  look  at 
him. 

"  I  suppose  we  should  manage  pretty  well,"  was  Helen's  con- 
strained answer,  and  she  turned  away,  and  knocked  at  Lady 
Augusta's  door. 

Annette  answered  the  knock.  "  Miladi  is  just  ready;  she  comes 
to  breakfast  this  instant !  Ah  I  the  coffee  not  up;  stop,  you  goto 
Miladi,  mademoiselle.  The  carpet  bag  is  to  be  locked;  then  Pietro 
will  come  for  it;  are  you  ready?  And  Miss  Graham: — you  tell 
Miss  Graham,  she  must  not  wait.  Why  don't  they  bring  the 
coffee?" 

Annette  bustled  herself  out  of  the  ante-room,  catching  up  stray 
articles  in  her  way,  to  be  thrust  into  a  certain  bag  kept  for  emer- 
gencies and  last  hopes,  and  Helen  went  to  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Papa  says  you  slept  well,  dear  mamma ;  I  am  so  glad.    Is 
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there  any  thing  else  to  be  put  into  the  carpet-bag  ?  Let  me  fasten 
your  boot  for  you." 

"  Stop,  Helen ;  the  floor  is  so  dirty ;  you  must  not  kneel  upon 
it;''  and  Lady  Augusta  laid  her  handkerchief  on  the  ground. 
"  Such  a  nasty  place  this  is !  I  wonder  wliy  we  came  here ;  we 
would  have  paid  handsomely  for  better  rooms." 

"  We  are  going  on  to  Venice,  you  know,  mamma,"  said  Helen ; 
'^  we  shall  find  beautiful  hotels  there,  which  once  were  palaces. 
Tou  must  come  and  have  some  breakfast,  and  then  we  shall  start; 
and  such  a  lovely  day  !  You  will  like  to  have  your  breakfast," 
she  repeated,  trying  to  draw  away  Lady  Augusta's  attention  from 
the  little  courtyard  underneath  the  window,  where  Pietro,  sur- 
rounded by  peasants  and  ostlers,  was  employed  in  packing  the 
carriage. 

"  I  don't  know  the  good  of  going  to  Venice ;  I  sha'n't  be  better 
there.  English  people  aren't  wise  to  come  abroad.  Annette  tells 
me  that  there  are  more  English  people  here;  she  says  that  Claude 
has  come  after  you,  Helen.  But  it's  no  use  for  him ;  it's  no  use 
for  any  one.     You  never  mean  to  please  me." 

"  I  would  try  to  please  you  in  any  way  I  could,  dear  manmuu" 
Helen  spoke  very  calmly  ;  she  had  been  now  too  long  accustomed 
to  this  kind  of  reproach  to  be  shocked  at  it,  and  she  took  it  as 
part  of  her  punishment.  "  But  you  will  come  to  breakfast ;  the 
coflee  will  be  cold." 

She  led  Lady  Augusta  into  the  ante-room,  poured  out  her  cofee, 
cut  her  roll  in  slices,  and  took  care  that  there  shpuld  be  just  enough 
chicken  placed  on  her  plate,  and  then  Lady  Augusta  for  the  first 
time  said,  '*  Thank  you ;"  and  Helen  sat  down  contented. 

"  The  carriage  is  ready,  Miladi.  Sir  Henry  is  waiting.  Let 
me  take  the  carriage  bag.  Mademoiselle,  you  carry  the  booL 
Miss  Graham, — ah  me!  where  is  Miss  Graham?  Too  tiresome! 
Miladi,  you  won't  go  alone  ?  nobody  else  will  put  you  comfortable. 
Miss  Graham ! "  Annette  rushed  to  Susan's  door. 

"  Miss  Graham  is  gone  down,"  said  Helen.    "  She  is  never  late." 

"  Never !  a  long  day ! "  Annette  shrugged  her  shoulders. 
"But  we  come;  we  leave  ce  vilain  lieu.  Ah  les  montagnes!  qiu 
je  les  deteste!'*  and  she  shook  her  hand  at  the  window,  in  defiance 
of  the  green  hills  which  looked  down  upon  the  little  inn. 

Sir  Henry  was  examining  the  horses  and  talking  to  Pietro. 
Susan  stood  by  him. 

"  Capo  di  Ponte,  you  say  ?     I  don't  see  it  mentioned." 

"  Capo  di  Ponte ;  good  beds  at  Capo  di  Ponte,"  said  the  land- 
lord, proud  of  the  first  English  words  he  had  learnt. 

"  Who  told  you  about  Capo  di  Ponte,  Pietro?"  asked  Susan. 
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Sir  Henry  turned  round  quickly.  "  You  here,  Susan !  how 
you  startled  me  !  Better  get  into  the  carriage,  child,  and  settle 
yourself." 

But  Susan  lingered;  Sir  Henry  was  impatient.  "I  shall 
manage  it  all ;  don't  be  fidgety." 

She  could  not  help  herself  then ;  but  she  leaned  out  of  the 
carriage  to  hear  Pietro's  answer. 

"A  man  at  the  Post,  who  saw  the  English  party  off  this 
morning,"  replied  Pietro.  They  don't  go  there  themselves ;  they 
stop  short  at  Longarone ;  but  that  makes  to-morrow's  journey  too 
long." 

"  Yes,  yes,  I  understand.  We  get  to  Treviso  to-morrow.  No 
chance  of  coming  up  with  Claude  Egerton  then,  if  it  should  be 
he." 

Susan  put  down  her  veil,  and  was  so  interested  in  observing 
Annette's  final  adjustment  of  boxes  and  carpet  bags,  that  she 
averted  her  face  completely  from  Lady  Augusta  and  Helen,  not 
even  looking  round,  when  Helen  urged  that  they  should  change 
places,  and  asserted  that  the  back  seat^  on  such  a  fine  day,  could 
not  make  her  uncomfortable. 

There  is  a  great  charm,  doubtless,  in  visiting  a  country  long 
familiar  to  us  by  description,  and  which  we  have,  as  it  were,  made 
part  of  our  own  by  experience ;  but  there  is  a  greater  still  in  that 
which  we  know  only  by  its  place  in  the  map,  and  the  loveliness 
of  which  we  discover,  as  for  the  first  time,  for  ourselves.  The 
mountains  of  Friuli  around  Tai  de  Cadore  may,  perhaps,  bring  to 
us  but  few  associations ;  yet,  if  we  have  ever  looked  at  the  back- 
grounds of  Titian's  pictures,  we  may  see  the  impression  which 
they  made  upon  a  mighty  genius,  and  may  trace  the  scenes  im- 
pressed upon  his  childish  imagination,  with  all  the  brilliancy 
belonging  to  early  age,  and  scarcely  to  be  diminished,  even  when 
revisited  in  after  years,  and  criticised  by  the  sober  judgment  and 
with  the  careworn  feeling  of  manhood. 

For,  in  truth,  it  is  a  glorious  country.  Jagged  mountains, 
their  summits  occasionally  tipped  with  snow ;  lesser  hills  covered 
with  wood,  with  here  and  there  huge  yellowish  crags,  giving  a 
peculiar  warmth  of  colouring  to  the  scenery ;  deep  rocky  ravines  j 
villages,  and  churches,  dotted  about  on  all  sides ;  and  the  ruins  of 
ancient  castles,  proudly  looking  down  upon  them  from  the  pro- 
jecting cliffs ;  and  all  felt,  rather  than  seen,  beneath,  the  blue 
Italian  sky,  and  under  the  soothing  influence  of  the  southern  air ! 
•—it  is  a  land  to  dream  of.  When  it  has  passed,  and  memory 
recurs  to  it,  it  is  with  a  strange,  incredulous  doubt  whether  the 
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e^e,  now  profaned  by  common  sights,  can  ever  have  been  per- 
mitted to  gaze  upon  such  a  vision  of  beauty. 

Helen  and  Susan  leaned  over  the  carriage,  drinking  in  with 
delight  the  views  which  every  turn  of  the  road  brought  before 
them,  whilst  even  Lady  Augusta  was  sometimes  roused  to  obser- 
vation, and  owned  that  it  was  much  warmer  and  pleasanter  in 
Italy  than  in  the  Tyrol.  They  were  descending  into  the  valley 
at  an  easy  pace,  following  the  course  of  the  little  river  Piave. 
Sir  Henry  having  satisfied  himself  that  it  was  a  splendid  eountrj, 
was  looking  out  for  Perarollo,  "  *  Inn  fair,' "  as  he  informed  them, 
after  due  consultation  with  Murray.  There  they  "were  to  dine; 
there  he  hoped  that  they  might  get  something  fit  for  Lady 
Augusta  to  eat.  '^  You  needn't  look  scornful,  Helen ;  rocks  and 
mountains  won't  keep  you  alive.  What  does  Pietro  say,  I  wonder?" 
and  touching  Annette,  who  was  seated  on  the  carriage  box,  he 
told  her  to  inquire  how  long  it  would  be  before  thej  reaclied 
Perarollo. 

"Un  petit  quart-d'heure.  Sir  Henry.  Is  Miladi  tired;"  wiS 
Annette's  anxious  reply. 

"  Trois  quart-d'heures,  you  mean,  Annette.  Always  multi]dy 
by  three,  when  you  are  travelling.  You  have  no  biscuits  with 
yon,  I  suppose !  Lady  Augusta  looks  as  if  she  would  like  som^ 
thing." 

"  Des  biscuits  !  non.  Ce  vilain pays  !  Bread  very  bad;  sand- 
wiches never  heard  of;  how  do  the  people  live.  Ah !  qud  cos- 
tame  I  ^  and  forgetting  Lady  Augusta,  Annette  lifted  up  her 
hands  in  astonishment,  as  a  peasant  girl  passed  them,  with  the 
Tyrolean  man's  hat,  a  gown  made  of  a  blue  bodice  and  red  skirtj 
and  wearing  a  silver  necklace,  with  a  cross  depending  from  it. 

"  She  is  stopped  to  be  drawn.  Ce  sont  des  Anglais!^  called 
out  Annette,  in  delight,  looking  back  as  the  carriage  went  on. 
See,  there  are  some  gentlemen  sketching.  Look,  mademoiselle, 
look" 

Helen  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  turn  round,  but  Susan  from 
the  back  seat,  did  what  she  thought  would  please  Ajinette,  and 
bent  forward. 

**  Did  you  see  them,  Susan ! "  asked  Helen,  laughing ;  <<  were 
they  English  wild  animals  ?  " 

"  They  are  gone  now,"  said  Susan ;  "  or  rather  we  are.  Will 
you  allow  me  to  look  at  Murray  ?"  she  added,  taking  the  book 
from  its  place  by  Sir  Henry's  side. 

Susan  was  busy  with  the  guide  book  for  more  than  the  "  petit 
quart-d'heure"  of  which  Annette  had  spoken;  but  just  as  they 
began  to  descend  the  wonderful  zig-zag  road  which  carries  the 
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traveller  from  the  Alpine  scenery  around  Cadore  into  the  pictu- 
resque little  village  of  Perarollo,  she  gave  it  as  the  result  of  her 
researches,  that  if  they  had  set  off  earlier  and  had  chosen  to  stop  on 
the  road,  they  might  have  visited  Pieve  di  Cadore,  the  birth-place 
of  Titian. 

"  I  suppose  the  people  we  passed  had  been  doing  that,"  said 
Helen. 

A  remark  to  which  no  reply  was  obtained. 


CHAPTER  LXVni. 


"  Now,  Susan,  mamma  is  comfortable  and  Annette  looking  after 
her,  shall  we  attempt  a  sketch  ?"  said  Helen.  The  first  Italian  din- 
ner was  concluded ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  having  acknowledged  that 
certainly,  though  the  plabe  was  so  misera"ble  and  dirty,  they  did 
manage  to  send  up  things  in  a  very  different  way  from  the  Tyrol, 
had  taken  to  her  crochet,  as  Annette  remarked,  quite  kindly,  and 
would  no  doubt  be  willing  to  sit  quiet  till  Pietro  was  ready. 

They  left  the  little  inn,  and  strolled  through  the  village, 
scattered  at  the  foot  of  steep  hills  and  affording  scarcely  any  level 
ground  except  the  high  road. 

"  It  is  beyond  sketching,"  said  Susan,  as  she  glanced  at  the  wall 
of  cliff  by  which  they  had  descended  into  tiie  village,  and  along 
the  face  of  which  the  road  could  be  traced  in  lines  which  seemed 
at  a  distance  nearly  horizontal. 

"Cowardly,  that  is,"  exclaimed  Helen.  "If  I  don't  please 
other  people  in  sketching,  I  please  myself,  even  if  I  can  only  make 
half-a-dozen  strokes.  Just  see  what  a  picture  that  would  be, 
where  the  water  is  rushing  from  above,  descending,  one  cannot 

see  how,  from  the  hills.     The  meeting  of  the  Piave  and what 

is  the  other  river?" 

"The  Boite.  But  they  scarcely  look  like  natural  streams. 
They  must  have  been  pent  up,  I  fancy,  artificially,  and  are  like 
foaming  English  mill  streams.  I  suppose  if  one  asked  why  it  was 
done  one  should  not  comprehend  the  answer.  Oh,  dear!  one's 
ignorance  !  Is  there  any  thing  like  travelling  to  make  one  under- 
stand how  great  it  is  ?" 

"  Natural  or  artificial,"  said  Helen,  in  a  determined  tone,  "  I 
shall  try  it."  And  she  seated  herself  upon  a  low  wall  by  the  side 
of  the  river,  facing  the  mountainous  zig-zag  road  and  the  ravine 
through  which  the  water  had  forced  its  way  as  it  descended  from 
the  hills. 
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^  And  I  sludl  walk  on  a  little  forther  and  see  how  the  tiDi^ 
looks  from  the  heights,"  said  Sosan.     ^  I  can't  sketch  to-daj* 

The  accent  of  her  Toice  strock  Helen ;  and  she  said,  a  little 
nneasil J,  "  Yon  are  not  well.'* 

^ Xot  so  Yerv,  as  people  saj.  The  carriage  tires  me,  Xshafl  be 
all  the  better  for  a  walk ;  and  I  like  to  be  alone,  indeed  I  do:  joo 
know  I  am  always  honest." 

^  Yes,  always,"  said  Helen,  heartilj.  **  But,  Susan,  I  think 
sometimes  that  in  caring  for  mamma  we  don*t  care  for  joaJ* 

^  I  can  care  for  mjself,"  said  Sasan«  "  Besides,  w^h j  should  I 
be  thought  of  more  than  jou  ?" 

**  Because  I  have  been  thought  of  all  mj  life,"  said  Hden: 
**  and  it  has  spoilt  me.  That  is  not  bitterness,  bat  tmth ;  and  I 
am  learning  to  bear  it.  Now  ^o ;  if  we  begin  t^iHriwg  I  shaD 
never  sketch.     Remember,  we  have  only  an  hour." 

Susan  lingered  for  a  moment,  and  then  slowlj  pnrsoed  her 
solitary  way. 

Strange  it  seemed  to  herself  that  she  should  be  so  unchanged, 
so  English  still,  so  wrapt  up  in  home  and  home  feelings,  in  whit 
almost  seemed  selfishness.  Here  in  that  remote  village,  hidden 
amongst  the  rast  bills  whose  existence  she  had  scarcely  befive 
realised,  and  with  the  scenes  through  which  she  had  prerioaslf 
passed,  —  the  Ehine  and  its  bright  beauty  and  historic^  associa- 
tions,—  3Iunich,  with  its  glorious  galleries  of  art,  — Innsfamek, 
the  city  of  the  noble  Peasant  land,  all  fresh  in  her  recoUecticm, 
it  seemed  hard  that  she  should  still  be  the  same.  I^ie  had 
rested  upon  the  hope  that  trarelling  would  bring  forgetfblness, 
though  what  she  wished  to  forget  she  would  not  trust  herself  to 
acknowledge. 

But  even  amidst  the  charms  of  that  surpassing  beaaty,  Sosaa 
felt  herself  to  be  living  in  the  past  The  bodily  eye  rested  upon 
the  mountains  of  Italy ;  but  the  eye  of  the  mind,  travelled  bade 
to  the  chamber  of  death,  the  stealthy  footsteps,  the  hushed  voiees» 
the  fervent  prayer,  the  dying  grasp  which  had  joined  her  hand 
with  Claude's,  the  voice  that  had  whispered  to  him  to  be  kind. 

And  he  had  been  kind,  to  her  mother,  and  Isabella^  and  Anns, 
to  herself  also  in  those  first  days  of  sorrow.  But  since  then  they 
had  never  met.  Lady  Augusta's  illness  had  summoned  Mrs. 
Graham  and  Susan  to  London ;  and  Claude,  though  constant  in 
his  inquiries,  had  never  appeared  in  Grosvenor  Place.  1^ 
would  probably  seldom  see  him  again.  He  could  not  come  to 
Ivors,  and  there  was  little  to  call  him  to  Wing^eld;  and  in 
London  Susan  would  most  likely  be  at  Grosvenor  Place^  and  dande 
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would  therefore  never  come  in  her  way.  They  were  separated 
by  circumstances :  it  was  the  will  of  God,  and  doubtless  it  was 
well  that  it  should  be  so. 

It  was  foolish  to  think  of  him  now,  very  unwise  to  dw.ell  upon 
the  distant  probability  that  he  had  followed  them  abroad,  and 
that  they  should  meet.  Certainly  the  voice  they  had  heard  was 
like  his,  the  figure  at  the  side  of  the  road  resembled  him,  but  the 
last  thing  he  would  be  likely  to  do  would  be  to  take  their  route, 
even  if  he  were  abroad ;  he  evidently  dreaded  so  much  to  meet 
Helen.  If  he  had  made  the  inquiries  which  Isabella  mentioned, 
it  must  have  been  with  the  view  of  avoiding  them. 

And  now — yes,  the  point  was  quite  settled;  a  carriage  was 
descending  the  hill,  two  gentlemen  in  it,  a  stout,  elderly  man,  and 
a  tall,  slight  youth  ;  it  must  have  been  he  that  she  had  mistaken 
for  Claude.  Susan  felt  a  sudden  pang,  then  a  great  sense  of 
relief.  She  stood  upon  a  bank  to  escape  the  dust ;  the  carriage 
drove  past,  the  gentlemen  looking  at  her  curiously.  When  it 
was  gone  she  did  not  feel  any  inclination  to  ascend  the  road  higher, 
and,  seeing  a  little  mountain  path  leading  to  a  cottage  above  the 
bank,  she  pursued  it  for  some  distance,  and  then  sat  down  to 
rest. 

Her  mind  was  quieter  now,  more  in  its  ordinary  state ;  and  she 
took  out  her  sketch  book  ashamed  of  the  indolence  which  had 
prevented  her  from  using  it  before.  But  the  situation  which  she  had 
chosen  was  not  favourable,  and  she  moved  on.  A  piece  of  rock 
close  to  her  was  inviting  for  a  foreground ;  and  passing  round 
at  the  back,  she  came  suddenly  and  unexpectedly  in  sight  of  Claude 
Egerton. 

It  could  be  no  other  than  he.  His  back  was  towards  her,  he 
was  drawing ;  but  there  was  no  mistaking  him,  he  was  the  tra- 
veller whom  she  had  seen  by  the  roadside;  he  ought  to  have 
made  the  third  in  the  carriage  which  had  just  driven  by.  She 
drew  back  behind  the  rock,  her  limbs  trembling  so  that  she 
could  not  stand ;  and  seating  herself  on  the  ground  she  threw 
aside  her  sketch  book,  and  thought  —  she  knew  not  of  what,  only 
she  seemed  chained  to  the  spot,  and  minutes  appeared  hours,  as 
she  expected  every  instant  to  see  Claude  descend  the  bank  into 
the  road,  and  pass  away  from  her  sight. 

The  rush  of  the  brawling,  mingling  little  rivers  below  dead- 
ened every  other  sound,  so  that  Susan  could  not  hear  if  Claude 
moved ;  and  the  rock  was  so  situated  that  it  was  possible  for  him 
to  go  back  to  the  road  without  her  seeing  him.  The  idea  did  not 
strike  her  for  some  seconds ;  when  it  did  she  instinctively  altered 
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her  position  a  few  paces,  and  in  doing  so  the  sketch  book  fell  out 
of  her  hand  and  rolled  down  the  bank. 

Claude  saw  it,  hurried  after  it,  and,  looking  round  for  the 
owner,  confronted  Susan.  His  start  of  surprise  and  pleasure 
told  his  tale  instantly — the  meeting  was  accidentaL  But  he 
came  up  to  her,  his  face  radiant  with  delight. 

^*  Miss  Graham  here  I  alone  I  how  strange  I  how  very  satisfae- 
tory!" 

'*  Not  quite  alone,"  said  Susan ;  and  her  face  was  crimsoned 
with  a  deep  blush.  "I  have  left  the  rest  of  the  party  in  tiie 
village." 

"But  you  are  alone  for  the  moment.  Stay,  will  yoa  not?' 
As  Susan  moved  down  the  bank,  he  stopped  her.  '^  I  have  so 
many  things  to  say,  and  I  so  little  expected  this  pleasure.  I  did 
not  know  you  were  in  Italy." 

"  We  talked  of  Salzburg  and  Vienna,  when  we  left  home,' 
said  Susan ;  "  but  it  was  Helen's  wish  to  see  Italy." 

His  face  changed  instantly.  He  said  in  an  altered,  quiet  tone, 
**  Is  Helen  —  is  Miss  Clare  well  ?" 

"Pretty  well,  better  than  she  was  in  London;  but  won't  job 
come  ?"  Susan,  in  her  agitation,  forgot  every  thing  but  her  wish 
to  escape  being  alone  with  Claude. 

"No;  I  can't  come.  Wait,  please;  don't  leave  me  yet' 
Claude  stood  still,  and  Susan  was  obliged  to  do  the  same.  "  Tell 
me  about  Lady  Augusta." 

"I  don't  know  what  to  say.  Her  bodily  health  improves;  bat 
the  mind  is  a  wreck." 

"  Such  a  shock !  siftjh  a  terrible  shock  for  all ! "  he  said, 
thoughtfully.  "  Can  you  enjoy  yourselves  ?  It  is  very  splendid.' 
And  he  looked  round  at  the  mountains. 

"  We  enjoy  it  immensely  at  times,"  said  Susan.  "  Perhaps  we 
should  enjoy  it  too  much  if  we  had  no  cares." 

"  Yourself  still,"  he  said,  smiling.  "  It  makes  me  almost  a  hoj 
again.     Are  you  staying  here  ?  " 

"  No ;  we  are  on  our  way  to  Venice." 

His  face  lighted  up  brilliantly ;  but  a  cloud  soon  came  over  it 
again.  "  Venice  is  our  destination  too ;  but  I  don't  know  when 
we  shall  be  there.  I  am  under  Captain  Hume's  orders.  You 
remember  him ;  Sir  John  Hume's  brother.  He  has  come  abroad 
for  his  son's  health.  Sir  John  and  his  family  are  at  Venice; 
and  we  are  to  meet  them  there.  Do  you  go  on  to  Venice  im- 
mediately?" he  added. 

"I  believe  so;  but  Sir  Henry  will  tell  you  every  thing.    He 
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will  be  terribly  "vexed  if  he  doesn't  see  you.     And  we  are  intend- 
ing to  set  off  again  directly." 

"Like  ourselves;  strange  that  we  should  be  travelling  the 
same  road.  I  can  give  you  no  news  from  home,  I  suppose  ;  you 
must  have  heard  since  I  left  England.  I  was  at  Wingfield,  and 
saw  them  all ;  —  your  mother,  and  Anna,  and  Isabella.  Is  that 
very  impertinent?"  he  added,  with. a  doubtful  smile;  "and,  shall 
I  confess  ?  sometimes,  when  you  are  not  present,  I  say,  Susan." 

"  I  like  you  to  say  it,"  replied  Susan.  She  spoke  the  words 
eagerly,  yet  corrected  herself  directly,  and  added,  with  some 
stiffness,  "  I  like  you  to  do  what  is  most  pleasant  to  yourself." 

He  seemed  thrown  back  for  a  moment,  and  answered,  "  Home 
ties  and  home  friendships  are  strong  in  a  foreign  land ;  you  must 
forgive  me.  Did  you  say  that  Sir  Henry  was  to  be  found  at  the 
inn  ?"  • 

"  I  think  so ;  but  I  am  not  sure.  We  left  him  there.  Helen 
and  I  came  out  together." 

"  Miss  Clare  is  with  you  then  ?  "     He  glanced  round  anxiously. 

"  She  is  sketching  in  the  village.  It  is  good  for  her  to  be  away 
from  Lady  Augusta,  when  she  can  be ;  it  is  such  a  wearing  life." 

"  And  Helen  waits  upon  Lady  Augusta  entirely,  does  she  ?  I 
heard  so  in  London." 

"  She  would  wait  upon  her  more,  if  she  were  allowed,"  said 
Susan.  "But  Lady  Augusta  is  very  strange.  No  one  but 
Annette  knows  how  to  manage  her.  It  frets  Helen,"  she  con- 
tinued ;  "  she  reproaches  herself."  , 

"  I  don't  know  why  she  should,"  he  said,  quietly. 

"I  ought  to  reproach  myself,  if  any  one  does,"  said  Susan. 
**  But  I  don't,"  she  added ;  "  I  feel  I  am  not  answerable  for  con- 
sequences if  I  did  right."  And  she  raised  her  eyes  with  confi- 
dence to  Claude's  face. 

"You  don't  doubt  it?  you  can't  think  any  one  would  blame 
you  for  an  instant,"  he  exclaimed.  "  I  for  one,  thank  you  from 
my  heart." 

His  voice  shook ;  and  he  hurried  on  a  few  paces  before  Susan, 
but  turned  to  assist  her  down  the  bank. 

"  There  is  Helen,"  said  Susan,  "  sitting  on  the  little  wall  by 
the  river.     Don't  you  see  her  ?  " 

Claude  had  observed  her  long  before  Susan  pointed  her  out ; 
but  now,  when  his  attention  was  drawn  towards  her,  he  seemed 
disinclined  to  go  on. 

"  She  has  seen  us,"  continued  Susan.  "  Look,  she  is  coming 
towards  us." 
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Helen  made  a  few  steps  to  meet  them,  then  turned  and  walked 
rapidly  back  to  the  inn. 

"  I  see ;  it  is  as  I  feared.     My  presence  is  unwelcome,"  said 
Claude,  rather  bitterly. 

"  You  must  not  judge  her  hardly,"  replied  Susan.  "  It  is  onlj 
awkwardness." 

"  Of  course,  of  course.  But  I  don't  wish  to  make  her  feel 
awkward.  I  trust  to  you ;  you  will  make  Sir  Henry  understand 
why  I  did  not  wait.  I  trust  entirely  to  you."  He  drew  off  his 
glove  to  shake  hands ;  but  just  at  that  moment  Sir  Henij 
came  up. 

"  Claude,  my  dear  fellow ! "  Sir  Henry  grasped  Claude's  hand 
with  both  his.  "  Where  in  the  world  did  you  drop  frona,  I  should 
say,  only  I  have  heard  all  about  you.  I  met  Captain  Hume  and 
George.  —  How  ill  the  boy  looks !  but  this  air  is  sure  to  do  him 
good.  So  you  are  going  on  our  road.  Come  in,  we  have  just  ten 
minutes  before  we  start ;  Hume  and  his  son  said  they  were  going 
to  walk  about  a  little  before  dinner,  so  they  won't  want  you ;  and 

Lady  Augusta  and  Helen "  Sir  Henry  checked   the  words 

which  would  naturally  have  followed,  and  added  moumfullj, 
"  You  will  find  Lady  Augusta  changed ;  but  she  will  like  to  see 
an  old  friend." 

"Are  you  sure  I  sha'n't  intrude?"  asked  Claude,  drawing  back. 

"  Not  a  bit,  man.  Intrude  !  It  will  do  her  good.  I  told  her 
you  were  here ;  and  Helen  said ^ 

"  Did  Miss  Clare  think  it  wise  ?  I  should  fear  it  might  do 
harm,"  continued  Claude. 

"  Nonsense,  my  good  fellow  !  I  saw  Helen  a  moment  ago ;  and 
she  said  it  was  best  to  take  all  things  naturally,  and  Helen  knows 
best.  She  is  devoted  to  Lady  Augusta, —  a  pattern  daughter,  I 
must  say  that  for  her." 

Sir  Henry  drew  Claude  into  the  passage  of  the  inn,  without 
allowing  him  time  for  any  further  excuses.  He  seemed  in  a 
nervous  hurry  to  have  the  meeting  over,  and  would  not  take 
Claude's  suggestion  that  he  should  be  announced  before  making  his 
appearance  in  Lady  Augusta's  presence.  • 

"  Better  not,  much  better  not.  She  will  only  work  herself  up 
into  an  agitation.  It  will  do  all  very  well  if  it  comes  naturallj, 
as  Helen  says."  Sir  Henry  entered  the  room ;  and  Claude  stood 
at  the  entrance.  Lady  Augusta  was  sitting  with  her  back  to  the 
door,  looking  out  of  the  window;  her  crochet  work  lay  in  her 
lap ;  she  had  her  hand  upon  it ;  and  Helen  was  trying  gently  to 
disengage  it  from  her,  whilst  Annette  stood  by  threateningly,  saj- 
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ing  that,  if  they  did  not  start  directly,  it  would  be  last  night  over 
again,  they  should  not  be  in  till  dark.  It  was  the  old  trouble ;  where 
Lady  Augusta  was,  there  she  chose  to  remain,  at  least  whenever 
she  was  asked  to  go.  There  was  the  long  indulged  determination 
of  her  natural  cluuracter,  only  now  with  very  little  reason  to  con- 
trol it. 

"  Dear  mamma^  I  think  you  will  let  me  put  up  your  crotchet," 
said  Helen ;  "  it  will  be  quite  ready  for  you  to  begin  again  when 
we  stop  by  and  by." 

"  I  don't  wish  to  stop,"  began  Lady  Augusta ;  but  Sir  Henry 
came  forward,  and  his  step  made  his  wife  start,  and  caused  Helen 
to  take  her  hand,  and  say  soothingly,  as  she  glanced  at  the  door, 
''  Here  is  papa  come  to  tell  us  that  we  must  go ;  and  he  has  brought 
Claude  Egerton  to  see  you  for  a  minute ;  he  is  travelling  the  same 
way  that  we  are." 

Her  voice  did  not  tremble  in  the  least;  but  Claude's  was 
scarcely  audible,  as  he  obeyed  a  sign  made  by  Sir  Henry,  and 
approached,  and  shook  hands,  first  with  Lady  Augusta,  then  with 
Helen,  and  said  to  the  latter,  ''I  hope  you  are  better  than  you 
were  when  I  heard  of  you  in  London  ?" 

Lady  Augusta  appeared  to  have  some  difficulty  at  first  in 
recognising  him.  Presently,  however,  a  gleam  of  pleasure  came 
over  her  face,  and  she  said  it  was  very  kind  of  Claude ;  he  always 
was  kind ;  now  he  was  come,  she  did  not  see  why  they  might  not 
all  go  back  to  England  together. 

Claude  turned  his  head  away ;  for  a  tear  dimmed  his  eye. 

"  It's  a  bad  time  of  the  day  with  her,"  whispered  Sir  Henry. 
"  She  was  much  better  at  starting.  Augusta^  my  dear,  you  will 
like  to  think  that  we  shall  have  a  friend  at  Venice,  when  we  get 
there." 

"  Are  you  coming  with  us  ?  "  Lady  Augusta  for  a  moment 
spoke  quite  like  herself ;  and  Helen  looked  up  eagerly  at  Claude, 
but  bent  her  head  again  as  she  caught  his  eye  fixed  upon  her. 

"  You  must  promise  to  meet  us  again,"  said  Sir  Henry.  "  Any 
thing  belonging  to  home  does  her  good,  though  Markham  de- 
clared change  was  the  only  thing  needed.  It  is  so,  isn't  it,  Helen  ?  " 
he  added,  observing  Claude's  doubtful  face. 

And  Helen  answered,  with  sad  composure,  "  I  hope  it  may  do 
good  ;  I  think  she  likes  it."  She  addressed  herself  again  to  Lady 
Augusta.  "  I  think,  mamma,  you  had  better  come  into  the  next 
room,  and  put  your  bonnet  and  shawl  on.  Claude  will  not  go  till 
we  return." 

She  appealed  to  Claude  as  she  might  have  done  in  other  days. 
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His  thoughts  were  quite  occupied  with  Lady  Augusta.  He 
answered  directly,  "  No,  indeed  ;  we  have  to  wait  here  more  than 
half  an  hour  longer  to  rest  the  horses." 

"  And  Claude  will  meet  us  at  Venice,  my  dear,"  continued  Sir 
Henry.  "  You  must,"  he  added,  as  Lady  Augusta  at  length 
unwillingly  rose  from  her  seat,  and  followed  Helen's  suggestion. 
"It  was  just  the  chance  how  she  might  receive  you  ;  but  it  does 
her  good  evidently.     So  we  shall  depend  on  you." 

Claude's  answer  was  unsatisfactory.  "  My  movements  depend 
upon  others.  It  is  possible  Captain  Hume  may  be  summoned  to 
Milan  to  meet  a  relation  ;  if  so,  I  shall  probably  go  with  him 
there,  and  then  make  my  way  back  to  Venice  a  week  hence  by 
another  route.  Whether  we  return  to  England  by  Austria  or 
France  is  equally  uncertain." 

"  The  blessing  of  travelling  like  an  independent  gentleman, 
without  incumbrance ! "  said  Sir  Henry,  —  and  there  was  an  accent 
of  real  sadness  under  his  assumed  cheerfulness.  — "  With  three 
ladies  one  is  under  strict  orders."  He  looked  round.  "  What, 
Susan,  here  still  !  we  seem  to  have  quite  forgotten  you,  child." 

**  Have  you  ?  "  replied  Susan  ;  "  it  did  not  strike  me."  She  was 
sitting  down  by  the  table,  her  bag  and  parasol  in  her  hand,  quite 
ready  to  go. 

"  Persons  who  are  always  remembering  others  must  make  up 
their  minds  to  be  often  forgotten  themselves,"  said  Claude,  with  a 
smile.  "  I  dare  say  you  have  never  once  been  late  during  the 
whole  journey." 

"  I  have  only  myself  to  take  care  of,"  said  Susan. 

"  Helen  is  very  much  improved  in  that  respect,  I  must  say,** 
observed  Sir  Henry ;  "  she  makes  a  great  effort,  and  then  she  is 
generally  helping  her  mamma.  I  think,  Susan,  I  had  better  go 
and  see  that  the  carriage  is  all  right ;  and  you  can  bring  Lady 
Augusta  down  after  me."  Sir  Henry,  always  restless  when  upon 
the  point  of  starting,  hurried  down  stairs. 

Claude  drew  near  to  Susan  when  Sir  Henry  was  gone.  **  Must 
I  come  to  Venice  ?  "  he  said ;  "  you  will  tell  me." 

Susan  answered  hurriedly,  "I  don't  know, — I  can't  say.  Do 
you  mean  about  Lady  Augusta  ?  " 

"  Yes ;  will  it  do  her  harm  ?  I  am  sure  you  will  judge  better 
than  Sir  Henry." 

"  Helen  will  know  best,"  said  Susan,  rising ;  "  I  will  call  her.** 

"  No,  no  !  I  entreat  you  not."  He  put  out  his  hand  to  detain 
her.  "  Excuse  me,  I  would  much  rather  trust  to  you.  Can't  yoa 
teUme?"  ^ 
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"  It  may  be  excitement,"  said  Susan,  coldly. 

He  looked  exceedingly  pained.  "  I  was  afraid  so.  Thank  you, 
for  telling  me.  I  will  take  care,  even  if  we  should  unfortunately 
be  in  Venice  together." 

"  But  I  am  not  sure ;  I  can't  really  say.  If  you  would  only  let 
me  ask  Helen."  Susan  was  evidently  distressed  at  the  strong 
effect  of  her  words. 

"  No  not  on  any  account."  He  spoke  almost  impatiently,  and 
added,  "It  has  been  a  great  pleasure,  seeing  you  here.  You 
don't  know  how  I  long  for  sights  and  faces  akin  to  home.  You 
won't  think  that  weak,"  he  added,  with  a  marked  emphasis ;  "you 
understand  always. 

Susan  bent  her  head  down  and  searched  for  something  in  her 
carriage-bag. 

Claude  waited  for  a  moment,  and,  as  he  heard  a  hand  laid  on 
the  handle  of  the  door  opening  into  the  inner  room,  added,  in  a 
low  voice,  "One  thing  more  you  will  tell  me:  Helen,  —  is  she 
happy?  that  is,  as  she  can  be  under  such  circumstances  ?" 

"  Happier  than  she  ever  was  before,"  said  Susan ;  "  she  is  so 
good." 

Helen  came  in ;  and  Claude  withdrew  from  Susan  in  evident 
embarrassment. 

Lady  Augusta  looked  more  her  former  self  in  her  travelling- 
dress  ;  the  bonnet-cap  helped  to  fill  up  the  hollows  of  her  face, 
and  made  her  appear  less  thin ;  and  the  shawl  covered  her  tall, 
spare  figure,  now  bent  from  illness.  Claude  gave  her  his  arm  to 
take  her  downstairs :  and  she  went  with  him,  talking  all  the  way 
of  their  meeting,  and  urging  him  to  join  them  at  Venice:  she 
was  80  eager,  &at  it  was  almost  impossible  not  to  promise. 
Helen  followed  with  Susan.  As  they  stepped  into  the  carriage, 
Helen  offered  her  hand  to  Claude,  and  said,  "  Mamma  wishes  it ; 
and  we  shall  all  be  glad  to  see  you." 

There  was  very  Httle  constraint  in  her  manner;  but  she  did 
not  speak  to*  him  again,  though  he  stood  by  the  carriage  for 
several  minutes  whilst  they  were  waiting  for  Pietro. 

Susan  had  the  last  pressure  of  his  hand,  the  last  smile,  and  the 
last  words,  spoken  in  an  under  tone  of  friendly,  almost  affec- 
tionate confidence: — " Still  I  trust  to  you  more  than  to  any  one 
else." 

Lady  Augusta  was  the  only  person  inclined  to  talk  for  the  next 
quarter  of  an  hour.  Helen  answered  her,  but  with  an  effort  which 
any  other  person  would  have  perceived.  Sir  Henry  studied  Mur- 
ray, being  determined,  as  he  said,  to  get  at  Venice  properly;  and 
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Susan's  eje  folknred  the  course  of  the  Tiare,  as  it  aiAie  its  vsf 
through  the  rmyine  whi^  thej  had  just  entened,  ^wrhiitt  m  iiilr  d 
peaee  rested  opon  her  lips»  which,  to  Helem  at 
explaiiati<»i. 


CHAPTER  LXrX. 


A  TEXT  iBdifierent  restiiig-]^aee  was  Capo  di  Poiite»  fimd  after 
long  and  anxkMis  expectation  whether  anj  sndk  plaee  woe  is 
existence.  Moreover,  the  afternoon  joomej  was  bj  no  aKaas  • 
interesting  as  that  of  the  morning.  The  grandenr  asnd  beaaftf  if 
the  Friolian  mc^nntains  was  gone ;  and  the  road,  afiier  CBMigiig 
firom  the  rarine  immediatelT  bejond  PeraroUo,  led  into  a  tnwiiff' 
vaUej,  affording  space  for  the  'Pultc  to  s^ead  itsdf  oo^  and  leave 
a  rough  shinglj  heach  at  its  edge,  which  considerably  iajined  ife 
picturesqoeness.  Longarone^  a  Imght-kM^ii^  little  TJHagir  cm  tk 
ade  of  the  river,  might  hare  been  better  chosen  far  the  haiti^^ 
jAMeCj  if  bodil J  comfort  onl j  had  been  consulted ;  but  thne  weR 
secret  reasons  against  it  in  the  minds  of  Inost  of  the  portj.  Fielit 
thought  of  his  h€n'ses»  and  the  next  daj^s  journey  to  Txcriaa;  Sir 
Henrjr  disliked  coming  to  a  standstill  earl j  in  the  afteniuui^  wikm 
there  was  something  yctj  remarkable  to  be  seen  ;  Annette  dtialnl 
the  wearj  hours  before  bed-time^  to  be  spent  in  attending  ta  Lttfy 
Angosta,  and  helping  her  with  her  crochet;  Helen  mm  ■bird 
that  Longarone  would  bring  them  again  within  reacb  o£  Otai^ 
Egerton;  and  Susan, — her  feelings  were  a  problem  not  so  caal^ 
served.  And  so  Longarone  was  passed ;  and  Fietro  «-»^^**J  ki 
whip  triumphantly,  and  drore  on  at  a  great  pace,  nodding  aai 
smiling,  and  chattering  to  Annette  with  consummate  momeAmlmmBt; 
taking  care,  howcTer,  to  make  excuse  for  stopping  every  now  aai 
then  to  make  secret  inquiries  of  the  peasants;  wbilst  poor  Sir 
Henry, — his  ejes  fixed  one  moment  upon  the  ^  Handbook,*  aai 
the  next  raided  doubtfully  to  look  around  him, — vms  beaid  ti 
murmur  to  himself^  ^  Very  perplexing !  Tery  uncomfortable !  aflt 
at  all  sure  there  is  such  a  place!  Very  strange  that  Manif 
shouldn't  mention  it !  Ill  row  that  rascal  Fietro  w^  if  he  h« 
misled  us." 

But  Capo  di  Ponte  came  at  last, — a  straggling  village^  odj 
remarkable  for  a  long  wooden  bridge  oyer  the  Piave,  umaaBeBled 
by  the  Winged  Lion  of  St.  Mark ;  and  so  carrying  the  thoo^to 
iMick  to  the  days  when  Venetian  power  extended  itedf  iur  bcyoad 
the  limits  of  the  city  of  the  sea. 
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The  poverty-stricken  little  inn  was  crowded  by  groups  of 
Italian  peasants,  neither  very  clean  nor  very  respectable-looking. 
Lady  Augusta  uttered  a  faint  exclamation  of  terror,  declaring  that 
they  were  in  the  land  of  banditti,  and  had  been  brought  there  to 
be  murdered ;  and  insisted,  as  usual,  that  they  should  all  go  back 
to  England.  But  the  travelling- carriage,  as  it  drew  up  before 
the  door,  had  the  effect  of  dispersing  the  crowd  immediately 
around ;  and  they  withdrew  to  a  convenient  distance,  watching, 
with  marked  interest,  the  proceedings  of  the  strangers. 

'^  Uno,  duey  tre,  quattro,^  exclaimed  Annette,  counting  upon  her 
fingers,  as  she  made  her  way  into  the  inn.  "  Where  will  they  find 
so  many  rooms.     Ah!  quel  pays!  quel  pay s!^^ 

But  she  was  stopped  by  the  smallest,  briskest,  blithest,  most 
black-haired  of  Italian  waiters,  who  showered  upon  her  a  volley 
of  asseverations,  promises,  and  ecstatics  of  all  kinds.  Rooms !  they 
had  any,  all ;  an  infinite  number.  Beds !  ah !  yes,  superb.  Supper! 
instandy ;  fresh  eggs,  fish,  bread,  meat,  omelettes,  tutto,  tutto,  a 
suo  servizio;  the  lingering  emphasis  upon  iutto,  tutto,  giving  a 
depth  of  meaning  which  included  what  in  London  would  certainly 
have  been  called  every  delicacy  of  the  season. 

"  A  salon !  where  is  the  salon,  Annette  ?"  asked  Lady  Augusta, 
reproachfully,  as  the  little  waiter  threw  open  the  door  of  a  bed- 
room, and  ushered  them  into  a  very  moderate-sized  apartment, 
with  one  large  uncurtained  bed  in  it. 

"  No  salons  here,  Miladi,"  said  Annette,  gruffly ;  "  they  don*t 
know  what  such  things  mean.  Here ; " — and  she  caught  the  man 
by  the  arm,  and  held  him,  whilst  he  stood  like  a  bird  upon  the 
point  of  taking  wing.     "  Cenere, — vous  comprenez, — cenere?  " 

^^Ah!  si;^^  but  the  waiter  stood  still,  his  eyes  opened  to  their 
fullest  extent,  with  anxiety  and  eagerness. 

"  Cenere !^^  repeated  Annette,  angrily.     *^Ah,  qu^il  est  sotJ^ 

"  Cena,  Annette  !**  murmured  Lady  Augusta,  in  a  faint  voice, 
and  she  sank  down  in  a  chair  by  the  bed ;  and  the  little  waiter 
uttered  an  exclamation  of  delight,  and  rushed  to  the  door  as  if  he 
had  been  shot. 

"  Cena!  cenere!^  muttered  Annette  to  herself.  "  Cenere!  cenaf 
quelle  langue.     Pauvre  MiladV^ 

"  Not  in  this  room,  Annette,"  almost  screamed  Lady  Augusta ; 
*'  tell  him  it  mustn't  be  here. 

^^ Pauvre  Miladi!  we  shall  do  quite  well."  "Mademoiselle, 
Miss  Graham ; "  Annette  adressed  Helen  and  Susan,  who  had  just 
followed  her  into  the  room ;  "  You  go  out  with  Sir  Henry ;  take 
him  out ;  let  him  have  a  walk.     Miladi  and  I,  we  arrange  every 
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thing;  aUez,  aZ/^jr,**— and  in  a  moment  she  was  fiercely  confronting 
the  waiter.  "  Wir  miissen :  ah,  why  do  we  go  through  so  many 
countries  to  talk  so  many  languages.  Voyez  vous  ;  —  bisogna 
vedere — what  must  I  say,  mademoiselle  ?  I  forget.  How  call  they 
landlady  here  ?  " 

"  There  is  no  occasion  to  call  her,"  said  Susan  ;  "  here  she  is. 
Now  you  can  arrange  every  thing." 

"  Ah  I  out,  out ;  then  you  go."  Annette  drew  forth  a  little 
Italian  vocabulary,  which  she  had  been  carefully  studying  during 
the  journey. 

"  You  had  much  better  let  us  talk  to  her,"  said  Helen.  "  You 
will  be  sure  to  blunder." 

"  Blunder !  did  I  ever  blunder  yet  ?  Then  you  take  it  your 
own  way ;  see  how  you  manage.  I  give  it  up ;  I  leave  it' 
Annette  shrugged  her  shoulders,  and  scowled  defiance. 

"  A  Roman  dictatorship  was  nothing  to  this,"  said  Helen,  aside 
to  Susan ;  "  I  am  only  thankful  that  we  left  our  courier  at  Inns- 
bruck ;  we  shouldn't  have  been  allowed  to  choose  our  own  road, 
if  we  had  not.  But  I  can't  leave  mamma  in  this  way,  to  the 
mercies  of  Annette's  Italian.  Just  go  out  with  papa,  and  let 
me  stay." 

"  Sir  Henry  will  be  disappointed,"  said  Susan. 

"  That  can't  be  helped.  I  don't  mean  to  be  undutiful ;  only  %o 
— occupy  him  in  some  way,  or  he  will  be  miserable.** 

Susan  went  down  stairs,  and  found  Sir  Henry  talking  over  the 
prospects  of  the  next  day  with  Pietro.  Susan's  suggestion  that 
they  should  see  what  the  place  was  like  was  just  the  thing  he 
wanted,  and  they  went  out  together. 

A  scramble  over  the  rough  stones,  which  formed  the  shore  of  the 
river,  and  which  spread  out  on  either  side  so  as  to  form  a.  very  deso- 
late and  uninteresting  feature  in  the  scenery,  was  occupation  to 
Sir  Henry  for  the  next  three  quarters  of  an  hour ;  and  then  Ymno 
sufficiently  tired,  he  proposed  returning  to  the  inn.  Susan  was 
only  too  glad  not  to  have  had  a  long  tete-a-tete  walk.  Conversa- 
tion with  her  uncle  was  generally  painful,  for  he  was  always  ask- 
ing her  what  she  thought  of  Lady  Augusta,  and  she  was  obli^^ed 
to  disappoint  him  by  confessing  that  she  saw  but  very  little,  if 
any,  improvement.  This  day,  however.  Sir  Henry  chose  another 
topic,  in  the  short  distance  which  they  walked  along  the  road,  as 
they  came  back  from  the  river.  He  spoke  of  Claude  Egerton,  and 
regretted  openly  that  Helen  had  not  been  able  to  like  him.  "  Claude 
may  not  be  such  an  attractive  man  to  a  young  girl  as  many  per- 
sons of  his  age  ar^,"  he  said ;  <*  there  is  a  certain  stififness  and 
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coldness  about  him,  a  want  of  sunshine ;  but  that  is  all  to  be 
attributed  to  his  early  life ;  he  knew  sorrow  just  when  most  boys 
knew  joy,  and  he  has  never  recovered  it.  A  happy  marriage 
would  make  him  quite  another  man ;  and  then  he  is  such  a  first- 
rate  fellow  I  Hume  was  talking  to  me  about  him  when  we  met ; 
telling  me  all  he  has  been  doing  at  Helmsley.  He  has  been 
down  there  8ta3ring  with  him.  There  is  not  a  cottage  on  the 
estate  which  Claude  hasn't  repaired,  or  added  to ;  not  a  labourer 
that  he  doesn't  know,  if  not  personally,  at  least  sufficiently  to  look 
after  his  fiunily,  and  take  care  that  there  is  no  want.  Certainly, 
he  has  a  oapitid  agent  on  the  spot,  but  he  is  down  there  con- 
tinually, seeing  after  things  himself,  and  working  like  a  dray 
horse  in  Parliament  besides.  Where  is  there  another  man  of 
Claude's  age,  and  with  his  fortune,  who  would  give  himself  up  to 
work  in  that  way  ?  And  yet  you  women  can't  like  him,  because 
he  doesn't  play  the  flute,  and  dance  the  polka,  and  won't  sport  a 
moustache.     Ah  !  Susan,  you  are  a  very  perplexing  race." 

'^  Very,**  said  Susan ;  it  was  the  only  reply  required  of  her,  for 
they  had  reached  the  door  of  the  inn,  and  Sir  Henry  hurried 
away  from  her,  to  see  what  progress  had  been  made,  in  providing 
for  Lady  Augusta's  comfort. 

"  Odd  this !  but  not  to  be  despised,  eh,  my  dear  ? "  was  his 
cheerful  observation  to  his  wife,  as  he  sat  down  at  a  square 
table,  placed  between  the  bed  and  the  side  wall  of  Lady  Augusta's 
apartment. 

**  I  don't  see  why  they  don't  treat  us  better,"  said  Lady  Au- 
gusta. '*  Annette  wouldn't  ask  for  a  salon,  though  I  told  her 
what  to  say." 

**  Something  new  and  pleasant  enough  once  in  a  way,"  con- 
tinued Sir  Henry.     **  What  are  they  going  to  give  us,  Helen  ?  " 

**  Fish,  and  soup,  and  an  omelette,"  said  Helen.  "  I  was  afraid 
of  trusting  too  much  to  tea  and  coffee." 

♦*Very  good;  we  shall  do  capitally.  What  have  you  been 
doing  with  yourself,  my  dear  ?  " 

*^  I  have  been  reading  to  mamma,"  said  Helen. 

**  Yes  ;  Helen  reads  to  me  sometimes.  I  like  that,"  said  Lady 
Augusta.     **  We  had  not  quite  finished." 

"  I  was  reading  the  Psalms  for  the  day,"  said  Helen  with  an 
air  of  apology.     "  It  soothes  her,"  she  added  in  an  under-tone. 

Sir  Henry  looked  as  if  he  thought  it  rather  a  strange  and  in- 
convenient time  to  choose  for  reading  the  Psalms,  but  in  his 
good-nature  he  would  not  interfere.  Helen  went  on  reading; 
Lady  Augusta  listening,  with  her  eyes '  closed,  and  Sir  Henry 
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striving  to  be  reverent  and  attentive,  though  showing  his  rest- 
lessness bj  an  impatient  movement  of  his  foot.  He  started  up  as 
Helen  shut  the  book.  "  Now  then  for  supper !  Cenere,  as  An- 
nette calls  it ;  what  a  capital  blunder !  Are  we  to  have  a  table- 
cloth, I  wonder.  Gar^on ! "  He  went  to  the  door  and  called,  and 
was  answered  by  the  black- haired  waiter. 

^*Ah!  si,  signor ;  un  momentoJ^  The  little  man  skipped  into 
the  room  with  a  cloth  over  his  arm,  which  he  spread  upon  the 
table,  puckering  it  into  ornamental  figures ;  then,  after  disappear- 
ing, he  danced  up  to  the  table  again  with  some  bottles,  placing 
green  leaves  in  them  for  stoppers ;  and  at  length,  with  an  air  of 
ineffable  satisfaction,  and  looking  round  upon  the  party  with 
the  evident  inquiry  whether  any  thing  could  possibly  be  more 
perfect,  he  laid  before  Sir  Henry  a  dish  of  fish,  name  and  species 
unknown. 

"Now,  my  dear.*'  Sir  Henry  put  some  on  the  plate  before 
him,  looked  at  it  doubtfully,  turned  it  over.  "  Will  it  do,  Helen  ? 
I  am  afraid  not."  His  usual  expression  of  good-humoured  con- 
tentment deserted  him  for  the  instant.  He  pushed  it  aside,  pointed 
it  out  with  an  air  of  scorn  to  the  little  waiter,  and  in  the  best 
Italian  he  could  collect  thundered  out,  "  Via,  via,  malef" 

"  Si,  signor,  si,  Grazia,  signor  ;  "  and  the  condemned  fish  was 
seized  and  carried  off  with  the  merriest  of  steps  and  the  most 
civil  of  smiles. 

Helen  and  Susan  laughed  heartily.  Lady  Augusta  inquired 
mournfully  why  they  did  not  give  them  something  to  eat,  she  was 
very  hungry,  and  they  had  all  to  go  to  bed,  and  this  was  her 
bedroom ;  she  could  not  think  why  Annette  would  not  ask  for  a 
salon  ;  she  was  quite  sure  they  would  be  much  better  in  England. 

The  waiter  reappeared  with  something  supposed  to  be  an  ome- 
lette, but  which  in  reality  looked  very  much  more  like  what  in 
England  is  called  Yorkshire  pudding.  It  was  eatable,  however, 
and  so  was  the  soup ;  and  Lady  Augusta,  who  was  the  person 
chiefly  to  be  considered,  contrived  to  make  a  tolerable  repast, 
which,  however,  was  no  sooner  ended,  than  she  insisted  upon  it 
she  must  go  to  bed  directly ;  and  her  apartment  being  the  only 
sitting  room,  every  one  else  was  obliged  to  follow  her  example. 


i 


IVORS.  389 


CHAPTER  LXX. 

Susan  and  Helen  occupied,  as  usual,  the  same  room.  A  little 
trial  it  was  to  both ;  friends  though  thej  were  from  childhood, 
and  intimately  acquainted  with  each  other's  habits  and  modes 
of  thought,  there  was  something  very  wearing  in  never  being 
alone.  This  evening  Susan  felt  it  more  especially.  Helen  was 
inclined  to  sit  up  and  talk ;  the  very  way  in  which  she  laid  her 
candlestick  upon  the  dressing-table  and  leisurely  took  out  her 
journal  was  enough  to  prove  it.  Susan  longed  to  be  in  bed,  not 
that  she  might  sleep,  only  that  she  might  be  quiet,  still,  to  her- 
self, —  that  she  might  think.  The  day  had  been  singularly  long 
and  exhausting ;  she  felt  as  though  months  had  been  condensed 
into  it.  It  seemed  scarcely  possible  that  she  had  parted  from 
Claude  only  a  few  hours  before,  and  that  he  was  even  then  but  a 
few  miles  distant  from  her ;  and  still  less  possible  that  they  might 
meet  at  Venice.  That,  however,  was  doubtful.  Again  and  again 
during  the  course  of  the  afternoon  she  had  said  to  herself  that 
she  would  not  think  of  it,  she  would  not  think  of  Claude  at  all ;  — 
whilst  the  next  moment  found  her  recalling  his  looks,  tone,  manner, 
words,  dwelling  upon  the  peculiar  marks  of  interest  he  had  shown, 
and  the  undisguised  pleasure  he  had  evinced  in  meeting  her. 

Could  it  all  be  vanity  ?  petty,  womanish  vanity  ?  Susan  perhaps 
was  as  free  from  that  great  weakness  as  any  person  of  her  age 
and  sex,  but  she  could  discover  it  in  herself  when  others  would 
never  have  noticed  it ;  and  now  she  blamed  herself  for  it,  and  felt 
humbled  in  her  own  sight.  But  the  suspicion  of  a  fault  could 
not,  as  at  other  times,  enable  her  to  subdue  it ;  and  worn  with 
the  constantly  recurring  feeling  which  she  could  not  conquer,  it 
was  a  relief,  even  though  for  the  moment  she  felt  it  to  be  an  in- 
terruption and  annoyance,  to  be  addressed  by  Helen  with  the 
matter-of-fact  inquiry,  —  "  What  time  are  we  to  start  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Half-past  eight,  as  usual,  I  believe,"  answered  Susan.  "  At 
least,  I  heard  Pietro  say  so  to  my  uncle." 

"  Two  more  days  and  then  we  rest,"  said  Helen.  "  We  could 
not  go  on  much  longer  in  this  way." 

"  Lady  Augusta  would  be  over-tired,  I  am  afraid,"  said  Susan. 

"  Tired  and  excited,"  said  Helen ;  "  I  dread  that  the  most.     I 

am  sure  those  London  doctors  were  wrong ;  I  could  have  managed 

her  better  if  they  would  only  have  listened  to  me." 

"I  doubt,"  said  Susan.     "I  am  sure  change  was  the  thing 
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needed,  even  though  it  may  be  an  exertion  at  the  time,  and  Lady 
Augusta  may  dislike  it.  You  will  find  the  benefit  when  you  are 
at  home  again.     It  breaks  up  old  habits.'' 

"  Yes,"  said  Helen,  thoughtfully,  "  if  that  be  good ;  but  I  doubt 
it,  Perhaps  I  am  selfish^  though ;  I  could  have  done  something 
for  her  in  England,  and  I  can  do  nothing  herei  Annette  takes 
every  thing  from  me." 

'^  You  do  all  you  can,"  said  Susan,  kindly. 

Helen  smiled,  though  with  a  bitter  sadness  in  her  expression. 
^'  Yes,  I  do  all  I  can,  and  what  is  it  ?  I  read  the  Psalms  to  her 
sometimes,  and  put  her  cushions  right,  and  the  chances  are  that 
she  makes  Annette  alter  them  directly  afterwards.^' 

^^  But  if  it  is  not  given  you  to  do  more,  shouldn't  you  be  satis- 
fied ?  "  asked  Susan. 

Helen  laid  down  her  pen  and  sighed.  '^  You  don't  understand, 
Susan :  I  suppose  it  is  not  possible  you  could.  If  I  were  a  Romanist, 
I  could  wear  out  my  life  with  penances^  1  should  like  to  do  so 
now.  I  can  understand  their  feeling,  quite ;  any  thing  to  get  rici 
of  the  perpetual  fret  of  one's  conscience." 

"But,  Helen,"  exclaimed  Susan,  eagerly;  "  Sir  Henry,— ^oMunma, 
—  every  one  tells  you  that  you  are  not  answerable." 

"  I  know  it,"  said  Helen,  coolly.  "  I  am  not  idiot  enough  to 
suppose  that  I  alone  was  the  cause  of  that  miserable  fever. 
Perhaps  —  very  likely,  indeed  —  it  would  have  been  just  the 
same  if  I  had  never  come  in  the  way.  But  it  is  no  use  arguing 
against  feeling,  Susan  ;  most  especially  there  is  none  in  trying  to 
persuade  one,  one  is  an  angel,  when  conscience  says  just  the  re- 
verse. Whom  have  I  ever  come  in  contact  with  that  1  have  not 
made  wretched  ?  Who  is  there  in  the  world  that  has  to  thank 
me  for  an  hour's  happiness  ?  Nay,  let  me  speak,  I  know  before- 
hand all  you  would  say.  You  think  that  being  sorry  does  away 
with  it  all ;  but  I  am  not  sorry,  at  least  not  in  the  way  you  mean. 
I  am  not  at  all  what  people  would  call  converted." 

"  You  are  altered,"  said  Susan,  "  whatever  you  may  choose  to 
call  it." 

"  I  should  be  insane  if  I  were  not.  Persons  can't  have  such  a 
shock  as  I  have  had  without  being  so.  If  it  were  only  having 
one's  eyes  opened  to  deceit  where  one  imagined  truth," — and 
Helen's  voice  faltered  as  she  thought  of  Madame  Heinhard, — 
"  one  must  view  the  world  differently  in  consequence.  But  that 
is  not  being  religious.  It  is  not  really  loving  and  caring  for 
religion  ;  a  heathen  might  feel  as  I  feel." 

''But  if  he  did,  he  would  be  on  the  high  road  towards  becoming 
a  Christian,''  said  Susan. 
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"  On  the  high  road,  possibly."  Helen  considered  a  little.  "  It 
does  not  follow  that  he  might  not  wander  out  of  it  again.  I  don't 
feel  in  the  least  sure  that  I  should  not  go  back  to  my  old  ways 
if  temptation  came  in  my  path.  I  don't  know  what  is  to  keep 
me." 

"  Gratitude,"  said  Susan ;  "  the  feeling  that  you  were  stopped 
and  warned." 

"  If  I  could  feel  it,"  replied  Helen ;  "  but  I  don't.  I  hate  myself, 
that  is  all." 

*'  So  we  must  all  hate  ourselves,  I  suppose,"  said  Susan. 
"Your  hatred  is  a  different  feeling  from  mine  though,"  con- 
tinued Helen.  "I  am  so  angry  with  myself  for  having  been 
taken  in ;  that  is  one  thing  I  oan't  get  over ;  but  there  is  no 
great  virtue  in  it.  And  as  to  poor  mamma, — I  know  I  was  a 
wretch ;  I  teased  and  tormented  her  ;  and  I  would  do  any  thing 
in  the  world  to  help  her  now :  but  that  is  merely  the  longing  to 
satisfy  my  own  mind." 

"I  wish  you  would  give  up  analysing  your  feelings,"  said 
Susan ;  '*  you  would  be  much  better  and  happier." 

*^  I  should  be  thankful  if  I  could,"  said  Helen ;  "  but  I  am  a 
puzzle  to  myself;  and  I  see  clearly  what  every  one  about  me 
thinks,  and  I  know  it  is  not  true.  People  fancy  I  have  become 
quite  good  and  religious ;  but  if  it  were  not  for  you,  Susan,  and 
just  one  or  two  others,  I  suspect  I  should  very  often  have  no 
faith  in  goodness  at  all." 

Susan  showed  by  her  countenance  that  she  was  shocked,  but 
she  would  not  say  so.  Helen  went  on  in  a  wild,  eager  way, 
giving  vent  to  the  thoughts  which  oppressed  her.  "Teaching 
does  nothing,  Susan  ;  practice  is  every  thing ;  and  all  the  practice 
I  have  seen,  except  yours,  and  Aunt  Fanny's,   and  —  and  — 

Claude's, "  she  paused,  and  Susan  listened  more  attentively, 

—  ^'it  has  all  been  pretence, — all  that  church-going  and  formalism. 
Madame  Beinhard  taught  me  to  see  that,  if  she  taught  me  nothing 
else." 

'<  But  Madame  Beinhard  could  not  understand  it,"  exclaimed 
Susan. 

"  Yes,  indeed ;  she  may  have  been  false  in  her  conduct,  but 
ber  intetlect  was  as  clear  and  piercing  as  the  sun." 

**  Intellect  has  nothing  to  do  with  the  matter,"  said  Susan. 

"It  is  a  spiritual  insight  which  is  required  to  discern  spiritual 

truths.     I  don't  mean  to  talk  cant,  but  it  is  the  only  way  I  can 

express  myself.     An  irreligious  person  cannot  possibly  compre- 

liend  the  use  or  comfort  of  religious  practices." 
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"Madame  Reinhard  may  have  been  very  deceptive,"  ss^d 
Helen,  "  but  I  am  convinced  she  had  a  great  deal  of  devotional 
feeling." 

"Only  it  did  not  embody  itself  in  deeds,"  said  Susan;  "and 
what  was  it  worth  ?  " 

"I  can't  say;  I  don't  know  what  any  thing  is  worth,"  said 
Helen,  despairingly. 

"  It  is  all  worth  nothing,  dearest,"  replied  Susan,  as  she  drew 
near  to  her  cousin,  and  laid  her  hand  fondly  upon  her  shoulder. 
"  I  quite  agree  with  you  that  all  the  church-going  and  formalism, 
as  you  call  it,  are,  in  themselves,  just  as  good  for  nothing  as 
Madame  Beinhard's  devotion,  and  just  as  incomprehensible  ;  but 
I  would  not  for  that  reason  cast  them  aside,  any  more  than  I 
would  cry  down  religious  feelings.  It  is  absurd  to  talk  of  either 
as  religion  ;  but  they  may  be  great  helps ;  they  are  means  to  ao 
end.  Like  crutches,  they  are  not  the  power  of  motion ;  yet,  if 
the  leg  is  weak,  the  power  will  not  be  sufficient  without  the 
crutches." 

"People  think  they  are  more  than  crutches,"  said  Helen. 
"  Poor  mamma  piqued  herself  upon  her  church-going,  as  if  it  had 
embodied  all  the  cardinal  virtues ;  and  I  should  soon  fall  into  the 
same  tone  of  mind  myself, — I  know  I  should.  I  can't  be  hi^pj 
unless  I  have  done  a  certain  set  of  things  for  mamma  in  the 
course  of  the  day, — looking  after  her  crochet — preparing  her 
breakfast, — all  those  little  matters ;  but  I  am  not  one  whit  more 
kind  and  dutiful,  really." 

"  But  if  you  knew  that  Lady  Augusta  loved  you  very  much, 
that  would  make  a  difierence,"  said  Susan. 

"Yes,  an  immense  difference," — and  Helen's  eyes  sparkled; 
"  but  she  can't  do  that :  I  have  been  such  a  trouble  to  her." 

"  I  suppose,  if  we  believe  the  Bible,  we  must  believe  also  that 
God  loves  us,"  said  Susan,  "  in  spite  of  our  being  what  you  call  a 
trouble." 

"  I  can't  believe  it,"  said  Helen. 

"  But  you  can  believe  that  He  is  more  pleased  with  you  when 
you  try  to  do  what  is  right  than  when  you  wilfully  do  wrong,* 
said  Susan. 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  I  can ;  I  mu^t."     Helen  spoke  doubtfully, 

"  That  will  help  you  in  a  degree,"  said  Susan ;  "  it  will  take 
away  the  hard  feeling  from  your  duties." 

"If  it  were  not. for  all  those  mazes,  those  dreamy  notions  of 
Madame  Reinhard's  ! "  said  Helen  ;  "  I  used  to  think  at  the  time 
that  I  did  not  care  for  them;  but  they  return  now,  whenever 
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any  thing  like  comfort  comes  to  me,  and  throw  me  into  such  a 
whirl  of  doubt !  and  then  I  think,  and  think,  till  I  am  half  wild." 

"  Thinking  won't  help  you,"  said  Susan. 

<^I  know  that;  nothing  will,  unless  —  Susan,  I  wish  you 
would  tell  me  about  yourself ;  I  should  understand  then." 

"  I  can't  talk  of  myself,"  was  Susan's  reply ;  and  she  turned 
away,  and  walked  to  the  other  end  of  the  room.  In  another 
moment,  however,  she  came  back  again,  and  said,  ^*  I  don't  mean 
to  be  unkind,  Helen ;  but  it  is  so  different  with  me  from  what  it 
is  with  you ;  and  I  have  never  been  accustomed  to  analyse  my 
own  feelings.  I  don't  know  quite  what  I  feel,  or  why  I  do  things ; 
only" — and  her  voice  trembled — "I  think  I  know  what  it  is  to 
love."  After  an  instant  she  went  on  more  composedly.  "I  can't 
tell  how  that  feeling  grew  up.  You  know  religion  has  always 
been  part  of  our  lives ;  it  was  mixed  up  with  our  idea  of  mamma : 
when  we  loved  her,  we  could  not  help  loving  what  she  did ;  and 
so  it  came  to  us  without  any  effort ;  and  what  you  call  formalisms 
were  as  natural  to  us  as  getting  up  in  the  morning,  and  going  to 
bed,  and  eating  and  drinking.  Perhaps  the  first  thing  that  pre- 
sented itself  to  me  distinctly,  as  a  feeling  of  religion,  was  that  one 
which  I  mentioned  just  now, — I  mean,  that  God  would  be  pleased 
with  me  if 'I  tried  to  do  right.  I  had  it  when  I  was  a  very 
little  child,  even  before  I  could  understand  all  that  has  been 
done  for  us.  It  was  the  first  thought  that  came  home  to  me 
personally,  and  that,  5  dare  say,  is  the  reason  why  I  dwell  so 
much  upon  it.  Of  course  people  may  say  that  it  is  not  the 
ground  of  our  love,  and  I  know  it  is  not ;  but  I  am  sure,  as 
regards  myself,  that  it  was  a  long  time  before  I  could  realise  the 
higher  feeling  of  love  to  our  Saviour  for  His  sufierings, — that 
grows  deeper  and  clearer  as  one  goes  on ;  but  at  first  it  is  very 
difficult  to  enter  into  it."* 

"  Very,"  said  Helen. 

"  I  dare  say  the  fact  is,"  continued  Susan,  "  that  religion  comes 
to  people  in  different  ways,  according  to  their  different  circum- 
stances :  in  one  way  to  a  child,  and  in  another  to  a  grown-up 
person.  I  always  feel  as  if  my  religion  was  that  of  a  child ;  it  is 
so  much  quieter  than  what  I  have  heard  of  in  persons  who  have 
been,  what  is  called,  converted  late  in  life.  But  I  should  not  like 
to  change, — ^I  mean,  it  would  not  suit  me." 

"  Quietness  is  what  I  like,"  said  Helen.  "  The  odd  ways  people 
have  of  being  religious,  disturb  me." 

"  We  must  take  people  as  they  are,"  said  Susan ;  "  we  can  be 
no  more  alike  in  our  religious  tastes,  I  suppose,  than  we  are  in 
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any  other ;  but  I  am  glad  to  put  all  external  differences  aside,  and 
think  of  what  persons  are  underneath.  If  thej  are  in  earnest,  I 
can  like  and  esteem  them,  in  spite  of  their  peculiar  ways." 

'^  Yes,  if  they  are  in  earnest^''  said  Helen ;  ''  but  that  is  what  I 
am  always  doubting." 

^'  Wel^  suppose  we  don't  think  about  others,  but  about  our- 
selves." 

"  About  myself,"  said  Helen :  '^  that  is  the  point.  What  is  to 
help  me  to  be  any  thing  but  a  cold-hearted  wretch  ?  " 

Susan  kissed  her,  and  answered,  '^  The  knowledge  that  yoa  are 
not  one ;  that  God  does  not  look  upon  you  as  one,  any  more  than 
I  do ;  that  He  has  made  you  very  sorry  for  any  thing  that  Biaj 
have  been  wrong  before,  and  given  you  a  hearty  wish  to  do  right 
now." 

"  I  don't  know ;  I  can't  say  that  I  am  very  sorry,  or  thit  I 
have  a  hearty  wish,"  said  Helen. 

^^But,  without  saying  it,  only  go  on  trying  to  please  Goi 
because  He  made  you  His  child  at  your  baptism ;  and  though  joi 
may  have  been  a  very  naughty  child,  you  wish  now  to  be  a  veiy 
good  one." 

^^  And  think  that  He  loves  me  in  spite  of  it  all,"  said  Hela; 
"  that  is  harder  than  any  thing." 

"  You  don't  like  having  texts  quoted,"  said  Susan  ;  "  but  I  vaj 
just  show  you  one ; "  and  she  turned  to  her  Bible,  and  poii^ted  to 
the  eighth  verse  of  the  fifth  chapter  of  St.  Paul's  ^Epistle  to  tlie 
Romans :  " '  God  commendeth  His  love  towards  us  in  that^  white  we 
were  yet  sinners,  Christ  died  for  us.'  There  is  nothing  to  be  said 
against  that  argument." 

"No,"  said  Helen,  thoughtfully.  She  took  the  Bible  fir* 
Susan's  hand  and  stood  for  some  seconds  reading  it.  Then  lajiBf 
it  down  suddenly,  she  exclaimed,  in  her  usual  light  tone,  ''  Soflli^ 
do  you  know  where  we  are  ?  " 

"  In  Italy,"  said  Susan. 

"  Capo  di  Ponte ;  a  little  out-of-the-way  village  in  FriolL  I 
don't  quite  believe  it." 

"  One  carries  oneself  every  where,"  said  Susan,  with  a  sigh* 

"  People  think  that  when  they  travel  they  shall  forget  th* 
former  selves,"  said  Helen ;  "  but  they  don't,  at  least  I  doo^ 
The  surface  may  change,  but  the  substratum  is  the  same*  It  i> 
very  odd,  though,  that  you  and  I  should  choose  to  talk  on  tfaew 
grave  matters,  at  Capo  di  Ponte." 

"  Very  odd  ! "  said  Susan  ;  "  only  Capo  di  Ponte  is  on  tttffc 
and  whilst  we  live  on  earth  I  suppose  we  must  perplex  ounelTtf 
about  matters  of  earthly  conduct." 
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"  Somehow,  I  never  realised  before  that  Italj  was  earth,"  said 
Helen.     "  But  good -night ;  I  am  not  going  to  talk  any  more.** 

Helen  fell  asleep  quickly.  Susan  had  a  long,  restless,  wakeful 
Bight,  full  of  dreams  of  Claude  Egerton  ;  but  there  was  no  longer 
the  dread  that  her  dreams  were  wicked. 


CHAPTER  LXXI. 


"  Treviso  to-day,  Venice  to-morrow,  Susan,'*  exclaimed  Helen, 
as  she  stood  by  the  side  of  her  cousin^s  bed,  at  six  o'clock  in  the 
morning. 

Susan  half  opened  her  very  drowsy  eyes. 

"Very  comfortable  beds,  in  spite  of  our  chamber-maid's  apology," 
continued  Helen.  '^  Did  you  hear  her  say  last  night  that  they 
had  not  been  accustomed  to  wait  upon  ladies  ?  ^ 

"  I  don't  remember  any  thing  now,"  said  Susan ;  "  only  that  I 
ghould  like  to  go  to  sleep  again  for  another  hour.** 

"  Here  comes  Annette,  to  frighten  us,"  said  Helen ;  "  you  had 
better  get  up  directly,  Susan,  or  you  will  have  a  lecture." 

Annette  entered  as  brisk  as  though  she  had  condensed  two 
nights'  rest  into  one.  **  Miladi  much  better  this  morning,  wishing 
to  set  off  very  early.  Depechez  vous,  mademoiselle.  Sir  Henry 
moves  about  already.     Miss  Graham !  you  have  not  a  moment." 

"  Well,  then,  just  leave  poor  Miss  Graham  to  herself,  and  come 
to  me,  Annette,"  said  Helen.  "  What  kind  of  night  has  mamma 
had?" 

Annette*s  attention  was  happily  withdrawn  from  Susan,  who 
was  left  at  liberty  to  dress;  but  quietness  was  not  to  be  had. 
Helen  required  her  services,  and  talk  she  would  and  must,  about 
all  things,  and  all  places,  and  people ;  most  especially,  this  morn- 
ing, about  Mr.  Egerton.  She  had  learnt  more  about  him  than 
he  had  told  of  himself.  Captain  Hume's  man-servant  had  gossiped 
a  good  deal.  '^  Mr.  Egerton,"  she  said,  "  had  settled  to  go  abroad 
quite  suddenly.  He  had  been  overworking  himself,  and  wanted 
ciiange,  and  his  spirits  were  not  good.  He  was  exceedingly  kind 
to  Captain  Hume's  invalid  son,  who  had  taken  a  great  fancy  to 
him,  an4  that  was  one  reason  of  his  coming.  Just  before  he  left 
^England  there  was  a  report  that  Mr.  Egerton  was  going  to  be 
married,  but  Captain  Hume's  man  didn't  believe  it."  Annette 
was  stopped  short  in  the  middle  of  her  communication  by  an  ex- 
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clamation  from  Helen,  that  a  kair-pin   was  ranning  into  her 
head. 

"  That  will  do,  Annette  ;  thank  you  ;  now  you  may  ga 
Mamma  will  be  waiting  for  you." 

'*Miss  Graham,  you  want  help.  What  can  I  do  ?"  said  Annette, 
advancing  to  the  comer  to  which  Susan  had  retired. 

'^  Nothing,  thank  you,  nothing."  Susan's  tone  bordered  upon 
irritation. 

"  Pardon,  pardon^  only  you  be  ready  in  time.  Miladi  is  very 
much  disturbed  when  she  is  kept ;  and  Sir  Henry,  he  does  not 
like  it.     Shall  I  put  these  shoes  in  your  carpet-bag  ?  ** 

"  Thank  you,  no.  I  can  do  it  all  myself.  I  don't  want  iny 
help ;  I  can  do  quite  well,"  persisted  Susan,  retiring  further  in 
the  corner. 

"  Young  ladies  like  their  own  way,  but  you  be  ready,  mini 
Mademoiselle," — she  turned  to  Helen, — "where  is  your  dressing- 
case  ?  I  put  it  up,  and  take  it  separate  to  Pietro.  Mr.  Egertoo'J 
carriage  is  a  better  one  than  ours ;  he  puts  things  all  comfortaUe^ 
See,"  and  she  stood  deliberately  by  the  little  dressing-table — *^^ 
this  be  the  carriage ;  there  is  a  pocket  here,  a  pocket  there " 

Susan  sat  down,  her  hands  on  her  lap. 

"  Annette,  Annette,  go !  "  exclaimed  Helen,  and  she  burst  into 
a  fit  of  laughter ;  "  you  will  drive  poor  Miss  G-raham  out  of  iff 


senses." 


"Jf(w.'  qu^ai  je  faitf  pourquoif  You  much  better  let  me  do 
your  hair ; "  and  she  advanced  again  to  Susan. 

"  Thank  you,  no,  not  on  any  account ;  "  and  Susan  raised  bff 
hands  to  her  head,  to  keep  off  the  proposed  assistance. 

A  thundering  knock  was  heard  at  the  door,  and  Sir  "Essosf^ 
voice,  "  Helen,  Susan,  why  do  you  keep  Annette  ?  Lady  AugM** 
wants  her." 

*^Ahf  pauvre  Miladi  f"  Annette  hurried  out  of  the  roon» 
and  Helen  turned  to  Susan.  "  An  enemy  for  life,  Susan.  SI* 
will  forgive  you  any  thing  but  getting  up  into  the  comer  in  tW 
fashion,  and  refusing  to  talk  to  her." 

"  I  must  run  the  risk,"  replied  Susan.  "  It  does  try  one  beyond 
patience  to  have  that  French  chattering  going  on  the  first  thing 
in  the  morning." 

"And  such  things  as  she  tells  ! "  said  Helen.     "  I  wish * 

she  stopped  herself.  i 

"  What  do  you  wish  ?  " 

"Nothing,  nothing.  I  don't  think,  any  more  than  Capttin 
Hume's  man-servant,  that  Claude  Egerton  is  going  to  be  married  ;* 
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and  almost  involuntarily,  Helen  bent  down  and  kissed  her  cousin's 
forehead. 

They  finished  dressing  in  silence.  Helen  went  to  make  break- 
fast. Susan  remained  to  pack  the  carpet-bag,  and  was  just  collect- 
ing the  few  things  to  be  put  into  it^  when  the  door  opened  sud- 
denly, and  in  rushed  the  black-haired  waiter,  with  a  grimace  and 
a  smile.  Perdon%  signorinay  perdoni ; "  he  made  his  way  past 
Susan,  unfastened  a  cupboard,  caught  up  some  wine-glasses,  and 
was  gone  before  Susan  had  time  to  laugh.  Annette  followed. 
"  Ah !  you  so  late  !  no  wonder  the  garden  should  come  in.  What 
can  you  eitpect  ?  "  She  motioned  Susan,  with  an  air  of  offended 
majesty,  to  leave  the  carpet-bag,  and  would  accept  no  apology 
for  trouble.  '  "  Miladi  ready.  Sir  Henry  ready,  and  every  one ; 
only  Miss  Graham,  she  will  always  be  last ; "  and  the  assertion 
was  made  so  authoritatively,  that  poor  Susan  began  to  believe  it 
must  be  true. 

Straight  level  roads,  bordered  by  acacias,  gently  rounded  hills, 
and  luxuriant  vineyards,  form  a  very  agreeable  country  for  a 
rapid  and  easy  drive,  but  they  are  not  very  interesting  nor  pictu- 
resque. Lady  Augusta  and  Annette  were  the  only  persons  of 
the  party  who  seemed  to  enjoy  the  change  from'  the  mountains. 
Helen  complained  openly,  and  was  only  comforted  by  the  deli- 
eiously  clear  warmth  of  the  climate.  She  would  scarcely,  indeed, 
acknowledge  that  there  was  any  interest  in  the  tiny  lakes  of  Santa 
Croce,  and  the  Lago  Morto ;  the  latter  a  most  singular  little  sheet 
of  virater,  shut  in  by  high  cliffs,  and  so  still,  as  fully  to  deserve  its 
Eiame;  and  was  only  roused  to  excitement  when  they  entered 
Sarravalle,  the  first  Italian  town  which  they  had  reached.  Here, 
indeed,  infinite  amusement  was  to  be  found  in  the  streets,  which, 
from  its  being  a  festival  day,  were  full  of  people.  The  quaint 
costumes,  painted  houses,  arcades,  and  innumerable  fruit  stalls, 
laade  a  mixture  of  gaiety  and  business,  which  seemed  to-  please 
^ven  Lady  Augusta,  and  Sir  Henry  rubbed  his  hands  with  genuine 
iatisfaction,  as  he  muttered  to  Susan :  "  It  will  do  after  all ; 
MEarkham  was  right.  Italy  is  the  place.  I  begin  to  say  with 
^jinette:  les  montagnes  etles  vilains  rocherSy  queje  les  detestel*^ 

<<  We  are  to  dine  at  Conegliano,  I  believe,  papa,  aren't  we?" 
iaid  Helen. 

Sir  Henry  had  recourse  to  Murray.  "  *  Conegliano,—  plains  of 
vhe  Piave, — Post,  as  usual, — frescoes  by  Pordenone,  on  private 
inouses.  Altar-piece  in  the  Duomo,  by  Cima,  cracked,  blackened, 
^nd  ruined.'  Great  comfort  that!  for  we  needn't  trouble  our- 
selves to  go  and  look  at  it." 
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"  I  think  I  could  walk  a  little,  and  go  to  the  shops,**  said  Lady 
Augusta,  speaking  with  some  energy.  "  Annette  would  go  with 
me. 

"  I  would  go — we  would  all  go,  mamma,**  exclaimed  Helen, 
and  her  face  lighted  up  with  a  smile  of  relief  and  satisfaction,  bat 
disappointment  followed  almost  instantly.  Lady  Augusta  said 
decidedly,  she  did  not  want  any  one  but  Annette,  and  Helen  sank 
back  in  the  corner  of  the  carriage,  and  did  not  speak  again  tiH 
they  entered  Conegliano. 

*' As  good  as  Saravalle,  I  declare,"  said  Sir  Henry.  "Look, 
my  dear ;"  and  he  drew  Lady  Augusta's  attention  to  the  arcades 
and  fruit-stalls.  "  We  will  just  order  dinner,  and  then  yon  and 
Annette  can  walk  about  a  little,  and  if  you  like  buy  us  some  fig? 
to  carry  on  with  us  this  afternoon.  Helen,  and  Susan  and  I,  wifl 
go  further  to  see  what  the  place  is  like." 

Lady  Augusta  seemed  pleased  at  the  idea  of  a  commission,  id 
Sir  Henry  handed  her  out  of  the  carriage,  and  called  to  Annette 
to  take  care  of  her,  and  hurried  into  the  hotel,  to  inquire  about 
a  salon  and  order  dinner. 

Helen  lingered  sadly  behind.  "  It  is  no  use,"  she  said  to  Susm; 
"  I  may  as  well  give  it  up.  Even  papa  won't  acknowledge  thit 
I  can  do  any  thing  for  her." 

**  I  should  persevere,"  said  Susan ;  "  things  may  change  by  and 
by ;  one  never  knows  ;  and  I  would  not  let  Annette  take  the 
upper  hand.  Now,  I  would  insist  upon  seeing  that  the  salon  is 
comfortable,  and  that  Lady  Augusta  rests  for  a  few  minutes  before 
going  out." 

Susan  turned  round,  and  saw  Annette  close  behind  her.  She 
had  left  Lady  Augusta  in  the  salon,  and  was  returned  to  look 
after  a  bag  that  was  wanted. 

Her  countenance  was  any  thing  but  amiable.  '*  MademoiseOei 
Miss  Graham,  Sir  Henry  will  be  coming  down  directly.  Miladi 
goes  out  with  me;  she  is  quite  comfortable,  quite."  Annette 
placed  herself  in  the  way,  so  as  almost  to  prevent  Helen  fipoai 
passing. 

"  Thank  you,  Annette ;  I  wish  to  go  to  the  salon,  myself  and 
see  how  mamma  is,"  was  Helen's  resolute  answer ;  and  Annette 
drew  back,  murmuring  to  herself,  and  casting  threatening  glances 
at  Susan,  as  she  followed  her  cousin  up  the  stairs. 

Lady  Augusta,  changeable  as  the  wind,  had  given  up  her  mo- 
mentary wish  to  walk,  and  was  willing  now  to  sit  by  the  window, 
and  look  out  into  the  streets.  "  She  liked  Conegliano,**  she  said; 
"  there  was  something  going  on  to  amuse  her.  She  did  not  want 
her  crochet." 
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"  And  if  you  and  I  stay  here  together,  mamma,''  said  Helen, 
**  papa  and  Susan  can  take  their  walk,  and  Annette  can  go  out 
and  buy  the  fruit." 

"  No  reason  for  that,  my  dear,"  said  Sir  Henry ;  "  you  will 
miss  a  good  deal ;  there's  an  upper  town  to  be  seen,  a  curious 
place  enough,  from*  what  I  can  make  out.  You  had  better  come 
with  us,  and  leave  your  mamma.  Annette  understands  her  better 
than  you  do." 

"  Annette  must  go  and  get  the  fruit,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  a 
little  petulantly.     "  If  Helen  likes  to  stay,  she  can." 

"Like  it!"  muttered  Sir, Henry,  "she  doesn't  like  it,  but  she's 
always  sacrificing  herself."     He  was  evidently  disconcerted. 

"  You  won't  be  gone  long,  I  hope,"  continued  Lady  Augusta. 
*'  Dinner  will  be  ready.  I  think  you  had  better  all  wait  till  after- 
w^ards." 

Sir  Henry  appealed  to  Susan.  "  We  had  better  be  off,  Susan. 
If  we  wait,  we  shan't  go  at  all.  Helen,  I  can't  let  this  kind  of 
thing  go  on." 

But  Helen  was  contented,  and  a  smile  passed  over  her  features, 
as  she  nodded  to  her  father  and  cousin,  and  said,  "  Good  bye  for 
the  present ;  you  must  tell  me  all  you  see."  Susan  was  satisfied 
then  that  the  choice  was  an  honest  one. 


CHAPTER  LXXIL 

Sib  Henry  and  Susan  wandered  leisurely  up  a  steep  hill  to  the 
upper  town,  the  original  Conegliano,  enclosed  within  walls,  and 
containing  the  Duomo,  and  a  castle.  The  picturesqueness  of  the 
place  was  to  be  found  here,  the  ornamental  stone-work  of  the  old 
bouses,  and  the  half-defaced  frescoes  with  which  they  were  orna- 
juented,  giving  an  air  of  quaintness,  and  beauty  of  colouring  to 
the  narrow  streets.  Susan  longed  to  stop  and  sketch  every  instant, 
and  Sir  Henry  was  loud  and  constant  in  his  regrets  that  he  had 
been  foolish  enough  to  give  in  to  Helen's  whim,  and  had  not 
insisted  upon  her  accompanying  them. 

"  These  old  towns  of  northern  Italy  are  singularly  beautiful, 
Susan ;  we  shan't  see  their  like  elsewhere,  and  Helen  may  never 
have  the  opportunity  of  coming  abroad  again.  She  will  be  married, 
I  dare  say,  before  long,  and  then  there  will  be  claims  enough  to 
keep  her  in  England.     See  the  world  while  you  are  young,  for 
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you  may  never  live  to  be  old,  is  the  wise  motto.  I  wish  I  had 
insisted.  I  wish  to  my  heart  I  had.  Just  look  across  to  the 
opposite  side,  now;  where  will  you  see  anything  like  that  carved 
stone-work?  and  the  arcades  below,  I  wonder  whether  Lidj 
Augusta  would  have  come  if  I  had  suggested  it ;  we  could  lui?e 
driven  up."  Sir  Henry  was  becoming  quite  excited,  wand^g 
along,  and  dragging  Susan  with  him,  in  spite  of  her  entreaties  to 
be  allowed  to  stop. 

"  No  time,  my  dear,  no  time ;  dinner  will  be  ready.  We  must 
look  into  the  Duomo,  just  to  say  we  have  seen  it.  Here's  a  cnriom 
place  !"  and  he  peeped  into  a  large  court-yard,  partially  filled  with 
tubs  and  carts,  but  bearing  traces  of  exquisite  ornament  in  tlie 
stone- work  of  the  side  walls  and  the  roof. 

'^  The  hall  of  a  house  it  must  have  been,"  continued  Sir  Heniy. 
He  made  his  way  in,  and  Susan  followed,  a  little  frightened  at  tk 
thought  of  trespassing,  but  considerably  interested. 

*^  Yes,  the  hall  of  a  house,  and  now  used  as  a  warehouse ;  fd 
look,  there  are  some  steps  leading  to  upper  rooms.  Bat  we  mnsts't 
stay — we  have  no  time.     On  to  the  Duomo,  Susan." 

"  I  don't  care  for  the  Duomo,**  replied  Susan.  "  Murray  wooH 
have  told  us  if  there  had  been  any  thing  worth  seeing  there.  I 
would  much  rather  stay  and  sketch  some  little  bits  of  this  carving 
if  I  might.     I  am  sure  I  should  find  some  which  would  do." 

"  You  can't  stay  alone,"  said  Sir  Henry. 

"  Oh  !  yes,  here ;  no  one  will  see  me.  Please  let  me  stay,  and 
you  can  just  walk  on  to  the  Duomo,  and  come  back,  and  tell  me 
whether  there  is  any  thing  worth  seeing  in  it.     It  is  quite  close.* 

Sir  Henry  hesitated,  went  out  into  the  street  to  be  quite  sat 
that  the  Duomo  really  was  very  close,  came  back  again,  andfonni 
Susan  already  prepared  with  her  sketch  book  and  pencil;  id 
telling  her  he  gave  her  only  five  minutes,  left  her  alone. 

But  it  was  not  so  easy  as  Susan  had  expected  to  find  yM 
would  do  for  sketching,  and  especially  as  she  wished  to  place  hO' 
self  so  that  she  might  be  screened  from  the  observation  of  anyone 
in  the  street.  She  examined  the  building  more  carefully.  Fro« 
the  outer  court  there  was  an  opening  into  another,  heaped  up  witk 
dirt  and  rubbish,  yet  having  a  beautiful  carved  and  covered  galkfj 
built  round  it,  and  broken  stone  statues  lying  on  the  ground. 
The  place  must  once,  she  saw,  have  been  of  considerable  grandeon 
perhaps  it  was  a  palace.  Her  <attention  was  directed  again  to  the 
fiight  of  steps  in  the  outer  court,  and  a  longing  seized  her  to  ex- 
plore the  rooms  to  which  they  led.  She  stood  hesitating  wbeiliff 
she  should  venture,  and  afraid  of  being  missed  by  Sir  Uesffjt 
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when  the  sound  of  loud  English  voices  disturbed  her.  It  was  a 
curious  feeling,  which  made  her  much  more  nervous  than  if  they 
had  been  Italian.  English  people,  unless  they  are  previously 
acquainted,  have  an  instinctive  dislike  to  meeting  each  other 
abroad ;  and  when  the  party  entered  the  court,  Susan,  not  very 
wisely,  hurried  up  the  stairs.  They  terminated  in  a  passage,  the 
floor  of  which  looked  like  marble,  and  passing  along  this  she  found 
herself  in  a  large,  and  what  must  once  have  been  a  very  handsome 
room,  hung  with  tattered  paintings  of  men  in  armour,  princes  and 
nobles,  with  their  titles  written  beneath,  but  bearing  names  un- 
known in  the  marked  events  of  general  history.  Great  and 
powerful,  however,  they  must  doubtless  have  been  in  their  day ; 
each  grim,  torn  portrait  having  its  tale  of  earthly  distinction, 
now  past  and  forgotten ;  whilst  the  phantom  forms  connected 
with  them  stood  forth  mockingly  in  their  own  halls,  preaching 
eloquently  of  the  nothingness  of  human  greatness,  by  the  very 
means  intended  to  perpetuate  its  memory. 

It  was  a  startling  sensation  which  came  upon  Susan,  when  she 

entered  thus,  unannounced,  into  the  presence  of  these  forgotten 

nobles.     The  first  emotion  was  awe,  the  second,  shame  at  having 

intruded;  she  looked  round  for  some  one  to  whom  she  might 

apologise ;  but  she  was  alone  with  the  silent  figures.     Without, 

in  the  street,  there  was  life,  and  mirth,  and  business ;  below,  she 

could  catch  the  sound  of  men's  voices,  speculating  and  curious, 

doubtless,  like  herself;  but  there  was  no  one  to  tell  her  where  she 

•     was  or  with  whom.     The  hall  was  the  o«ily  part  of  the  palace 

I     apparently  remaining,   with   the  exception  of  one  small  room 

^     beyond,  the  ceiling  of  which  was  painted.     She  was  lingering  in 

f     the  hall,  feeling  unwilling  to  leave  it,  and  looking  upon  it  as  a 

<    discovered  treasure  of  her  own,  when  the  English  voices  were 

i    heard  at  the  foot  of  the  steps.     Susan  might  have  been  uncom- 

i    fortable,  but  that  the  first  which  was  recognised  was  that  of  Sir 

I    Henry  Clare. 

i  "  Up  here,  Hume.  Where  won't  a  woman's  curiosity  lead  her? 
i  Susan,  child.'*  Susan,  rather  ashamed  of  herself,  appeared  at  the 
I   head  of  the  stairs. 

0  "  What  did  you  think  I  was  to  do  when  you  hid  yourself?  I 
c*  ghould  have  given  you  credit  for  more  sense.  We  have  stumbled 
m\  upon  our  friends  again.  Captain  Hume,  Mr.  George  Hume,  — 
i  my  niece.  Miss  Graham.  What  have  you  found  here,  Susan? 
^  Any  thing  worth  looking  at?" 

V  Sir  Henry  made  his  way  into  the  hall;  Susan  kept  rather 
K"  aloof.     "  A  curious  place,  a  very  curious  place ! "  muttered  Sir 

C"  D  D 


402  IVOBS. 

Henry,  and  he  had  recourse  to  Murray;  whilst  Captain  Home, 
and  his  intelligent,  hut  sickly-looking  son,  were  reading  the  names 
at  the  foot  of  the  pictures,  and  trying  to  ransack  their  memones 
for  history  which  had  never  had  a  place  there. 

"  Monstrously  ignorant  every  one  is,"  said  Sir  H^iry.  "  Sosui, 
you  must  know  something  about  it ;  you  haven't  left  school  so 
long  as  we  have." 

Susan  did  not  hear ;  she  was  resting  against  the  dooirway  loddag 
out  into  the  passage. 

"  Where  is  Egerton  ?  He  is  sure  to  know,  or  to  find  oaC 
said  Sir  Henry. 

"  We  left  him  in  the  court  below,"  replied  Captain  Huma  "H* 
always  sets  to  work  methodically  when  he  is  lionising." 

'<  Hark !  he  is  talking,"  said  Sir  Henry,  going  out  into  tk 
passage,  and  listening :  *^  he  has  found  some  one  to  give  hia  i 
little  information.     We'll  have  him  up." 

He  went  to  the  top  of  the  stairs,  put  his  foot  on  the  first  itep< 
stumbled  over  a  loose  stone,  and  fell  to  the  bottom. 

Susan,  Claude,  Captain  Hume,  and  his  son,  were  ceUeeted 
together  in  an  instant.  Sir  Henry  had  hurt  himself ;  thei«  wtf 
no  doubt  of  that,  for  his  face  expressed  great  pain ;  but  he  wM 
scarcely  allow  it.  '^  It  was  a  mere  nothing,"  he  said ;  " jiui  i 
slip,  that  was  all ; "  and  he  took  hold  of  Claude's  hand,  and  tried 
to  stand  up ;  but  his  ankle  was  in  some  way  twisted,  and  his  back 
bruised,  and  he  was  obliged  to  sit  down. 

^'  I  had  better  go  bagk  to  the  hotel  for  the  carriage,"  said  Salts, 
in  the  quiet  voice  which  was  her  characteristie  when  at  all  bo^ 
vous  or  agitated. 

"  No,  no,"  exclaimed  Claude,  "  I  will  go ;  I  must ; "  and  be 
would  have  hurried  away,  but  he  was  stopped  by  a  faint  eatitMiJ 
from  Sir  Henry. 

''  Let  her  go,  Claude ;  she  will  manage  best.  Poor  Lft^ 
Augusta  will  be  frightened  else.     Let  her  go." 

"  And  I  may  go  too,  I  suppose,"  said  Claude,  eageiiy. 

"Yes,  yes;  be  quick,"  exclaimed  Captain  Hume.  **lfi* 
Graham,  do  you  happen  to  have  salts  or  eau  de  Ck>logne  wiA 
you  ? "  He  rested  Sir  Henry's  head  against  his  knee ;  the  ^ 
was  so  great  as  to  cause  a  sensation  of  faintness ;  jet  Sit  Hearj 
laughed  still,  and  declared  he  knew  quite  wdil  what  was  tbe 
matter.     A  sprained  ancle  !     That  was  all. 

Susan  looked  at  him  with  some  anxiety. 

"  Nothing  amiss,  child.  Don't  put  on  such  a  k»ig  face.  I  dtfJl 
be  walking  after  you  if  you  don't  make  haste." 
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Claude  hurried  her  away. 

They  walked  on  in  silence  for  some  distance  through  the 
bustling  arcades.  Susan  did  not  notice  them  now.  A  crowd  of 
perplexing  possibilities  were  presenting  themselves ;  but  they 
excited,  instead  of  depressing  her ;  she  felt  able  to  battle  with 
them  all. 

Claude  broke  the  silence.  "  I  am  thankful  we  were  there,  but 
I  don't  belieye  there  is  much  the  matter ;  you  must  not  be 
uneasy." 

*'  I  care  most  for  Lady  Augusta,"  said  Susan.  ''  She  is  so  soon 
made  ill  by  over-excitement;  but  Helen  will  h^p  to  keep  her 
quiet" 

"  Is  Helen  with  Lady  Augusta  now  ?"  asked  Claude. 

He  said  Helen,  quite  naturally  ^ain.  That  stiff,  uncomfortable 
notion  of  the  necessity  of  talking  of  her  as  Miss  Clare  seemed  to 
have  passed  away. 

"HelwL  fancied  she  might  please  Lady  Augusta  by  staying 
with  her.  She  thinks  of  that  the  first  thing  always."  Susan 
spoke  very  earnestly;  a  sense  of  justice  impelled  her.  Helen 
doubtless  ought  to  be  restored  to  Claude's  good  opinion.  She 
would  have  said  the  same,  indeed,  under  any  circumstances  ;  but 
it  demanded  no  effort  now.  There  was  no  room  for  jealousy. 
Helen*  herself  had  contributed  to  remove  any  such  feeling.  The 
tone  in  which  she  spoke  of  Claude,  the  quiet  way  in  which,  when 
his  name  was  mentioned,  she  assumed  that  his  goings  and  comings, 
his  actions  and  words,  were  indifferent  to  her  —  all  tended  to 
separate  him  from  her  in  thought. 

Susan's  present  anxiety  was  that  he  should  think  well  enough 
of  her ;  and  that  if  they  must  meet,  it  should  be  on  friendly  and 
comfortable  terms.     She  felt  for  them  both. 

It  was  a  quick  hot  walk ;  weary  and  anxious,  and  little  was 
said,  and  that  little  of  small  importance ;  but  Susan  could  have 
gone  much  farther,  and  scarcely  have  felt  inclined  to  stop. 

Annette  met  them  as  they  were  about  to  enter  the  inn,  tired, 

laden  with  purchases,  and,  as  a  consequence,  out  of  humour. 

She  began  an   expostulation,  even   before    Susan   had  time  to 

I     «peak. 

•.         "  Miss   Graham  \   dinner  will  be  cold.      Pardon,    Monsieur 

*  Egerton,  I  did  not  know  what  made  Miss  Graham  so  late."    Her 

*  angry  meaning  tone  roused  Claude's  indignation,  and  excited 
Susan's  surprise.  They  both  passed  on  without  entering  upon 
any  explanation,  but  Susan  stopped  as  they  were  half  way  up  the 
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stairs,  and  said :  "  We  had  better  take  her  into  our  counsels,  it  is 
the  only  way  of  keeping  the  peace.     Annette !  ** 

Annette  came  very  slowly  up  the  stairs,  under  the  pretence 
that  she  was  too  exhausted  to  move  more  quickly. 

Susan  went  down  to  meet  her,  and  spoke  in  a  confidential  tone. 
"Poor  Sir  Henry  has  fallen  down  and  hurt  his  foot,  Annette. 
He  is  in  the  Upper  Town,  and  he  wants  to  have  the  carriage 
sent  there  for  him.  How  shall  we  break  the  news  to  Lady 
Augusta  ?  " 

"  Sir  Henry  fallen !  his  leg  broke !  he  not  be  able  to  move. 
Ah!  quel  malheur  !^^  And  Annette  began  to  wring  her  hands, 
and  bewail  so  loudly,  that  the  waiters  gathered  at  the  foot  of  the 
stairs  to  hear  the  news. 

"  Q^el  malheur  !  quel  malheur !  Pauvre  Miladi  I  "  screamed 
Annette. 

Claude  turned  round  sharply.  "  Silence,  Annette ;  don't  make 
a  fool  of  yourself.  If  you  can't  do  better  than  that,  leave  Lady 
Augusta  to  us." 

"iVbw.'  non!  you  not  understand  at  all;  you  not  go  to  her." 
Annette  rushed  past  Claude  and  Susan,  and  placed  herself  before 
the  door  of  the  salon.  "  Monsieur  Egerton,  you  order  the  carriage, 
— Miladi  will  go  into  the  fit ;  she  will  not  bear  a  stranger.  Mss 
Graham,  you  come  with  me." 

Susan  could  scarcely  refrain  from  a  smile.  There  was  some- 
thing so  indescribably  ludicrous  in  the  instinct  which  both  she  and 
Claude  had  to  obey  Annette's  orders. 

The  smile  was  unfortunately  seen,  and  it  increased  Annette's 
indignation.  She  motioned  to  Claude  to  go,  but  would  not 
condescend  to  speak  again  ;  and  seeing  that  it  was  really  the  best 
thing  to  be  done,  he  said  quietly  to  Susan,  "  I  shall  give  the  order, 
and  then  come  back  to  see  how  Lady  Augusta  is ;"  and  ran  down- 
stairs. 

Annette  stood  for  an  instant  facing  Susan.  ''Ah  !  young  ladies ! 
they  know  best  what  they  are  at,"  she  muttered,  half  aloud. 
''Captain  Hume's  man,  he  say  that  Monsieur  Egerton  is  soon 
taken  in." 

Happily,  Susan  did  not  hear.  She  was  as  unconscious  of 
Annette's  suspicions,  as  she  was  of  having  excited  more  than  a 
momentary  annoyance. 

Claude  proceeded  to  the  courtyard  of  the  hotel  with  a  feeling  of 
fretful  irritation,  conscious  of  having  been  made  a  subject  of 
impertinent  observation,  which  yet  it  was  beneath  him  to  notice. 
His  only  hope  was  that  Susan,  in  her  simplicity,  did  not  under- 
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stand,  or  that,  if  she  did  she  woul^  not  care.  That  self-restrained, 
composed  manner  of  hers,  certainly  put  him  very  much  at  his  ease 
with  her,  and  it  was  so  far  dangerous  that  it  led  him  to  treat  her 
in  a  way  which  might  be  open  to  observation.  They  were  on 
those  comfortable  brother  and  sister  terms  which  the  world  could 
not  possibly  be  supposed  to  understand ;  and  Claude,  who  always 
faced  disagreeables  manfully,  at  once  made  up  his  mind  that  he 
would  be  more  prudent  for  the  future,  even  if  prudence  destroyed 
the  pleasure  and  freedom  of  their  intercourse.  Happily,  they  were 
not  likely  to  be  together  very  much,  and  perhaps  it  would  be  wiser 
under  the  circumstances  for  him  to  keep  to  the  plan  of  going  with 
Captain  Hume  to  Milan,  and  leaving  Venice  for  the  present. 
There  was  a  pang,  a  sharp,  sharp  pang  as  the  resolution  was 
made ;  Claude  thought  that  it  was  caused  by  the  feeling  of  loneli- 
ness, the  knowledge  that  his  going  to  either  place  was  a  matter  of 
no  real  moment  to  any  one. 

He  knocked  at  the  door  of  the  salon  again,  and  was  told  by 
Susan  to  come  in.  Lady  Augusta  was  in  tears,  almost  hysterics. 
The  intelligence  of  the  accident  had  been  communicated  in  the 
gentlest  way,  but  it  had  completely  upset  her.  Annette  was 
bustling  about  looking  for  sal  volatile,  and  asking  the  Italian  for 
camphor-julep,  and  red  lavender ;  Susan  was  trying  to  keep  her 
quiet  by  following  her  and  talking  in  an  under  tone  ;  whilst 
Helen  knelt  by  Lady  Augusta,  holding  her  hands  and  endeavour- 
ing, by  every  soothing,  caressing  tone  and  word,  to  tranquillise 
her. 

"  Claude !  you  are  come.  I  am  so  thankful,"  murmured  Lady 
Augusta ;  "you  will  tell  us  the  worst.  Helen,  ask  him  to  tell  me 
at  once ;  I  can't  wait." 

Claude  read  great  anxiety  in  Helen's  eyes ;  but  she  only  said, 
without  looking  at  him,  "  It  is  but  a  slight  accident,  dear  mamma ; 
Susan  was  there,  and  knows  all  about  it." 

"But  Claude — why  won't  he  speak?  He  keeps  everything 
from  me,"  said  Lady  Augusta. 

"  You  had  better  tell  her,"  said  Helen ;  and  she  rose  up  and 
gave  her  place  to  Claude,  and  stood  behind  Lady  Augusta,  bathing 
her  forehead  with  eau  de  Cologne,  and  every  now  and  then  whis- 
pering, "  You  are  better  now,  dear  mamma,  and  so  we  are  all ;  it 
was  only  a  slight  accident." 

Claude  told  what  had  happened  in  few  words ;  but  even  before 
he  had  quite  finished,  Pietro  sent  word  that  the  carriage  was 
ready. 
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*'  Annette  wants  to  go,^  whispered  Susan,  coming  up  to  Helen; 
''  She  fancies  nothing  can  be  done  without  her." 

Ladj  Augusta  caught  the  words.  ''  Yes,  Annette  had  better 
go.     Some  one  must  go  with  Claude." 

Claude  suggested  that  there  was  nothing  to  be  done,  and  ihtt 
he  should  be  quite  sufficient ;  but  poor  Lady  Aagusta,  all  the  more 
excitable  and  unreasonable  because  she  was  perfectly  poweriess, 
could  not  be  pacified. 

^'  It  can't  be,'*  said  Claude,  aside  to  Susan ;  '^  that  noisj  womsD 
would  drire  any  man  in  pain  out  of  his  senses." 

Helen  left  her  place  by  the  sofa,  and  came  forward.  *^I  tm 
going,"  she  said ;  '*  papa  would  rather  have  me  than  any  one  else. 
Goodbye,  mamma;"  and  she  kissed  Lady  Augusta  :  ''we  sball 
bring  him  back  in  a  yery  few  minutes,  and  it  will  be  all  well." 

She  fastened  her  bonnet  strings,  hastily  adjusted  her  mantilla, 
and  saying  to  Claude,  "  Now,  if  you  please,  I  am  quite  ready,"  led 
the  way  downstairs,  without  giving  any  one  the  opportunity  of 
objecting. 

A  short  silent  drive  that  was  to  the  foot  of  the  steep  hiE 
Neither  Claude  nor  Helen  spoke :  when  they  began  to  ascend, 
Claude  got  out  of  the  carriage  and  walked ;  and  when  they  reached 
the  courtyard  of  the  deserted  palace,  he  merely  said  that  he 
would  go  in  first,  and  left  her  sitting  in  the  carriage.  It  ws8 
Captain  Hume  who  came  out  to  tell  her  that  Sir  Henry  was  better, 
and  that  she  need  not  be  uneasy,  and  begged  her  now  she  was 
there,  to  look  at  the  building  ; — Captain  Hume  who  advised  her 

how  to  place  the  cushions  and  pillows  she  had  brought, and 

Captain  Hume  who,  when  Sir  Henry  was  lifted  into  the  carriage, 
and  Helen  seated  by  him,  took  the  vacant  place. 

Claude  said  nothing,  did  nothing,  seemed  to  care  for  nothing, 
except  what  common  kindness  for  Sir  Henry  demanded. 

Poor  Helen  !  It  was  a  bitter  experience,  but  she  felt  that  she 
had  deserved  it. 


CHAPTER  LXXin. 


A  CABINET  council  was  held  when  dinner  was  ended.  Sir  Hemr 
had  managed  to  eat  in  spite  of  the  pain  he  was  suffering,  and  that 
was  sufficient  evidence  of  the  injury  not  being  serious  to  satisfy 
even  Lady  Augusta  for  a  time.  But  when  the  question  of  move- 
ment was  mooted,  all  her  fears  revived. 

Sir  Henry  was  bent  upon  proceeding.     He  had  no  notion,  he 
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said,  of  keeping  them  all  cooped  up,  in  an  out-of-the-way  town 
like  Conegliano,  when  they  were  within  a  day's  journey  of  Venice. 
If  he  must  have  rest,  he  would  have  it  there.  It  was  only  the 
right  foot  which  was  really  hurt,  and  he  could  easily  get  to  the 
carriage  without  putting  it  to  the  ground,  and  when  once  there, 
he  could  rest  it  just  as  well  as  if  he  were  lying  on  a  sofa.  As  for 
his  back,  he  would  not  allow  that  it  was  injured  at  all,  though 
whenever  he  attempted  to  move  he  winced  with  pain.  He  argued, 
as  persons  who  have  any  thing  the  matter  with  them  generally 
do,  in  the  most  foolish  and  irrational  way,  simply  in  accordance 
with  his  own  wishes ;  and  as  there  was  no  one  to  control  him, 
there  was  nothing  to  be  done  but  to  yield. 

"  That  is  settled,  then,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry,  when  at  length 
he  had  silenced  opposition ;  "  so  we  start  forthwith.  Claude,  my 
dear  fellow,  when  shall  we  see  you  again  ?** 

Claude  had  been  standing  a  little  apart,  having  soon  given  up 
the  attempt  of  bringing  Sir  Henry  to  reason.  He  came  forward 
now,  and  replied  rather  coldly,  that  it  was  impossible  to  say  ;  all 
depended  upon  the  letters  which  Captain  Hume  might  find  at 
Treviso. 

"  Claude,'*  said  Lady  Augusta  plaintively,  "  he  is  not  going  to 
leave  us.  We  can't  get  on  at  all  without  him.  We  can't  talk  to 
Pietro  ;  we  can't  do  any  thing." 

"I  have  not  lost  the  use  of  my  tongue,  my  dear,"  said  Sir 
Henry,  impatiently ;  "  not  that  we  shouldn't  be  very  glad  to  have 
Claude  with  us ;  very  glad,  indeed,"  he  added,  trying  to  move  so 
as  to  face  Claude. 

Claude  hesitated  to  reply,  and  looked  at  Captain  Hume  for  his 
opinion.  But  immediately  afterwards  his  eye  wandered  to  the 
corner  of  the  sofa,  near  which  Helen  was  seated  ;  Susan  was  just 
behind  her,  and  the  sight  of  her  seemed  to  settle  his  resolution 
as  he  said,*'  I  am  afraid  I  could  not  disarrange  Captain  Hume's 
plans." 

"  Don't  think  of  me,"  said  Captain  Hume,  bluntly,  but  good- 
naturedly.  "  George  and  I  shall  do  very  well  together,  and  it 
may  be  only  for  a  few  days ;  we  shall  join  you  at  Venice,  probably, 
before  Sir  Henry  is  able  to  leave  it." 

"  I  don't  see  what  we  are  to  do,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  almost 
crying.  "  If  we  could  only  stay  here !  It  is  very  pleasant  to 
look  out  into  the  streets.  I  like  Conegliano.  If  Sir  Henry 
would  only  let  me  stay  !  but  he  always  will  go  on." 

"  To  be  sure,  my  dear.  There's  a  gondola  waiting  for  you  at 
Venice,"  said  Sir  Henry,  in  the  tone  which  he  would  have  used  in 
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ipgifc'njg  to  ft  spoils  ciiiLcL  Don'c  cear  liar  uhl  Qamie  :  4aaLt  pas 
jmzKiJr  ofis  ot  jour  way:  I  wooLda's  &a:vi&  yoix.  dSa  sa  «hl  idj 
acciKTnt,  Heiieo.  jmst  Io«c  auo  tbe  ni£xs  romi.  Ssr  Amwrap;,  an^ 
lell  ber  CO  onisr  tfae  carnaefi  m.  ft  qnairter  of  an.  Jurar^  Xm.  20  <ki 
wf&  na  CO  Tr«>"rQio  co-nI^iLC  r**  he  ^ddai,  aAIiOiimg  Cayaiu.  Siok 

'^  WTlj.  zlo  :  as  lease  ooc  JieeoLiiiiig  10  oar  ♦irfgfnat  plsoa.  Tib 
Ke  we  hxwe  had  ft  longer  djir  $  joomej  i&azL  jthe.  ;  ip&  eame  sroBi 
LfiBgarrTDe  this  iiiorimx^  «Ti^  soirced.  iiniitHialT^  esiziiv;:  ami.  o  zil 
tnxc&r  I  cfafzLk  mj  boy  hai}  iiaii  eaongSi  oc  is.  We  Gu&sf£  n' 
s  hem  CG-fligiic  azui  harizig  a  resc  &r  some  iumc^  wi 
prriiapg  fCroCiEur  a  Iiccle  ftbom  die  cown.  la  t^  ev^arcn^  ami 
io^  oor  way  q^iKcly  on.  co  TrerLM  co-nuKraw.^ 

T!ie  azmoaneemeiit  eriiiexi^y  ga^e  Sir  Henry  &  bLmfc. 
ftrta&Ie  feWrng :  be  «ani  ni^cTting. 

'^  I  don'c  see  ^b^  we  ^ionLizL'c  aH  sex^J^  ofaeg^efi  ILjhtr  Air 
gnsta.  "*  We  ean'c  ^  wiihouc  Clamie.  Wbo  s^  ta  orrit^  ^nnff 
and  Look  co  our  Inggage  ?  and  w&o  can  b^  you^  Sr  Ssxcy  r  a^ 
w&as  are  Hrfen  aoJd  Sasan  go  lib  ?  I  chmk  ic  »ejv  imfcrmf^  I 
can't  go.*'  An<i  her  lace  fnsoeiL  whil^  hio'  Toice  was  rasaei  n  & 
kcgh.  harsh,  pitch. 

**  We  most  ^^  ^a^  Sir  Henry,  d^rdy.  ~  We  bsme  wrxaoLB 
ffEcnre  be(&  a£  Treriao^  ami  Scr  John-Himie  has  cu^isced  ronnB fir 
OS  at  XXutceirs  whisL  we  sset  to  Vauce.  and.  oor  letteg^  aze  all  ts  &> 
ready  tor  as ;  we  mnac  go  on.*^ 

Lady  Aagrigta  began  to  cry. 

"  The  jrwsnsi  ladies  gire  no  opinfoor*^  observed.  Captaux  Kdul 
trying  to  «iy  ^Qmet&ing  which,  wooid  put  every  one  at  emat^ 

"^  I  think  it  ^onld  be  a  conx&rt  if  Clande  coidd  go  with.  b»  ■ 
Treviso  to-nishi;;.''  answered  Helen.  S^  ^trioE  ^Lm^b^  Angatf'^ 
hand  whilst  *h**  was  ^eakinsc;  and  Claiide  saw  a  tear  drc^  ^^ 
her  eve.  ^  I   .H 

Bfe  was  <^cided  at  once ;  he  did  not  even,  remark  that  Sn^  I  ^^a 
iaid  nothing  I   ''' ^a 

*  Yes :  that  circ3  the  Grordian  knot ;  thank  yon.  Dear  Ijfr  I  '^e 
Angusta.  I  will  go  with,  yon  co-ni^ic.  Home,  it'  I  ^asit  watf  ^  I  i,  ^^ 
yoa  at  Treviso  to-morrow.  I  will  Leave  a  noce  to  tell  yon  wfcy*      I  ^^^  a 

•*  Come.  Sosan."*  said  TTgTi'Tt^  tancMng  her  coman''^  ana;  "^  I  •  1^^ 
shall  be  lace  if  we  don't  pot  on  onr  bonneiSv'' 

**  Sosan  is  in  a  dream.'*  said  Sir  Henry;  "*'  thinking  oft&e  faff** 
palace.  t*e  •  Comrt  of  Mont  Alha'aw'  as  a  man  told  n»  whSfr  •* 
were  waiting  there.'* 

''^Tery  miiike  3Cs5  GraZiam."^  said  CLmue.  **  Se  fe  pceaei^ 
■it  abseittL.  generally,  when,  any  thing  i&  to  be  dioise;.*'    ,4ni>*** 
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lound  of  his  voice,  Susan  was  so  painfully  present  and  coloured  so 
leeply,  that  Helen  came  to  her  rescue,  and  remarking  lightly  that 
)ersonal  observations,  whether  good  or  bad,  or  indifferent,  were 
lever  allowable,  drew  her  into  the  adjoining  room. 


CHAPTER  LXXrV. 


The  deserted  palace  was  recalled  to  the  recollection  of  all  who 
lad  seen  it,  by  the  drive  to  Treviso.  Handsome  houses  standing 
y  the  roadside,  empty  and  decaying,  gave  an  air  of  departed 
randeur  to  the  country,  which  impari;ed  a  feeling  of  melancholy, 
1  spite  of  the  delicious  sensation  of  the  climate,  and  the  easy  pace 
t  which  the  carriage  passed  over  the  broad,  smooth,  and  well 
ept  road,  as  usual  bordered  with  acacia  trees. 

Sir  Henry  made  an  effort  to  talk  at  first,  but  gave  it  up  after  a 

ime ;  and  Helen  was  sure,  although  he  would  not  acknowledge 

b,  that  the  motion  of  the  carriage  was  trying  to  his  back.     Claude 

ad  taken  possession  of  a  small,  uncomfortable,  back  seat,  intended 

sually  for  Annette,  but  which  she  always  declined,  preferring  the 

Dmpany  of  Pietro  o^  the  box.     He  was  therefore  quite  out  of 

)ach  of  conversation ;  and  as  Lady  Augusta  soon  fell  asleep,  and 

elen  and  Susan,  when  tired  of  the  acacia  trees,  both  began  to 

ad,  the  drive  was  silent  and   dull.     It  was  late  when   they 

iched   Treviso;    a  circumstance  which  provoked   Sir  Henry 

o  had  been  consoling  himself  for  having  seen  nothing  on  the 

d,  by  the  prospect  of  amusement  in  the  town.     "  The  chief  city 

.  province — the  residence  of  a  bishop, — a  manufacturing  place 

with  eighteen  thousand  inhabitants,  quite  a  marvel  for  Italy! 

%s  too  tiresome  to  come  in  so  late,  and  only  to  have  a  glimpse 

rrow  streets  and  arcades,  like  Conegliano  and  Sarravalle,  and 

off  again  the  next  morning." 

e  thought  of  finding  a  good  hotel  rather  consoled  him ;  but 

igain  there  was  disappointment.     The  rooms  were  large,  but 

stionably  dirty ;  and  with  all  the  delight  which  Italy  must 

3,  there  is  no  question  that  dirt  is  as  much  a  part  of  its 

as  warmth.     Carpets  in  bedrooms  may  be  comforts  in  a 

'mate,  but  they  are  just  the  reverse  in  a  hot  one ;  and  poor 

wUgusta,  particular  and  sensitive  to  a  fault,  even  at  Ivors, 

vith  horror  at  the  dingy  covering  spread  upon  the  floor  of 

dsome  apartment,  and  insisted  upon  it,  that  before  she 
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went  to  bed  it  should  be  rolled  up  and  taken  «wvLjy  even  at  the 
risk  of  discovering  the  mountains  of  dust  beneath,  with  which 
Annette  threatened  her. 

Every  one  went  to  bed  early ;  and  Claude  felt  really  thankful 
he  had  consented  to  come,  when  he  found  how  helpless  Sir  Henry 
was,  though  still  trying  to  keep  up,  and  insisting  that  he  should 
be  perfectly  well  the  next  day.  His  back  only  wanted  a  night's 
rest,  he  said,  and  the  Treviso  beds  were  soft,  if  they  were  not  very 
clean,  so  that  he  had  no  doubt  of  being  able  to  sleep.  He  allowed 
Claude,  however,  to  make  inquiry  for  a  chemist's  shop,  at  which 
he  might  procure  some  laudanum,  and  took  a  small  quantity, 
though  laughing  at  the  notion,  and  declaring  that  it  was  quite 
unnecessary.  The  next  morning,  however,  brought  a  different 
tone.  Whether  from  the  effects  of  the  laudanum  or  the  fall  Sir 
Henry  did.  not  feel  so  well  and  was  disinclined  to  gtet  up  to 
breakfast.  A  consultation  was  held  in  his  room  with  Claude  and 
Fietro,  and  instead  of  starting  in  the  morning,  it  was  deoided  to 
wait  till  the  afternoon.  The  drive  to  Mestre  was  not  yery  long, 
and  though  the  railway  was  not  completed,  a  gondola  ir&M 
soon  take  them  to  Venice.  And  besides,  one  thing  was  quite 
clear  to  Claude  now,  that  it  would  not  do  to  leave  Sir  Henry  in 
his  present  state*  It  would  be  actually  cruel  to  Helen  tnd 
Susan,  who  were  already  beginning  to  look  anxious ;  and  even  if 
the  plan  had  been  disagreeable,  he  would  have  been  consoled  f« 
making  it,  by  the  change  which  came  over  Lady  Augusta  when 
he  announced  his  determination  of  giving  up  all  thoughts  of 
Milan,  and  proceeding  with  them  to  Venice,  if  Sir  Henry  shouM 
be  well  enough  in  the  course  of  the  day  to  move.  She  pressed 
his  hand,  and  thanked  him  as  though  he  had  saved  her  from  sobb 
fatal  catastrophe ;  but  neither  Helen  nor  Susan  expressed  satis- 
faction, except  that  the  former  remarked,  that  any  thing  which 
kept  Lady  Augusta's  mind  from  working  must  be  good.  It 
seemed  that  she  did  not  think  it  right  to  betray  any  feeling  ^ 
her  own,  and  imagined  that  it  was  not  her  place  to  do  so ;  and 
she  kept  quite  aloof  from  Claude,  putting  Susan  forward  on 
every  occasion.  His  being  with  them  certainly  did  not  raise  her 
spirits,  however  it  might  relieve  her  from  anxiety. 

They  went  into  the  town  after  breakfast.  Lady  Augusti 
seemed  so  comforted  by  Claude's  presence,  that  she  consented  to 
take  a  carriage,  and  drive  to  the  cathedral ;  and  whilst  it  was 
getting  ready,  she  begged  Claude  to  take  Helen  and  Susan  into 
the  market,  which  was  held  in  the  square  immediately  in  front 
of  the  hotel.     She,  as  usual,  stationed  herself  at  the  window, 
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with  Annette  bj  her  side,  commenting  in  French  upon  all  that 
was  going  on  below. 

Tliere  was  a  strange  medley:  birds,  bread,  coloured  cloth, 
handkerchiefs,  macaroni,  fruit,  fish,  flowers,  shoes  and  boots, 
both  old  and  new,  were  all  displayed  upon  the  stalls ;  and  in  and 
out  amongst  them  passed  crowds  of  men  and  women ;  the  latter 
wearing  large  straw  hats,  but  otherwise  having  a  less  peculiar 
dress  than  the  Tyrolese.  Eating  seemed  as  much  a  part  of  the 
business  of  the  day  as  buying  and  selling :  chestnuts  boiled  in 
pots,  set  over  little  pans  of  charcoal,  and  slices  from  hot  cakes 
made  of  Indian  corn,  and  looking  very  like  gourds,  being  the 
favourite  delicacies.  The  long  arcades  in  the  streets  were  full  of 
bustle  also ;  but  the  square  was  the  chief  attraction,  and  Helen 
acknowledged  to  Susan  that,  if  she  were  allowed  her  choice, 
she  thought  she  should  prefer  staying  there,  if  Annette  could  be 
with  her,  and  trying  to  sketch  rather  than  going  to  the  cathedral. 

Claude  began  a  sentence  which  sounded  as  though  he  intended 
to  offer  to  stay  also ;  but  Helen  interrupted  him  before  it  was 
finished)  by  saying  in  a  very  quiet  tone,  that  she  could  not  allow 
Lady  Augusta  to  drive  about  without  her. 

"  I  would  take  great  care  of  her,"  said  Susan,  whilst  uncon- 
sciously at  the  same  moment  a  change  came  over  her  face,  which 
showed  that  she  did  not  enter  into  the  idea. 

**  Thank  you ;  I  know  you  would.  But  she  was  pleased  with 
my  being  with  her  yesterday,  and  I  would  rather  not  leave  her 
to-day." 

Aj:id  so  they  drove  to  the  cathedral,  a  handsome  but  unfinished 
building,  with  five  domes :  and  Lady  Augusta  sat  in  the  carriage 
whilst  the  rest  went  in,  and  looked  at  Pordenone's  ruined  frescoes, 
and  tried  to  admire  a  Titian  over  the  high  altar,  and  studied  a 
curious  old  picture,  representing  a  procession  of  the  authorities 
of  the  town ;  and  at  last  stole  apart  from  each  other  to  enjoy  the 
building  alone,  till  Holen  suggested  that  Lady  Augusta  would  be 
tired. 

**  Pictures  are  thrown  away  in  a  church,"  said  Claude,  as  he 
seated  himself  in  the  carriage,  and  told  the  driver  to  take  them 
to  San  Nicolo ;  ''  at  least,  that  is  the  conclusion  I  have  arrived 
at.  Perhaps  one  over  the  altar  may  be  an  exception,  but  even 
then  I  doubt  whether  carving  is  not  better.  If  they  are  good 
they  draw  one's  attention  from  the  effect  of  the  building,  and  if 
they  are  bad  they  are  simply  disfigurements." 

"  If  one  could  get  over  the  feeling  that  it  is  one's  duty  to  look 
at  them,  it  would  not  signify,"  said  Susan  ;  "  but  whatever  is  men- 
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tioned  in  the  Guide  Book  it  seems  part  of  one's  travelling  busi- 
ness to  examine.  After  all,  I  suppose,  we  are  great  moral 
cowards  in  these  matters.  Shall  we  give  up  searching  for 
pictures  in  churches  for  the  future,  Helen  ?" 

Helen  did  not  seem  to  understand  that  she  was  addressed ;  but 
when  Susan  repeated  the  question,  she  said,  a  little  sadly,  that 
she  had  not  looked  at  the  pictures  in  the  cathedral ;  at  least,  she 
had  not  thought  about  them. 

"  You  were  with  us,"  said  Claude  quickly. 

"  Only  just  for  the  first  few  minutes ;  but  you  did  not  notice 
when  I  moved  away." 

Claude  was  silent :  and  a  strange  pang  of  pity,  mingled  with 
some  other  feeling,  almost  akin  to  satisfaction,  was  felt  by  Susan. 
It  did  seem  that  when  she  was  near,  Claude  had  no  thought  for 
any  one  else. 

San  Nicolo  was  ugly  enough  on  the  outside  to  induce  Susan 
to  propose  that  they  should  exercise  their  moral  courage,  and  not 
trouble  themselves  to  examine  it;  but  Claude  objected.  It  was 
the  first  specimen  he  had  seen  of  the  old  brick  buildings  to  be 
found  in  the  north  of  Italy,  and  he  was  anxious  to  look  at  it 
more  closely.  Susan,  yielding  to  his  slightest  suggestion,  was 
out  of  the  carriage  before  he  was  able  to  assist  her ;  and  owned 
herself  repaid  by  the  general  effect  of  the  interior,  and  struck  by 
the  peculiarity  of  seeing  the  great  pillars  in  the  aisle  half  covered 
with  crimson  cloth.  Helen,  as  before,  kept  aloof,  and  not  only 
when  they  were  in  the  church,  but  afterwards  as  they  drove 
round  the  town.  She  allowed  Claude  to  continue  a  conversation 
with  Susan  without  attempting  to  take  part  in  it,  and  seemed 
only  employed  in  pointing  out  to  Lady  Augusta  all  that  was 
worth  noticing  ;  whilst  Claude,  safe  from  Annette's  remarks,  and 
delighted  to  find  some  one  who  could  share  his  tastes,  entered 
con  amove  into  the  subject  of  the  Lombard  brick  architecture, 
promising,  as  soon  as  they  reached  Venice,  to  show  Susan  some 
books  upon  the  subject  which  he  had  brought  with  him. 

They  found  Sir  Henry  better  on  their  return.  Claude  acted  the 
part  of  valet,  and  assisted  him  to  dress.  Sir  Henry  himself  made 
many  apologies  for  the  trouble  he  gave,  blaming  himself  for  not 
having  foreseen  the  possibility  of  an  accident,  and  brought  a  servant 
or  a  courier,  or  some  one  of  mankind  with  him ;  an  omission,  he 
assured  Claude,  which  was  entirely  owing  to  Annette,  who  was 
essential  to  Lady  Augusta,  and  had  quarrelled  so  grievously  with 
the  courier  at  Innsbruck  that  they  had  been  obliged  to  leave  him 
behind.     ^^  A  woman  at  the  bottom  of  the  trouble  !— always  the 
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case,  Claude,"  be  said,  whilst  Claude  helped  him  to  hop  into  the 
salon.  "  You  remember  the  story  of  the  Shah  of  Persia :  when 
he  was  told  that  a  workman  had  fallen  from  a  ladder,  he  called 
out,  *Who  is  she?  who  is  she?'  *  Please  your  majesty,  'tis 
a  he.'  *  Nonsense,  there's  never  an  accident  without  a  woman. 
Who  is  she  ?'  The  Shah  was  right,  Claude ;  the  man  had  fallen 
from  his  ladder  because  he  was  looking  at  a  woman  at  a  window. 
Many  a  man  does  that  in  other  countries  besides  Persia." 

They  left  Treviso  early  in  the  afternoon,  Sir  Henry  grumbling 
at  the  dark  salon  in  which  they  had  dined,  and  giving  vent  to  as 
much  rage  as  his  good-nature  would  allow  at  the  terrific  bill 
brought  him  by  the  landlord,  whose  only  excuse  was,  that  he  had 
charged  more  because  it  was  market-day ! 

No  tidings  had  been  heard  of  Captain  Hume  and  his  son ;  but 
Claude  left  a  note,  telling  them  why  he  found  it  impossible  to 
leave  Sir  Henry,  and  ui'ging  them,  if  possible,  to  follow  them  to 
Venice. 


CHAPTER  LXXV. 


Another  long  dull  drive  to  Mestre,  of  all  places  the  most  unin- 
teresting. What  situation  could  be  more  destitute  of  beauty,  than 
the  low  swampy  levels  bordering  the  narrow  channel  of  the  sea 
which  separates  Venice  from  the  mainland?  It  requires  every 
early  historical  association  of  Attila  and  his  invading  Huns,  and 
the  flight  of  the  frightened  Italians,  and  the  wonderful  rise  of  the 
fairy  city  from  the  islands  bordered  by  the  muddy  Lagune,  to 
give  the  slightest  charm  to  the  approach  to  Venice.  Yet  so  strong 
is  the  power  of  imagination,  that  few  probably  can  for  the  first 
time  find  themselves  in  a  gondola,  pushing  off  from  the  shore,  and 
floating  away  between  low  flat  banks,  without  a  house,  a  tree,  or 
even  a  fence  in  view,  and  not  experience  a  sensation  so  new  and 
bewildering,  and  yet  so  exciting,  that  it  would  not  be  exchanged 
for  the  delight  of  the  most  glorious  scenery  of  the  Alps. 

"  A  gondola,  my  dear,  you  see,"  said  Sir  Henry  to  Lady  Au- 
gusta, as  they  drove  down  to  the  waterside,  and  saw  the  long 
narrow  boat,  with  a  curved  beak  and  sepulchral  awning,  drawn 
up  alongside  the  quay. 

Poor  Lady  Augusta  was  tired,  and,  as  usual,  inclined  to  be 
fretful.  She  could  not  see,  she  said,  how  they  were  all  to  get  in- 
to the  gondola,  it  was  so  small.  And  what  would  Sir  Henry  do 
with  his  lame  leg  ? 
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^'  We  must  have  two  gondolas,"  said  Claade,  coining  up  to  the 
side  of  the  carriage —  "  one  for  Annette  and  the  luggage,  and  the 
other  for  ourselves." 

"  Not  quite  room  enough,  I  am  afraid,  even  then,"  said  Sir 
Henry,  laughing,  "  considering  that  I  go  for  two.  Those  ancient 
senators  never  travelled,  I  conclude,  or  they  would  have  provided 
some  more  convenient  mode  of  transit  for  ^e  bags  and  boxes.** 

"  Well !  then  Annette  and  I  will  occupy  the  lugga^-gimdola)" 
said  Claude,  good-naturedly. 

But  Lady  Augusta  would  not  hear  of  such  a  thing.  She  coold 
not  stir  without  Claude.  ^'If  the  gondola  should  ttpeet^"  die 
said,  "  what  would  Sir  Henry  do  ?  " 

Claude  laughed  heartily,  whi<^  rather  displeased  JjwAj  Ajogoste, 
but  she  still  would  not  allow  the  possibility  of  going  in  a  g<»dolt 
without  him.  Susan  was  about  to  speak,  when  the  question  wu 
set  at  rest  by  Helen,  who  pushed  open  the  carriage  door,  jumped 
out,  and  going  up  to  Annette,  said,  "  Now  Annette,  you  and  I 
must  manage  ;  we  are  to  go  together." 

"  Ah !  oui ;  mais  que  ferons-nous  ?  Arretez-vous  !  ou  alleu 
vous  ?  where  you  taking  that  box  ?  "  and  Annette  caught  hold  of 
one  of  the  host  of  porters  and  beggars  who  crowded  the  quay,  and 
were  seizing  upon  the  luggage  as  Pietro  took  it  off  the  carriftge> 
conveying  it  away  whither  they  did  not  take  the  trouble  to  tdL 

Claude  came  to  her  assistance,  and  forbade  any  thing  to  be 
moved  till  he  had  given  orders,  telling  Annette,  at  the  same  time 
to  stand  by  and  guard  it,  whilst  he  placed  Helen  in  the  gondoU. 

"You  solved  our  difficulty  for  us,"  he  said,  when  they  stood  for 
a  moment  together  on  the  quay ;  "  but  no  one  thanked  you." 

"  I  don't  want  thanks,"  was  Helen's  reply ;  "  it  was  my  place." 

And  Claude  said  no  more. 

A  considerable  time  elapsed  before  Sir  Henry  and  Lady  Augoi^ 
and  the  luggage,  and,  above  all,  Annette,  could  be  properly  dis- 
posed of.  Without  Claude's  assistance  it  would  have  been  alnoet 
a  work  of  impossibility.  Annette,  good-natured  in  genenJ,  wu 
still  never  forgetful  of  herself;  and  there  was  a  certain  basket 
containing  some  secret  valuables,  which  was  not  at  onoe  forth- 
coming when  she  looked  for  it  in  the  luggage-gondola ;  and  aoi 
all  Claude's  assurances  that  every  thing  had  been  put  in,  aer 
Helen's  entreaties  that  she  would  not  delay  any  longer,  eeoM 
induce  her  to  move  her  foot  from  the  quay  till  it  was  found. 
Fiercely  she  interrogated  the  unfortunate  porters,  and  threateoed 
the  beggars,  and  scolded  Mademoiselle,  and  cast  scornful  glances 
at  Claude.     They  might  have  waited  for  her  till  msdnigat^  ahe 
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cared  not;  Ladj  Augusta  was  dependent  upon  her,  and  they 
could  not  move  without  her. 

"  Never  mind,"  said  Claude,  seeing  Helen's  distressed  face,  as 
Sir  Henry  raised  his  voice  in  towering  indignation,  whilst  !Lftdy 
Augusta  began  to  cry,  "  we  will  go,  and  return  for  her."  He  made 
a  sign  to  the  gondoliers ;  and  Annette,  seizing  his  arm,  gave  a 
bound,  which  drew  a  shout  of  laughter  from  the  bystanders,  and 
found  her  place  in  the  gondola,  and  her  basket  under  the  seat. 

*^  Off  at  last ! "  said  Sir  Henry,  as  the  gondola  was  pushed  away 
from  the  bank.  '^  We  are  later  than  we  ought  to  be ;  but  that 
we  always  are.  Annette  shall  have  a  considerable  rowing  when 
we  get  back  to  Ivors ;  we  can't  a^rd  it  now." 

He  looked  round  rather  anxiously.  The  evening  shades  were 
deepening,  and  clouds  were  gathering  in  the  sky,  threatening  a 
thunderstorm.  No  one  replied  to  his  observation.  The  stillness 
of  the  air  and  the  gliding  motion  of  the  gondola,  moving  on 
seemingly  without  effort,  had  a  subduing,  solemnising  effect  upon 
the  spirits  of  alL  It  seemed  as  though  they  were  wandering  forth 
on  a  voyage  of  discovery,  propelled  by  some  unknown  power. 
There  was  neither  the  restless  life  of  the  ocean  nor  the  firmness 
of  the  land  to  give  strength  and  energy  to  their  movements ;  but 
on  they  floated,  slumberingly,  silently,  as,  in  search  of  some 
phantom  city  of  rest,  lying  far  off,  amidst  the  shadows  of  night. 

Another  delay  : —  An  Austrian  government  vessel  was  moored 
at  the  entrance  of  the  narrow  passage,  and  passports  were  de- 
mfuided,  and  given  up  to  be  examined:  and  Lady  Augusta  fell 
fairly  asleep,  whilst  the  gondola  waited  beneath  the  dark  vessel, — 
the  light  of  some  dim  candles  bringing  out,  in  Bembrandt-like 
relief,  the  figures  of  the  few  soldiers  on  the  deck. 

But  an  end  came  at  last.  The  passports  were  restored ;  and 
again  they  glided  on,  away  from  the  narrow  banks,  and  across 
one  of  the  many  channels  of  the  Adriatic,  which  open  a  way 
through  the  Lagune  to  the  island  city. 

"  See,"  said  Claude, — he  laid  one  hand  involuntarily  upon  Susan's, 
and  with  the  other  pointed  to  the  horizon.  A  fiash  of  lightning 
glanced  from  the  dsu'k  clouds ;  and,  rising  out  of  the  water,  a  line 
of  tall,  miflty  buildings  burst  for  one  moment  upon  the  sight,  and 
then  all  was  darkness  again,  and  silence,  and  mystery,  till  the 
sound  of  bells,  with  a  slow  and  heavy  toll,  came  softly  over  the 
sea ;  and  they  had  reached  Venice. 

The  flashes  of  the  summer  lightning  soon  became  more  brilliant 
Lady  Augusta,  aroused  from  her  short  slumber,  would  have  been 
exoited  and  frightened  but  for  Claude's  presence.    Her  trust  in 
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him  seemed  unbounded ;  and  he  managed  her  so  kindly,  yet  so 
firmly ;—  Susan  could  not  help  saying  to  him  once,  that  they  must 
be  very  thankful  to  him ;  and  he  answered  simply,  that  it  was  an 
equal  cause  of  thankfulness  to  him.  His  first  sight  of  Venice 
would  have  been  very  different  to  him  if  he  had  been  with  those 
who  could  not  feel  with  him. 

A  line  of  houses  was  now  before  them.  It  seemed  that  they 
were  approaching  directly  in  front  of  them ;  but  the  gondoliers 
dexterously  turned  a  sharp  corner,  and  they  found  themselves  in 
a  street  of  water, — the  tall,  irregular  houses  on  each  side,  built  of 
brick,  and  having  sufficient  space  before  them  for  a  footpath. 
But  this  was  only  at  the  entrance  of  the  city :  as  the  gondohu 
entered  narrower  canals,  the  walls  of  the  buildings  came  close  to 
the  water's  edge,  and  doors  opened  from  the  houses  directly  upon 
it.  Yet  the  sight  of  human  habitations  gave  but  little  idea  of 
human  existence.  Gloom,  stillness,  mystery  brooded  over  the 
faintly-gleaming,  watery  streets.  There  were  no  sounds  of  mirth 
in  the  houses,  no  indications  of  the  bustle  of  traffic  or  the  excite- 
ment of  pleasure.  The  idea  of  any  living  being  as  connected  with 
those  once  princely  dwellings  never  suggested  itself  to  the  mind 
It  might  well  have  been  a  city  of  the  dead ;  for  the  only  life 
that  exhibited  itself  was  the  ghostly  gondola  which  occasionallj 
glided  by  like  a  floating  coffin,  giving  notice  of  its  approach  by 
the  light  fastened  to  the  awning,  and  casting  a  sudden  gleam  upon 
the  carving  and  ornament  of  some  house,  splendid  even  in  its 
decay ;  and  then  passing  noiselessly  away,  and  leaving  all  again 
to  the  increasing  darkness. 

But  the  gondolas  emerged  from  the  narrow  canal,  and  crossed 
one  much  broader,  and  more  winding  in  its  course.  Lights  were 
seen  in  the  houses,  lights  upon  the  wide  covered  bridge,  with  its 
single  arch  spanning  the  canal. 

"The  Rialto,"  said  Claude  to  Susan;  and  she  instinctively 
looked  up,  as  though  the  forms  of  Shylock  and  Antonio  were  still 
to  be  seen  there,  forgetful  of  Murray's  warning,  so  kindly  de- 
structive of  all  such  fond  imaginations,  that  in  Shakspeare*s  time 
the  present  Ponte  di  Rialto  could  scarcely  have  been  completed. 

"  If  Helen  were  but  with  us ! "  said  Susan.  She  looked  back 
to  be  quite  certain  that  the  other  gondola  was  following. 

"  We  could  have  found  room  for  her,"  said  Sir  Henry ;  "  onlj 
she  was  so  quick  in  her  arrangements.  I  think  she  likes  to  make 
a  victim  of  herself.** 

Claude  bent  over  the  side  of  the  gondola,  and  strained  his  eyes 
to  see.    He  fell  into  a  reverie  after  Sir  Henry's  remark,  and 
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Susan  was  fretted  at  finding  that  the  congenial  silence  was  quite 
broken,  and  that  she  was  obliged  to  talk  to  her  uncle,  and  to  Lady 
Augusta. 

"  We  must  be  near  Danieli's  now,"  said  Sir  Henry ;  "  I  believe 
it  is  close  upon  the  Grand  Canal." 

Lady  Augusta  was  revived  by  the  intelligence,  for  she  was 
becoming  excessively  tired,  and  inclined  to  complain  because 
Annette  was  not  with  her,  though  what  assistance  Annette  could 
have  afforded  under  the  circumstances  was  quite  a  problem. 

"  Not  quite  so  close  either,"  continued  Sir  Henry,  in  a  disap- 
pointed tone.  "  Why,  we  are  getting  into  those  narrow  places 
again, — very  romantic,  I  dare  say  they  are,  but  there  is  no  end 
to  them." 

Sir  Henry  was  right.  In  and  out  went  the  gondolas  again,  all 
in  the  darkness  and  quietness.  At  length  they  entered  one  canal 
which  was  singularly  narrow  and  gloomy.  The  dim  light  still 
lingering  in  the  sky  showed  that  it  was  shut  in  by  two  large 
buildings  ;  one  lofty  and  richly  ornamented,  the  other  lower  and 
perfectly  plain.     A  high  covered  bridge  connected  them. 

"  II  Ponte  dei  Sospiri,"  said  the  foremost  gondolier ;  and  even 
Lady  Augusta  sat  more  upright  as  they  drew  near  the  Bridge  of 
Sighs ;  and  turning  to  her  husband,  she  said  :  "  Do  they  keep 
the  people  in  prison  now,  as  they  used  to  do  ? " 

Sir  Henry  made  no  reply.  They  were  passing  under  the  high 
arch ;  and  even  sixty  years  of  rough  contact  with  the  world  had 
not  extinguished,  though  it  might  have  deadened,  the  feelings  of 
horror  and  indignation  which  the  most  noted  scene  of  Venetian 
tyranny  is  calculated  to  excite.  But  they  were  only  momentary. 
The  gondola  turned  sharply  round  the  corner  of  the  palace,  and 
once  more  they  were  in  the  Grand  Canal,  and  in  sight  of  the 
brilliantly  lighted  and  exquisitely  beautiful  arcades  of  thePiazzetta 
of  St.  Mark,  with  the  tall  granite  Byzantine  columns,  keeping 
guard,  as  it  were,  over  the  soul  of  the  city. 

For  human  existence  in  Venice — that  existence  at  least,  which 
I.     first  meets  the  eye  of  the  stranger — is  all  concentrated  in  the 
^     great  square  of  St.  Mark :  without,  all  is  still  and  sepulchral  in 
I     its  solemnity;  within,   all  is  mirth,  light,  and  gaiety.     As  the 
i    republic  was  in  its  political  career,  so  is  the  city  still  in  its  out- 
ward form — life  and  death,  the  most  sparkling  beauty  and  the 
'    deepest  gloom,  have  there  for  centuries  stood  side  by  side  ;  and 
■i    the  noiseless  transition  from  the  dazzling  loveliness  of  the  Piaz- 
zetta  to  the  darkness  of  the  Bridge  of  Sighs,  is  but  the  type  of  that 
i    secret,  sudden,  often  repeated  transit^  so  common  in  Venetian 
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history,  from  the  hopes  and  gladness  of  life  to  the  dread  stilhiess 
of  the  grave. 

"  Danieli's  at  last ! "  It  was  Claude  who  made  the  remazi^  as 
they  stopped  in  front  of  an  archway  in  a  side  canal,  with  st^ 
leading  down  to  the  water's  edge.  Claude  hastened  to  inquire  for 
rooms,  as  they  had  been  ordered  some  days  before,  and  he  sup- 
posed they  were  all  ready.  But  the  face  of  the  master  of  the 
hotel  excited  his  consternation.  He  seemed  totally  unprepared 
for  such  an  arrival — there  had  been  some  mistake.  Rooms  bad, 
indeed,  been  ordered  for  a  party  travelling  from  Innsbruck,  but 
they  had  arrived,  they  had  already  taken  possession. 

"  No  mistake  at  all,**  was  Claude's  answer.  "  We  "wrote  to  i 
friend  to  engage  the  rooms ;  we  expected  to  have  the  rooms ;  in 
fact,  we  must  have  them.  There  are  two  invalids  in  the  party, 
and  they  must  be  accommodated." 

"  Very  unfortunate !  extremely  perplexing  ! "  The  civil  land- 
lord's obsequiousness  increased  with  his  difficulties  :  "  he  had  no 
doubt  he  should  be  able  to  manage ;  the  hotel  happened  ocfor- 
tunately  to  be  extremely  full ;  but  he  had  rooms,  very  comfortable 
—  they  should  be  prepared." 

Claude  hesitated,  having  some  doubt  about  the  comfortable 
rooms  in  a  house  already  overcrowded.  He  went  back  to  su*'*^ 
to  Sir  Henry  that  they  should  try  another  hotel. 

Lady  Augusta,  however,  was  urgent  to  remain  where  they  were; 
she  was  very  tired,  and  wanted  to  go  to  bed,  and  she  tried  to 
leave  the  gondola  even  before  Claude  was  ready  to  give  her  his 
hand. 

Sir  Henry  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  said  she  must  have  her 
way ;  but  he  would  not  attempt  to  move  himself  until  he  was 
quite  sure  that  Lady  Augusta  would  not  change  her  mind.  "And 
you  can  stay  too,  Susan,"  he  added. 

But  Susan  had  followed  Lady  Augusta,  and  was  already  stand- 
ing on  the  steps. 

"  We  must  not  forget  that  there  are  letters  here,"  she  said. 
"  Sir  John  Hume,  must  have  remembered  them,  in  spite  of  the 
blunder  about  the  rooms." 

"  But  Claude  can  ask  for  them,  child ;  there  is  no  occasioii  for 
you  to  trouble  yourself." 

"  Thank  you,  no ;  I  would  rather  go,  it  will  make  me  happier  T 
and  Susan,  in  her  eagerness,  hastened  after  the  master  of  th« 
hotel,  asking  her  own  questions,  without  waiting  for  Claude. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  Susan  ?  Why  does  she  fturry  so?** 
said  Lady  Augusta,  as  Claude  led  her  slowly  up  the  staircase. 
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"  She  heard  from  home  a  short  time  ago ;  what  can  she  want  to 
hear  again  for  ?" 

Claud^  smiled  at  the  question.  He  had  not  remarked  Susan's 
eagerness  as  anj  thing  unusual,  until  Ladj  Augusta  drew  his  at- 
tention to  it.  Then  it  made  but  little  impression,  for  he  was 
thinking  only  of  the  "  comfortable  apartments."  They  were 
shown  into  a  dingy  salon,  evidently  the  forlorn  hope  of  the  hotel, 
never  to  be  used  except  in  cases  of  emergency.  Lady  Augusta 
sat  down  in  the  nearest  chair,  and  looked  round  her  in  dismay. 
"  Venice ! — this  Venice !  **     She  had  expected  a  palace. 

"  The  best  we  have,  very  sorry ;  but  all  will  be  found  extremely 
comfortable,"  said  the  landlord,  with  one  of  his  most  courteous 
bows. 

"  I  should  like  to  have  the  letters  very  much,"  said  Susan,  in 
a  timid  tone. 

"But  we  must  look  at  the  bedrooms  first,"  observed  Lady 
Augusta,  fretfully.  "  I  don't  see  how  we  are  to  sleep  in  a  place 
like  this ;  and  beds  were  ordered.  It  is  very  wrong ;  we  sht)uld 
not  have  cared  what  we  paid.  Where  is  Annette  ?  I  want  her." 
Annette  appeared  at  the  door  with  Helen,  porters  followed 
behind,  bringing  boxes  and  bags,  with  which  the  floor  was  soon 
covered. 

"  I  could  not  prevent  them,"  said  Helen,  going  up  to  Claude. 
"  I  suspect  the  landlord  had  given  them  orders,  not  wishing  to 
J     lose  us.     But  these  rooms  won't  do." 

"  They  must  for  to-night,"  observed  Claude.  "  Won't  you  look 
at  the  bedrooms  now  ?  and  then  I  will  go  back  for  Sir  Henry." 

"  VeneZj  mademoiselle,  venez"  said  Annette,  authoritatively, 
opening  the  door  of  a  bedroom  adjoining  the  salon.  ^*  Miss 
Graham,  you  come  too." 

But  Susan  was  quite  lost  to  present  interests.  The  landlord 
y  had  produced  a  letter  for  her ;  and  in  the  midst  of  the  bustle  and 
'  chattering,  the  rushing  to  and  fro,  the  flinging  down  of  boxes 
upon  the  floors,  the  complaints  of  Annette,  and  the  murmurings 
'  of  Lady  Augusta,  she  stood  reading  her  letter  by  the  light  of  a 
*  dim  lamp,  placed  upon  a  square,  uncovered  table,  which  only 
■  served  to  bring  out  in  stronger  relief  the  general  discomfort  of  the 
^   apartment. 

Claude  glanced  at  her  countenance — excitement,  agitation,  a 

'  strange  mixture  of  joy  and  sorrow  were  to  be  read  there.     She 

.   read  on  and  on  rapidly,  as  though  she  could  not  bear  to  lose  a 

^  word :  then  turned  back  to  obtain  a  meaning  which  in  }ier  eager- 
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ness  she  had  missed ;  and  at  length,  folding  up  the  letter,  looked 
round  her,  with  the  air  of  one  just  wakened  from  a  dream. 

'^  Lady  Augusta  and  Helen  are  gone  to  see  the  bedroomis,''  said 
Claude. 

"  Oh !  yes."  Susan's  very  quiet  manner  was  restored  when  she 
became  conscious  of  the  presence  of  another,  and  she  walked  into 
the  adjoining  room  without  allowing  any  further  sign  of  excited 
feeling  to  betray  itself.  Here  she  found  sufficient  certainly  to 
concentrate  her  attention  upon  the  present.  Lady  Augusta  was 
almost  in  hysterics.  "  Such  a  cold  unfurnished  room  !  Such  a 
miserable  place !  And  beds  covered  in  with  those  curtains,  they 
would  stifle  her;  she  should  not  sleep  all  night.  Mosquitoes !  what 
business  had  mosquitoes  in  a  first-rate  hotel  ?  It  was  quite  shock- 
ing. And  how  could  she  dress  ?  There  was  no  dressing-table,— 
no  washing-stand, — nothing.  Danieli's  hotel  good  !  It  was  the 
very  worst  she  had  ever  entered." 

Helen  suggested  that  they  had  no  right  to  expect  any  thing 
better  under  the  circumstances.  These  were  evidently  never  used 
except  from  necessity. 

"  Then  why  give  them  to  us?  it  is  an  insult.  I  won't  stay  here. 
How  am  I  to  dress  ? " 

Annette  opened  the  door  into  a  little  dressing-room,  but  this 
only  served  to  make  matters  worse.  It  was  but  a  long  dark  strip; 
the  floor,  encrusted  to  represent  marble,  seemed  a  mixture  of  c(M 
and  dirt.  Lady  Augusta  looked  in,  and  then  sat  down  in  a  chair 
wri^iging  her  hands.    . 

"  We  will  go  to  another  hotel,  dear  mamma,"  said  Helen,  gently. 
"  This  is  not  the  only  one  to  be  found  in  Venice." 

"  But  to-night !  what  for  to-night  ?  "  exclaimed  Annette.  "  Just 
see ;"  she  pointed  to  some  boxes,  which  had  been  brought  into  the 
room.     "  It  will  take  an  hour  to  carry  them  downstairs  again." 

Helen  drew  near  to  Susan,  who  was  standing  in  the  doorway 
between  the  salon  and  the  bedroom.  "  What  must  w^e  do?"  she 
said  ;  "  if  this  is  the  best  room,  what  will  the  worst  be  ?  I  don't 
think  we  possibly  can  remain."  ^ 

Susan,  usually  so  sympathetic,  appeared  suddenly  to  have  lost 
her  sympathy.  She  answered,  in  an  abstracted,  wondering  tone, 
"Can't  we?" 

Helen  was  provoked,  and  said  sharply,  "No,  we  can't.  Mamnu 
won't  bear  it."  But  the  irritation  was  checked  in  a  moment,  as 
she  added,  "  I  think,  Susan,  you  are  tired." 

"Rather,  yes ;  perhaps  it  would  be  better  to  try  another  hotel,'' 
s«aid  Susan,  endeavouring  to  shake  off*  her  absen  ce  of  mind.    She 
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moved  to  speak  to  Claude ;  but  he  was  quite  close,  and  had  heard 
what  passed.  Scarcely  noticing  Helen,  he  addressed  himself  to 
Susan,  seeming  to  imagine  that  the  arrangement  of  every  thing 
rested  with  her.  It  was  quite  clear,  he  said,  that  it  would  be 
better  to  try  another  hotel ;  but  as  the  ^ame  thing  might  happen 
again,  he  thought  it  would  be  better  to  order  tea  for  Lady 
Augusta,  Helen,  and  Susan,  and  then  go  himself  in  the  gondola 
with  Sir  Henry,  to  see  if  they  could  find  better  accommodation  at 
the  Imperatore,  which  had  also  been  recommended  to  him.  If 
they  could  have  superior  rooms  there,  he  would  return  for  them. 

He  said  this  to  Susan ;  but  it  was  Helen  who  thanked  him,  so 
heartily,  so  gracefully !  with  her  marvellously  bewitching  smile ; 
softened,  as  it  had  been  of  late,  into  an  expression  in  which  a 
latent  sadness  could  always  be  perceived.  It  was  a  reproach  to 
Claude's  sensitive  conscience  for  not  having  put  her  prominently 
forward ;  but  Helen  was  always  in  the  background  now,  except 
where  Lady  Augusta's  comfort  was  concerned. 

Lady  Augusta,  after  a  little  persuasion,  consented  to  the  plan 
proposed.  Tea  was  prepared  in  the  general  salon  of  the  hotel,  a 
long,  large  room,  not  particularly  attractive  in  appearance ;  but 
it  was  a  great  luxury  to  have  good  coffee,  and  fresh  bread  and 
butter,  and  all  other  et-ceteras  placed  upon  the  table  in  a  style 
which  would  not  have  disgraced  Paris ;  and  again  Lady  Augusta's 
mind  had  assumed  a  new  phase,  and  when  Claude  returned  with 
the  intelligence  that  he  had  secured  splendid  rooms  at  the  Impe- 
ratore, she  would  willingly  have  remained  where  she  was,  and 
might  even  have  complained  of  Claude,  if  Helen  had  not  under- 
taken his  defence,  and  insisted  that  they  were  under  the  greatest 
obligation  to  him  and  could  not  possibly  have  managed  without 
him. 

So  orders  were  given  to  Annette  to  pack  the  carpet-bags  again, 
she  in  her  energy  having  begun  to  unpack  them,  and  once  more 
the  porters  rushed  backwards  and  forwards  with  the  luggage,  and 
the  landlord,  polite  still,  but  very  cold,  was  paid  his  bill,  and  in 
about  ten  minutes'  time,  the  whole  party  were  gliding,  as  before, 
in  a  gondola,  along  the  great  thoroughfare  of  the  silent  city. 
This  time  it  was  Susan  who  took  her  place  with  the  luggage, 
before  any  one  had  time  to  remark  what  she  wjis  doing.  Claude 
and  Helen  sat  together  without  speaking,  whilst  the  brilliant 
Piazza,  the  tall  buildings,  the  lights  in  the  windows  reflected  in 
the  water,  passed  before  them  like  the  unrealised  beauty  of  a 
dream;  and  like  a  dream  too,  or  rather  like  the  unsubstantial 
reality  of  fairy  land,  was  the  grandeur  of  the  Imperatore,  a  palace 
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in  appearance,  once  a  palace  in  fact.  The  flight  of  broad  steps, 
imd  the  large  court  surrounded  by  pillars,  and  having  a  fountain 
in  the  centre,  the  splendid  suite  of  rooms,  with  painted  walls  and 
eeiling,  floors  representing  marbles,  and  sofas  and  chairs  covered 
with  crimson  and  white  damask,  were  strangely  in  contrast  with 
the  dinginess  of  Treviso,  and  the  scantily-furnished  apartments 
of  Capo  di  Ponte,  and  Cortina  d'Ampezzo ;  and  at  last  Ladj 
Augusta  and  Sir  Henry  were  thoroughly  satisfied* 

Perhaps  they  were  the  only  members  of  the  party  who  had 
cause  to  be  so. 


CHAPTER  LXXVI. 


Susan  was  the  first  person  who  appeared  in  the  salon  the  next 
morning.  Helen  was  tired,  and  had  taken  advantage  of  the  cer- 
tainty that  Lady  Augusta  would  be  late.  She  was  in  much  better 
spirits,  however,  as  Susan  informed  Claude  when  he  joined  her; 
for  she  was  sanguine  as  to  the  eflect  of  rest  and  quiet  amusement 
upon  Lady  Augusta's  mind.  As  to  Susan's  own  spirits,  Claude 
did  not,  of  course,  inquire  about  them ;  but  they  were  a  problem 
to  him.  She  talked  a  good  deal,  yet  rather  as  though  she  were 
trying  to  keep  down  some  thought  which  would  strive  to  be 
uppermost,  than  as  if  really  interested,  even  in  Venice.  Yet  the 
palace  of  the  Foscari  was  immediately  opposite,  and  the  waters  of 
the  Grand  Canal  were  before  her,  and  the  gondolas  passed  back- 
wards and  forwards  in  front  of  the  windows,  giving  a  view  of 
that  singular  amphibious  life  which  only  Venice  can  ofier,  and 
which  it  would  seem  must  occupy  the  attention,  if  any  thing 
external  can.  But  no,  Susan  was  not  occupied ;  and  Claude  heard 
her  confess  to  Helen,  when  after  some. delay  they  all  sat  down  to 
breakfast,  that  she  had  passed  a  sleepless  night. 

"  Papa  says  we  must  engage  a  gondola  to  take  us  out  regularly," 
said  Helen.  "I  went  into  his  room  just  now  to  ask  him  how  be 
was ;  and  he  says  he  is  so  much  better,  that  he  thinks  in  a  day 
or  two  he  shall  be  able  to  take  care  of  us  himself." 

Claude's  countenance  fell.  He  said,  rather  drily  :  «In  that 
case,  if  Captain  Hume  should  be  in  Venice,  I  shall  be  able  to  go 
to  Milan  with  him,  as  I  at  first  intended." 

Susan's  hand  trembled  as  she  was  lifting  her  coffee  cup ;  bat 
no  one  saw  it,  and  Helen  said,  quietly :  "  We  should  be  sorry  to 
interrupt  your  plans,  but  you  have  been  a  great  help  to  us." 
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"  A  crutch  for  Sir  Henry,"  said  Claude,  trying  to  laugh ;  "but, 
if  I  am  to  go  soon,  I  must  make  the  best  use  of  my  time.  Do 
you  think  you  shall  be  able  to  go  out  this  morning  ?  "  he  added, 
addressing  Lady  Augusta. 

"  Perhaps,  by  and  by,  in  the  evening  ;  but  it  is  pleasant  sitting 
at  the  window,  and  the  heat  makes  me  ill." 

Claude  looked  very  blank.  He  had  not  exactly  calculated 
before  upon  the  difficulties  of  seeing  Venice  when  both  Sir  Henry 
and  Lady  Augusta  were  invalids. 

"  Sir  John  and  Lady  Hume,"  he  said,  "  were  to  take  up  their 
quarters  at  the  Leone  Bianco,  I  believe ;  the  distance  is  not  very 
great,  I  could  go  to  them  this  morning,  and  if  you  did  not  dislike 
the  idea  of  seeing  them,  they  might  be  useful  to  Helen,  and  "  —  a 
slight  pause  —  "Miss  Graham." 

"  Mamma  won't  like  it,"  replied  Helen,  quickly ;  "  she  has  not 
seen  Lady  Hume  for  a  long  time,  and  we  can  wait  very  well. 
Papa  will  be  better,  I  dare  say,  in  a  day  or  two." 

But  Claude  persisted,  and  pressed  the  question  again  upon  Lady 
Augusta,  who  seemed  annoyed,  and  said  that  they  might  as  well 
be  in  England  if  they  were  to  have  only  English  people  about 
them. 

"  Pray,  pray  don't,"  said  Helen,  in  an  under  tone ;  but  Lady 
Augusta  heard. 

"  Why  do  you  say  don't  ?  what  do  you  mean  ?  I  can't  bear 
mysteries.     Why  can't  you  all  speak  out  ?  what  is  the  matter  ?  " 

"  Nothing,  dear  mamma  I  only  Claude  is  anxious  we  should  go 
about  and  see  every  thing,  and  we  are  willing  to  wait  till  you 
can  take  ua,"  answered  Helen,  soothingly. 

"  I  don't  want  you  to  wait  for  me,  I  can  do  very  well  with 
Annette,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  in  a  fretful  tone.  "  People  who 
are  ill  are  always  in  the  way.  It  would  be  a  good  thing  if  I  was 
taken  out  of  it." 

Helen's  eyes  filled  with  tears.  She  turned  appealingly  to 
Susan,  who  had  been  sitting  very  silent,  pretending  to  eat  rather 
than  really  eating  her  breakfast,  and  said :  "  What  are  we  to  do  ?  " 
Susan  started ;  her  thoughts  had  been  absent,  she  only  half  com« 
prehended  the  question,  and  in  reply  observed  that  she  had  letters 
to  write. 

"  Then  you  had  better  go  out  by  yourself,"  continued  Helen, 
speaking  to  Claude  with  quiet  determination  of  manner ;  "  and  if 
you  will  engage  a  gondola  for  us  for  the  evening,  we  shall  do 
very  well,  very  well  indeed,"  she  added,  cheerfully.  "  With  the 
Palazzo  Foscari  before  us,  what  can  we  want  more  ?  " 
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She  rose  from  the  breakfast-table  as  she  spoke,  and  proposed  to 
Lady  Augusta  to  have  her  chair  drawn  near  the  -window.  Clande 
assisted  her  in  moving  it,  whilst  Susan  left  the  room. 

Annette  was  summoned  to  bring  Lady  Augusta's  work-basket, 
and  attend  to  several  other  little  needs,  any  one  of  w^hich,  neg- 
lected, would  have  caused  a  fit  of  ill-humour  ;  and  Claude  pro- 
posed to  go  and  see  Sir  Henry.  Yet  he  lingered  in  the  room 
still.  Helen  was  searching  in  her  portfolio  for  some  drawing- 
paper,  having  a  fancy  to  sketch  some  of  the  beautiful  bits  of 
ornamental  architecture  on  the  opposite  side  of  the  canal.  He 
went  up  to  her,  and  asked,  in  a  low  voice,  whether  she  was  qaitc 
sure  they  were  right  about  Lady  Hume. 

"  Quite  sure  we  must  do  whatever  pleases  mamma,"  replied 
Helen,  bending  down  over  her  drawing. 

"  But  your  cousin  ?  Won't  you  think  of  her  ?  "  said  Claude, 
eagerly. 

Helen's  eyes  were  raised  for  a  moment  to  his  with  an  involun- 
tary, but  searching,  look  of  inquiry.  As  they  sank  again,  she 
said,  "  I  did  not  remember  her.  I  will  talk  to  mamma  again  ;  or, 
perhaps,  if  Lady  Hume  would  call,  I  would  see  her  if  mammi 
would  not ;  and  then,  if  she  were  going  anywhere,  Susan  might 
go  with  her." 

"  And  you  ?  "  said  Claude. 

"  I  can't  go  ;  it  doesn't  signify ;  don't  think  about  me."  Hefcn 
moved  away,  apparently  unwilling  to  pursue  the  conversation; 
and  Claude  went  to  Sir  Henry.  He  came  back  again  after  some 
time,  saying  that  he  was  going  out,  and  should  engage  a  gondob 
for  a  week,  and  call  at  the  post  office  ;  perhaps,  also,  he  might  go 
to  the  Leone  Bianco,  and  see  Sir  John  and  Lady  Hame,  and 
learn  if  Captain  Hume  was  expected.  He  said  this  intending 
Lady  Augusta  to  remark  upon  it ;  but  she  said  nothing,  neither 
did  Helen. 

Lady  Augusta  took  her  crochet,  Helen  her  drawing,  Susan  her 
writing-case.  They  might  have  been  at  home  as  regarded  their 
occupations,  except  that  the  exquisite  outline  of  Helen's  sketch 
could  never  have  been  suggested  by  any  architecture  in  Cngland. 
The  quietness  was  so  singular,  from  the  absence  of  all  the  usual 
noises  of  a  great  city,  that  it  struck  Helen  at  last  with  a  sense  of 
the  ludicrous.  "Would  any  one  believe,"  she  exclaimed,  "th«t 
three  people  could  sit  themselves  down,  as  we  are  doing  now,  to 
crochet,  and  dull  sketching,  and  writing,  with  Venice  before 
them  unseen  ?  " 

"  Necessity,"  replied  Susan,  without  raising  her  eyes ;  and  Afi 
went  on  writing  rapi^Vy. 
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Helen  laid  down  her  pencil,  and  watched  her.     "  Susan,  I  envy 
you  ;  I  would  give  worlds  to  be  so  quiet." 

"Am  I  quiet?"  replied  Susan.     She  did  look  up  now ;  and  her 
full,  dark  grey  eyes  seemed  expanded  with  some  intense  feeling. 
J      She  put  a  letter  across  the  table   to   Helen,  and  said,  "Read 
:      that/* 

I  And  Helen  read ;  and  when  she  had  finished,  she  folded  up  the 
,|  letter  again,  and,  stealing  gently  to  the  opposite  side  of  the  table, 
I  so  as  not  to  attract  Lady  Augusta's  attention,  bent  over  Susan, 
^  and,  kissing  her  tenderly,  said,  in  a  low  voice,  "  I  am  so  glad  if 
^j    you  are." 

"  Yes,  I  am,  —  I  think  so  ;  but  it  is  all  strange.     I  will  tell  you 
•,    more  by  and  by ;  but  I  wanted  you  to  know." 

Helen  returned  to  her  drawing,  Susan  to  her  writing. 
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CiAUDE  in  the  meantime  was  gliding  down  the  Grand  Canal. 

He  engaged  a  gondola  for  the  week,  went  to  the  post  office,  and 
to  the  Leone  Bianco,  found  Lady  Hume  at  home  -and  enlisted  her 
compassion  in  behalf  of  Helen  and  Susan,  and  persuaded  her  to 
call  in  the  afternoon  and  take  them  to  the  Piazza  and  St.  Mark's, 
roused  Miss  Hume  to  enthusiasm  on  the  subject  of  pictures,  and 
proposed  a  plan  for  spending  the  next  morning  at  the  Academia, 
and,  m  fact,  played  so  perfectly  the  part  of  brother  and  disinter- 
ested friend,  tliat  neither  Lady  Hume  nor  her  daughters,  when 
they  gossiped  about  him  after  he  was  gone,  could  find  any  thing 
in  what  he  had  said  or  done  to  excite  any  interesting  speculation 
as  to  his  feelings,  except  that  he  had  spoken  of  Helen  as  Miss 
Clare  ;  and  so  they  supposed  he  must  still  bear  her  a  grudge  for 
having  jilted  him. 

Poor  Claude  I  he  floated  back  to  the  Imperatore,  yielding  him- 
self to  the  luxurious  feelings  caused  by  the  delicious  climate,  and 
^  the  gliding  motion,  and  the  magic  beauty  of  the  buildings,  whilst 
care  was  lulled  to  rest,  and  sorrow  so  soothed  that  it  ceased  to  be 
pain ;  and  hope,  gentle  and  enticing,  lured  him  on  to  those  soft, 
rainbow-like  visions  of  the  future  which  we  indulge  unconscious 
of  danger,  because  there  appears  no  prospect  of  their  being 
realised.  Life  in  that  marvellous  city  of  beauty  and  repose 
appeared  so  unlike  the  bustling  selfishness  and  the  harsh  conflict 
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with  opposing  wills  to  which  he  had  of  late  been  accustomed, 
that  he  thought  of  it  as  of  a  different  existence ;  and  once  more 
the  deep  poetry  of  his  nature  was  awakened  within  him,  and  he 
dreamed  of  happiness. 

Yet  it  was  not  the  happiness  which  he  had  pictored  to  himsdf 
at  Ivors,  when  in  the  fulness  of  his  devotion  he  had  knelt  before 
Helen  Clare  and  offered  his  heart,  not  to  her,  but  to  the  creature 
of  his  own  imagination.  That  dream,  from  which  he  had  been 
80  rudely  awakened,  could  never  return.  He  might  love,  but  it 
would  be  in  a  different  way.  His  was  not  a  nature  to  be  de- 
ceived twice ;  and  now  the  form  which  hovered  before  his  eyes, 
though  it  had  the  outward  lineaments  of  the  8ame  Helen,  bore 
the  impress  of  a  character  far  different  from  that  Tfrhich  he  hid 
then,  even  in  his  highest  moments,  imagined. 

He  saw  her  not  as  an  angel,  but  a  woman — with  much  to 
repent  of — much  for  which  even  ho  could  attempt  no  extenuation; 
but  conscious  of  her  faults,  struggling  against  the  temptations 
which  beset  her  to  yield  to  them,  with  the  strength  which  gave 
the  victory  to  the  martyrs  of  old  ;  and  bearing  with  her  wher- 
ever she  moved  the  power  of  that  deep-rooted  earnestness  of 
purpose  which  is  the  life  of  ever  self-denying,  action,  and  with- 
out which  action  is  worthless.  Lovely  she  was  still ;  but  it  wis 
a  beauty  which  angels  might  share,  for  it  was  the  loveliness  of  * 
redeemed  and  purified  spirit ;  and  when  age  should  destroy  the 
freshness  of  its  charm,  it  would  still  be  there,  seen  by  the  eye  d 
God,  and  acknowledged  by  the  reverence  of  man.  Graceful  9^ 
and  winning,  she  appeared  to  him  ;  but  the  grace  was  accoB' 
panied  by  the  repose  of  humility,  and  the  winning  brightness  of 
her  smile  was  tempered  by  the  thoughtful  sadness  ot  one  whft 
could  never  forget  that  God  had  placed  before  her  "Ufe  vA 
death,  blessing  and  cursing,"  and  that,  by  the  wilfulness  of  her 
own  choice,  she  had  turned  from  life,  and  accepted  death. 

When  Claude  landed  at  the  steps  of  the  Imperatore,  the  fevexri 
thought  working  in  his  brain  was, — did  the  Helen  so  changed, 
so  chastened,  look  upon  him  with  an  eye  as  different  from  thf 
fancy  of  former  days  as  that  with  which  he  regarded  her  ? 

It  was  a  question  to  be  solved, — how,  when,  w^here,  he  kn«» 
not,  and  could  not  trust  himself  to  think. 

Annette  met  him  in  the  court  yard :  he  had  a  letter  for  hfli 
and  gave  it,  and  received,  instead  of  thanks,  complaints  that  she 
had  not  had  it  before.  She  tried  to  prevent  him  from  going  in: 
Lady  Augusta,  she  said,  was  resting  on  the  sofa  in  the  salon ;  i»i 
it  would  be  better  not  to  interrupt  her.    Dinner  had  been  ordeis^ 


IVORS.  427 

at  two  o'clock ;  and  they  were  all  going  out  in  the  gondola  after- 
wards.    Sir  Henry  was  writing  in  his  room. 

There  was  no  companionship  for  Claude;  and  unable,  in  the 
present  state  of  his  mind,  to  bear  solitude,  he  dismissed  his  gondola, 
and  hurried  away  to  find  the  intricate  alleys  and  narrow  lanes  in 
which  the  main  business  of  the  city  is  conducted.  The  Venetian 
world  was  seen  here  in  its  most  crowded,  energetic  form ;  and  it 
was  this  which  Claude  needed.  The  doubt  suggested  to  his 
mind  became  more  and  more  agonising  as  he  realised  the  possibi- 
lity of  solving  it;  and  to  distract  his  thoughts  was  his  strong 
necessity.  He  strode  on  through  the  bustling  alleys,  forcing 
himself  to  remark  every  thing  strange,  stopping  before  the  smaU 
open  shops  without  windows,  in  which  men  and  women  were 
plying  their  different  trades ;  listening  to  the  unintelligible  jargon 
of  women  seated  at  stalls,  selling  fruits  and  boiling  chestnuts ; 
standing  upon  a  steep  bridge  over  some  narrow  canal,  and 
watching  a  gondola  glide  underneath  it ;  then  pausing  before  a 
church  with  an  open  space  in  front,  and  once  or  twice  entering 
to  admire  the  gorgeous  marbles  and  n^osaics,  and  to  wonder  that 
60  much  richness  should  be  lavished  to  so  little  purpose  as  re- 
garded the  general  effect. 

It  was  one  o'clock  before  he  found  himself  in  the  Merceria. 
There,  while  trying  to  amuse  himself  with  looking  at  the  shops, 
which  are  certainly  the  best  in  Venice,  he  recognised  the  tones  of  a 
voice  he  knew,  and  saw,  to  his  surprise,  Annette  standing  at  the 
entrance  of  a  Turkey  warehouse,  and  bargaining  for  a  Turkish 
dressing  gown.  She  was  talking  eagerly ;  yet  she  saw  Claude, 
as  she  saw  every  thing  and  every  person.  Nothing  under  any 
circumstances  escaped  her  observation. 

"  Ah !  Monsieur  Egerton.  How  did  you  come  ?  I  thought 
you  gone  home.'* 

"  No,  Annette,  you  could  not  have  thought  that ;  you  saw  mo 
leave  the  hotel.     But  what  business  have  you  here  ?" 

"Business!  a  grej^t  deal:  why  must  you  inquire?"  and 
Annette  frowned.  "Am  I  not  to  see  the  world?  You  all  so 
selfish,  you  never  think  of  the  ladies'  maids;  and  they  slave, 
slave,  they  nothing  but  slaves." 

"Nonsense,  Annette,"  said  Claude,  good  humouredly;  "you 
know  there  are  no  persons  ii^  the  world  more  thought  of  than 
ladies'  maids :  and  as  for  you,  you  rule  every  thing." 

"  Badinage  I  foUe  !  I  never  understand  Monsieur  Egerton,  he 
speaks  so  queer."  But  Annette's  tone  was  softened,  and  she 
added,  "  Pauvre  Sir  Henri,  he  must  have  a  new  dressing-gown, 
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and  I  said  I  would  see  for  it  for  bim.  Miladi  begged  me  to  come 
out.  When  you  were  gone  she  waked  up,  and  Miladi  Hume 
called  and  took  Miss  Graham  out,  and  Mademoiselle  stayed  with 
Miladi ;  and  then  Sir  John's  man  was  in  the  court  yard,  and  lie 
offer  to  come  with  me  here.  So  now.  Monsieur  Egerton,  you 
understand."  And  Annette  drew  herself  up  with  the  proud 
satisfaction  of  having  quite  redeemed  herself  from  any  suspicion 
of  neglect  of  duty. 

"  Quite,  Annette,  quite.  Miss  Clare,  you  said,  stayed  with 
Lady  Augusta?" 

"  Yes ;  but  Miladi  did  not  wish  it,  only  Mademoiselle  said  that 
it  would  be  well  for  me  to  get  out ;  and  Sir  Henry,  he  like  her  to 
read  to  him.  Mademoiselle  a  very  good  daughter.  Monsieur 
Egerton." 

Annette  nodded  oracularly,  and  returned  to  her  bargain  with 
the  master  of  the  Turkey  warehouse. 

The  natural  thing  for  Claude  to  do  was  to  leave  her ;  but  some 
secret  feeling  detained  him.  He  gave  his  opinion  unasked  about 
the  pattern  of  the  dressing-gown,  and  lingered  to  look  at  some 
curious  Turkish  purses  and  bags,  and  purchased  a  box  of  sweet- 
meats for  an  old  friend  in  England.  When  Annette  had  finished 
her  business,  he  asked  if  she  was  going  back. 

She  seemed  a  little  annoyed  at  the  question,  probably  fancying 
that  it  implied  some  control  over  her  movements.  Sir  John's 
man,  she  said,  would  take  very  good  care  of  her.  She  should  bo 
at  home  in  time  for  Lady  Augusta's  dinner.  It  was  hard  not  to 
have  some  few  minutes  at  her  own  disposal ;  and  it  was  so  hot, 
so  hot ! 

What  this  had  to  do  with  the  former  part  of  the  sentence 
Claude  not  tell ;  but  Annette  sat  down  in  the  shop,  apparently 
fatigued,  and  with  a  full  determination  not  to  move. 

"  Well,  then,  I  shall  tell  Lady  Augusta  where  I  left  you,  so 
that  she  need  not  be  anxious.  Have  you  any  idea  where  Lady 
Hume  was  going  to  take  Miss  Graham  ?"    • 

Annette's  eyes  flashed  with  some  sudden  thought.  Forgetting 
her  exhaustion,  she  started  from  her  seat  and  seized  Claude  by 
the  arm.  "  AJi  I  monsieur,  monsieur ! "  And  she  shook  her 
head  at  him  so  solemnly,  that  Claude  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  Very  well  to  laugh,  but  no  laughing  matter ;  you  will  know 
soon  enough  ;  and  then  you  will  cry." 

"  Cry  ?  senseless  woman  ! "  and  Claude  shook  herself  from  her 
and  spoke  quite  fiercely ;  "  tell  me  at  once  what  you  mean  ! " 

^*  You  young  gentlemen  very  blind ;    you  think  your  ladies 


IVORS.  429 

angels ;  but  they  not  angels  at  all.     Miss  Graham  is  a  fiancee; 
she  engaged  to  be  married,  as  you  call  it." 

Annette  fixed  her  eyes  upon  Claude  whilst  she  spoke,  with  the 
triumphant  feeling  of  having  him  in  her  power  and  giving  him  a 
severe  blow,  and  yet  with  womanly  compassion  at  the  pain  which 
she  felt  she  was  inflicting.  But,  to  her  surprise,  Claude  bore  the 
stroke  without  shrinking.  His  face,  indeed,  was  inexplicable ;  it 
expressed  something  very  nearly  akin  to  satisfaction,  as  he  said 
lightly,  "  Why,  Annette,  where  did  you  pick  up  that  gossip  ?" 

"  You  not  believe  it  ?  but  it  is  true.  Do  you  see  this  letter  ?" 
And  she  drew  forth  the  letter  which  she  had  that  morning  re- 
ceived. "It  is  from  Wingfield,  from  a  very  dear  friend;  her 
sister  lives  with  Mrs.  Graham  ;  so  you  see  there  can  be  no  doubt. 
Look  ! "  She  pointed  to  a  sentence.  "  It  says,  *  Miss  Graham  is 
to  be  married  quite  soon,  but  you  are  not  to  tell  any  one,  for  my 
sister  would  be  very  angry  if  she  knew  I  had  mentioned  it ;  and 
she  will  not  say  the  gentleman's  name,  but  I  shall  certainly  find 
out.'  Who  can  doubt  that?"  added  Annette,  in  a  tone  of  ex- 
ceeding irritation,  caused  evidently  by  finding  that  Claude  per- 
sisted in  appearing  unmoved. 

'*  Who  wishes  to  doubt  it  ?"  he  said,  carelessly.  "  But,  Annette, 
I  advise  you  the  next  time  that  you  have  a  secret  committed  to 
you,  to  be  more  careful  how  you  betray  it. " 

"  Betray  I  I  betray  !  I  scorn  it ! "  exclaimed  Annette,  her  face 
becoming  fiery  with  indignation.  "But  I  say  what  I  say  to 
put  young  gentlemen  on  their  guard.  Miss  Graham  look  very 
good,  and  keep  up  in  a  corner,  and  she  never  say  nothing  to 
no  one  ;  but  she  very  deep." 

"  Possibly,"  said  Claude,  haughtily.  "  I  have  no  wish  to  discuss 
Miss  Graham.  I  advise  you,  Annette,  to  finish  your  commissions 
quickly,  or  you  will  not  be  at  the  hotel  in  time  for  Lady  Augusta's 
dinner." 

He  walked  away,  and  Annette  stood  at  the  door  of  the  shop, 
watching  him  as  he  made  his  way  through  the  narrow  street  of 
the  Merceria  and  passed  under  the  brilliantly  painted  clock  tower 
into  the  Piazza  of  St.  Mark;  and  then  with  a  shrug  of  the 
shoulders,  and  the  usual  exclamation  —  ^^Ah!  qvHl  est  sot!*^  — 
returned  to  complete  her  bargain  with  the  Turkey  merchant. 

Claude  wandered  through  the  Piazza  without  in  the  least  un- 
derstanding its  beauty.  The  delicate  tracery  of  the  arcades,  the 
symmetry  of  the  tall  Campanile,  even  the  gorgeous  richness  of 
the  exterior  of  St.  Mark's  glittering  with  gold,  marbles,  and 
mosaics,  were  lost  upon  him.     His  eye,  indeed,  rested  w^qw.  \J5\^ 
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outward  forms  of  the  buildings;  but  his  attention  was  entirely 
withdrawn  from  them,  it  was  impossible  to  study  them.  He  held 
a  guide  book  in  his  hand,  and  read  all  that  could  be  said  of  the 
history  of  the  glorious  cathedral,  and  looked,  as  he  was  told  to  do, 
at  the  gilt  bronze  horses,  and  the  glittering  gates,  and  the  three 
pedestals  from  which  rise  the  masts  that  once  supported  the 
banners  of  the  republic ;  but  it  was  all  mechanical.  Every  figure 
which  passed  him  suggested  some  thought  of  Helen ;  and  every 
beauty  which  met  his  eye  brought  the  longing  that  she  could  be 
at  his  side  to  admire  it ;  and  when  the  recollection  of  Susan,  and 
of  Annette's  intelligence,  fully  confirmed  by  the  observations  he 
had  himself  made  upon  her  agitation  when  receiving  her  letters, 
crossed  his  mind ;  it  was  with  the  thought  of  relief,  that  now  he 
might  be  free,  as  he  had  once  been,  without  any  fear  of  exciting 
remark.  He  scarcely  had  understood  till  then  the  annoyance 
which  Annette's  impertinent  hints  had  been  to  him,  or  the  check 
they  had  continually  placed  upon  his  freedom  of  feeling  and  action. 
But  all  that  was  over.  Susan  had  been  his  friend  always,  she 
would  be  so  now  more  than  ever.  Unselfish  and  sympathising, 
she  would  never  allow  her  own  happiness  to  interfere  with  her 
feeling  for  others;  and  he  might  talk  to  her,  and  might  learn 
from  her  every  thing  which  he  wished  to  know.  Periiaps,  even, 
he  might  so  far  enlist  her  on  his  side,  as  to  induce  her  to  say 
something  which  would  have  the  effect  of  sounding  Helen's  feel- 
ings, and  sare  him  the  misery  and  humiliation  of  a  second  refussJ. 
He  looked  upon  her  as  his  guardian  angel.  He  felt  so  sure  of  her 
affection  for  Helen,  and  her  entire  comprehension  of  himself,  that 
at  the  moment  he  could  have  gone  to  her  to  acknowledge  his 

every  thought,  and  entreat  her  aid  and  counsel.     Trust, that 

was  the  one  feeling  which  had  for  years  been  uppermost  in  his 
mind  whenever  he  thought  of  Susan  ;  and  now,  in  the  excite- 
ment, and  distrust,  and  despondency  of  heart  caused  by  the  bittw 
remembrances  of  the  past,  it  was  increased  tenfold.  Claude  found 
his  way  to  the  Piazzetta,  threw  himself  into  a  gondola,  and  gave 
the  direction  to  the  Imperatore,  and  again,  under  the  tranquillising 
influence  of  the  smooth  motion,  grew  calm,  thankful,  and  hopefoL 


..v.—    -. 
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CHAPTER  LXXVIII. 

Susan's  letter  bad  occupied  her  till  she  was  disturbed  by  Lady 
Hume's  visit.  It  might  have  occupied  her  still  longer  if  she  had 
said  all  that  it  was  in  her  heart  to  say ;  but  it  was  hastily  closed 
and  given  to  Sir  John,  after  a  strict  promise  that  he  himself 
would  put  it  into  the  post.     It  was  addressed  to  Mrs.  Graham. 

"My  dearest  Mother,  —  We  are  at  Venice.  I  can't  tell  you 
more  than  that;  for  I  have  just  had  your  letter,  and  can  think  of 
nothing  else.  I  can  scarcely  say  how  I  feel,  it  is  all  so  sudden 
and  startling ;  but  if  you  are  satisfied,  I  must  be.  Tell  my 
darling  Isabella  that  if  I  had  wings,  I  would  leave  Venice  unseen 
only  to  have  the  pleasure  of  kissing  her,  and  telling  her  how  I 
long  for  her  to  be  happy.  I  always  thought  Mr.  George  Berry 
liked  her ;  but  then  I  thought  too  that  he  liked  all  of  us,  and  I 
confess  that  I  had  not  the  most  remote  idea  of  any  thing  serious. 
It  must  all  have  been  managed  since  I  left  home,  which  appears 
an  incredibly  short  s]^ce  of  time  to  have  got  up  such  an  affair, 
as  people  say.  You  know  my  notion  has  always  been  that  it 
would  require  to  know  a  person  for  years  before  one  could  have  a 
feeling  approaching  to  love ;  but  Isabella  was  always  different 
from  me,  so  I  can't  possibly  judge ;  and  I  do  think,  truly  and 
bonestly,  that  she  will  be  infinitely  more  happy  married  than  she 
ever  could  have  been  unmarried.  My  dearest  mother,  I  am  sure 
this  is  not  exuberant  as  it  ought  to  be ;  Helen  would  tell  me  that  I 
am  dreadfully  cold ;  but  I  can  say  any  thing  to  you,  and  you  will 
understand.  I  am  so  afraid  of  Bella's  moods.  I  will  tell  you 
now  what  I  never  quite  liked  to  tell  you  before,  because  it  was 
only  worrying  and  did  no  good.  They  have  been  the  great 
drawback  to  all  my  happiness ;  they  have  given  me  a  feeling  of 
insecurity,  of  walking  upon  quicksands,  even  when  I  had  you, 
my  own,  precious  mother  to  faU  back  upon ;  and  I  am  so  afraid  it 
may  be  the  same  now.  I  don't  fancy  that  a  man  can  understand 
and  bear  with  such  a  temperament  as  a  woman  can ;  and  I  seem 
to  wish  so  very  much  to  know  more  of  Mr.  Berry.  You  say  he 
is  religious,  and  upright,  and  honourable ;  but  I  can't  help  fan- 
cying that  underneath  all  your  expressions  of  satisfaction,  there 
is  a  slight  misgiving.  Do  you  think  he  knows  Isabella?  Does 
he  see  her  truly  ?  I  wish  1  could  talk  to  him  about  her  ;  I  feel  I 
could  put  him  in  the  way  of  managing  her.     Then,  again,  I  feel 
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that  to  be  obliged  to  manage  a  wife  must  be  so  trying.  Do  jod 
remember  the  French  saying,  *  on  rCa  jamais  de  renthousiasme 
pour  ceux  que  Von  menage '  ?  Since  you  showed  it  to  me  it  has 
always  been  in  my  mind  when  thinking  of  dear  Isabella,  and  the 
possibility  of  her  being  married.  But  on  the  other  hand,  she  will 
be  so  devoted  and  earnest  in  her  duties,  it  must  come  right.  My 
own  mother,  please  write  to  me  and  tell  me  that  you  are  sure  of  it 
I  long  so  inexpressibly  for  your  word  ;  nothing  else  will  satisfy 
me,  and  my  head  grows  quite  dizzy  with  thought.  More  and 
more  I  feel  that,  if  I  could  see  Bella  and  Anna  happy,  and 
Charlie  doing  well,  I  could  bear  any  thing  which  might  come  to 
myself.  That  sounds  very  melancholy,  as  if  I  were  not  enjoying 
myself;  but  I  am,  more  than  I  can  always  understand  or  express. 
It  is  a  new  life  here  ;  nothing  seems  real  to  me.  Perhaps  it  maj 
be  the  effect  of  these  watery  streets,  the  sense  of  instabilitj. 
which  living  on  the  sea  gives  ;  but  even  before  we  arrived  here, 
I  had  a  strange  difficulty  in  realising  my  own  happiness, — the 
sensation  of  walking  in  a  dream.  I  have  actually  felt  my  pulse, 
to  be  quite  sure  that  I  was  a  living,  substantial  being  ;  and  dov 
I  look  at  the  houses  opposite,  and  could  fancy  that  they  wooU 
vanish  before  my  eyes.  But  it  is  all  bright,  warm,  exhilirating; 
— perfect,  when  I  don't  think ;  and  I  am  learning  to  give  op 
thought.  Whom  could  I  say  this  to  except  you,  who  know  CTerr 
feeling  that  rises  in  my  heart,  and  can  interpret  my  words  exactlj 
according  to  their  true  meaning  ? 

"  I  shall  w^rite  again  in  a  very  few  days.  We  are  at  the 
Imperatore,  just  opposite  the  Foscari  Palace.  I  have  seen  nothing 
yet,  except  the  view  from  the  windows,  and  the  glimpses  of  the 
city  last  night,  when  we  entered  late.  It  was  all  exquisite.  One 
feeling  I  have  this  morning  akin  to  disappointment.  The  house? 
look  poverty-stricken  ;  I  was  not  prepared  for  that ;  but  I  can'i 
iudge  till  I  have  seen  more.  Lady  Hume,  who  is  here,  has  just 
called,  and  offered  to  take  me  out.  Lady  Augusta  is  better,  in  a 
way ;  I  am  not  sanguine  about  any  permanent  amendment.  Poor 
Helen  flatters  herself  that  things  will  be  better  now  we  are  ai 
rest ;  we  have  had  many  trials  on  the  journey,  which  I  muit 
wait  till  we  meet  to  tell  you.  Mr.  Egerton  is  here  with  us ;  be 
joined  us  at  Conegliano  (where  Sir  Henry  met  with  an  accident, 
not  very  serious,  but  very  inconvenient ;  he  hurt  his  foot  bj 
slipping  down  some  steps);  and  being  helpless,  Mr.  Egerton 
offered  to  come  with  us,  and  take  care  of  us.  He  is  tbe 
greatest  possible  comfort  to  Sir  Henry.  I  don't  know  how  long 
he  stays.     I  have  so  very  much  to  say,  this  all  seems  nothing.    I 
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can't  give  descriptions,  and  perhaps  you  would  not  care  to  have 
them  ;  and  Isabella  will  be  too  happy  to  think  of  them ;  and 
Anna  must  learn  patience,  and  she  shall  hear  every  thing  when 
we  meet.  Would  you  believe  it,  that  even  now,  at  Venice,  I  long 
for  that  more  than  for  any  thing?  It  must  be  because  I  am 
growing  old  that  I  can't  throw  myself  into  enjojnoaent  as  I  used  to 
do.  One  thing  always  sad  to  me  is  Helen.  She  is  so  blighted  and 
crushed ;  and  I  can  scarcely  tell  why  she  should  be,  except  that 
she  has  exhausted  so  much  excitement  in  such  a  short  time.  We 
scarcely  ever  talk  of  the  past ;  I  have  seen  her  shudder  at  Captain 
Mordaunt's  name,  and  Madame  Reinhard  is  a  forbidden  topic  by 
tacit  consent.  I  suppose  the  farther  one  travels  from  a  great 
danger  the  more  frightful  it  appears.  But  Helen,  I  am  sure,  is  en- 
tirely in  earnest  now,  though  she  will  scarcely  acknowledge  it ;  I 
think  she  would  feel  more  confidence  in  herself  if  she  had  fewer 
cares  for  Lady  Augusta.  She  is  one  of  those  persons  who,  I 
always  fancy,  require  a  southern  climate,  moral  and  mental,  to 
enable  them  to  bring  the  good  that  is  in  them  to  perfection.  This 
she  certainly  has  not  now. 

"But  this  is  very  presumptuous  in  me;  and  I  have  kept  Lady 
Hume  waiting,  and  can  only  send  ten  thousand  loves  to  you  all. 
My  own  precious  mother,  when  I  am  writing  to  you  I  always 
long  for  a  new  vocabulary  of  affection. 

"  Your  ever  loving  and  grateful  child, 

«  S.  G." 

Venice  is  known  by  almost  every  one  either  by  experience  or 
description.  The  glories  of  St.  Mark's  have  been  portrayed,  the 
impressive  gloom  of  its  red  marble  walls,  the  brightness  of  its 
golden  mosaics,  the  antiquity  of*  its  worn,  tessellated  pavement. 
The  Doge's  Palace  has  been  sketched,  and  painted,  and  engraved, 
and  every  line  of  its  wonderful  architecture  brought  clearly  into 
view,  and  the  impression  of  surpassing  beauty  which  it  gives 
carefully  analysed.  History  and  poetry  have  joined  hand  in  hand 
to  throw  a  charm  over  the  minutest  details  of  the  humblest 
Venetian  building,  and  to  give  romance  to  the  most  ordinary 
objects  of  daily  life ;  things  which  in  other  cities  would  be  passed 
by  unnoticed  are  in  Venice  consecrated  by  association  with  all 
that  is  awful,  mysterious,  and  exciting.  And  so  it  is  that  life  in 
Venice,  although  made  up  of  the  same  homely  materials  which  are 
requisite  for  existence  in  other  places,  must  always  stand  out 
apart,  as  something  which  can  never  be  enjoyed  elsewhere.     The 
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events  which  occur  to  us  may  be  the  same ;  but  the  feelings 
which  thej  awaken  must  always  be  different. 

Lady  Hume,  the  most  matter-of-fact  of  old  ladies,  took  upon 
herself,  most  kindly  and  willingly,  the  office  of  chaperone.  Her 
gondola  was  daily  seen  at  the  stairs  before  the  court  yard  of  the 
Imperatore ;  and  daily  were  parties  formed  for  the  Academia,  or 
St.  Mark's,  or  the  Piazza,  or  the  Palace,  or  perhaps  for  a  visit  to 
Murano  or  Torcello,  or  to  some  of  the  splendid  but  disappointing 
churches  with  which  Venice  abounds.  It  was  a  perpetual  coarse 
of  sight-seeing ;  and  nothing  becomes,  in  general,  more  wearisome, 
after  a  time.  But  there  is  a  charm  in  Venice  independent  of  its 
sights — a  luxury  in  the  mere  feeling  of  existence,  a  new  and  ever- 
present  loveliness  in  the  soft,  watery  colouring,  and  the  rich, 
intricate,  misty  lines  of  the  buildings  which  pass  before  the  eye; 
and  day  after  day  as  Susan  Graham  glided  along  the  Grand 
Canal,  with  Claude  seated  beside  her,  the  feeling  of  deep,  hidden 
delight  increased.  He  was  her  constant  companion  now.  It 
seemed  quite  natural  that  he  should  be  the  person  to  hand  b^ 
into  the  gondola,  and  find  a  place  next  her.  Sir  John  Hume 
took  care  of  Helen,  and  Miss  Hume  and  her  sister  engaged  her  in 
conversation ;  and  if,  as  was  often  the  case,  the  party  was  too 
large  to  be  together,  Sir  John,  as  a  matter  of  course,  insisted  that 
Helen  should  come  with  him,  and  left  Claude  in  charge  of  the 
rest.  It  was  a  very  natural  arrangement,  a  kind  feeling  on  the 
part  of  Lady  Hume,  that  Claude  and  Helen  might,  under  the  cir- 
cumstances, feel  more  at  their  ease  when  separate  ;  and  Claude,  as 
it  appeared,  had  no  wish  to  alter  it. 

When  with  Susan,  his  whole  tone  and  manner  was  that  of  being 
quite  at  rest  with  one  who  thoroughly  understood  him.  It  was 
not  that  they  always  talked  much  together ;  at  times  they  would 
sit  so  long  silent  as  to  awaken  observation ;  but  whatever  was 
said  showed  that  quick,  sympathising  appreciation  of  each 
other's  tastes  which  binds  heart  with  heart  more  lirmly  far 
than  words. 

And  on  one  subject  Susan  thought  that  she  entirely  compre- 
hended Claude.  They  often  spoke  of  Helen ;  and  it  was  a 
pleasure  to  her  to  be  able  to  do  so.  It  put  her  more  at  ease  with 
him  than  any  thing  else  could ;  for  it  showed  that  even  upon  the 
point  on  which  he  had  felt  and  suffered  most  keenly,  he  could 
open  his  mind  to  her.  Claude,  indeed,  never  referred  directly  to 
past  events;  but  he  talked  much  and  freely  of  aU  that  h»d 
occurred  in  London ;  he  inquired  minutely  into  the  extent  of 
Madame  Reinhard's  influence,  and  Helen's  present  feelings  re- 
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specting  her.     He  even  went  so  far  as  to  beg  Susan  to  communi- 
cate to  Helen  some  painful  facts  which  had  reached  him,  as  to 
I      Madame  Reinhard's  domestic  life,  her  open  neglect  of  her  husband, 
I     and  the  alienation  between  them,  which  was  now  so  public  as  to 
i      cause  her  to  be  shunned  by  many  persons  who  had  before  admitted 
I     her  to  their  society.     She  was,  he  said,  fast  sinking  to  the  level 
1      of  the  Baroness  d'Olban  ;  her  principles  were  working  out  their 
f      fatal  effect ;  and  even  if  Helen  had  never  openly  separated  from 
I      her,  it  would  have  been  impossible  to  keep  up  the  acquaintance. 
I      He  told  all  this  with  what  might  have  been  the  kind,  protecting 
i      interest  of  a  brother,  desirous  to  know  what  effect  the  baneful 
I      influence  exercised  upon  Helen's  mind  had  produced.    And  Susan 
replied  to  him  with   equal   simplicity   and  openness.      In   her 
anxiety  to  make  him  do  justice  to  her  cousin,  she  described  to 
him  the  interview  in  which  Helen's  eyes  were  first  opened  to 
Madame  Reinhard's  conduct,  and  dwelt  much  upon  the  few  words 
,      in  which  she  had  since  expressed  her  unutterable  thankfulness  for 
I-     having  been  saved  from  a  marriage  which  must  have  been  utterly 
I      fatal  to  her  happiness.     "  Helen,"  she  said,  "  looked  back  upon 
that  time  with  a  feeling  far  deeper  than  regret.     It  was  a  deep, 
1      sincere  repentance,  too  sacred  to  be  alluded  to,  but  which  was 
f      never  absent  from  her  mind ;  and  any  person  watching  her  daily 
life  would  see  how  the  remembrance  worked  upon  her."     And 
then  Susan  went  on  to  give  little  details  of  Helen's  thoughtfulness 
and  nobleness,  the  unselfishness  which  was  a  part  of  her  natural 
character,  but  which  had  been  hidden  by  worldly  follies ;  and  at 
length  she  touched  upon  religion,  and  her  countenance  lighted  up, 
and  became  almost  beautiful,  as  she  spoke  of  the  quiet,  unseen 
growth  of  feelings  which  Helen  in  her  humility  was  almost  afraid 
to  acknowledge,  but  which  were  evinced  by  every  action  and 
every  expression  of  taste  or  feeling.     Some  months  before,  Susan 
might  have  felt  it  an  effort  to  say  all  this;  she  might  have 
remembered  that  Helen  had  once  been  very  dear  to  Claude ;  and 
a  secret  jealousy  might  have  chilled  her  tones,  and  arrested  the 
eager  flow  of  her  words.     But  that  time  was  separated  from  the 
present  as  by  a  vast  gulf.     They  were  in  Venice,  living  a  new 
life  amid  new  scenes,  beneath  the  power  of  a  new  atmosphere  ; 
and  as  the  gondola  floated  along  on  its  silent  way,  Susan  looked 
at  the  past  as  she  did  upon  the  aerial  outlines  which  rose  up 
before  her,  and  it  became  unreal  and  awoke  neither  hope  nor  fear, 
and  she  felt  only  that  Claude  had  but  one  thought,  one  wish — 
for  her. 

At  the  close  of  the  first  week  of  their  stay  in  Venice,  Susan 
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spoke  no  longer  in  her  .letters  of  the  feeling  of  insecurity,  and  the 
longing  for  home.  The  single  drop  of  sadness  in  the  fulness  of 
her  happiness  was  the  recollection  that  they  must  separate. 

And  was  every  one  else  blinded  ?  Did  Venice,  and  its  loveli- 
ness, and  its  associations  so  engross  all  attention  that  there  was  no 
thought  for  the  living  romance  passing  before  the  eye?  Sir 
Henry  and  Lady  Augusta  for  the  most  part  stayed  at  home ;  or  i^ 
as  happened  at  last  when  Sir  Henr/s  lameness  decreased,  they 
sometimes  joined  the  rest  of  the  party,  Claude  was  always  bestow- 
ing his  time  and  attention  upon  their  comfort.  Lady  Hume  did  not 
understand  love  without  the  laughing,  and  talking,  and  badinage 
of  flirtation ;  and  the  Miss  Humes  supposed  that^  because  Claude 
and  Susan  were  content  to  sit  together  sometimes  for  half  an  hour 
at  a  time  without  speaking,  they  considered  each  other  dull  com- 
panions. But  there  was  one  who  saw  all,  and  thought  she  under- 
stood all,  and,  with  the  firm  energy  of  a  heart  which  has 
voluntarily  cast  away  a  treasure  that  might  have  been  its  own, 
and  knows  that  from  henceforth  it  must  be  content  to  live  with- 
out it,  stifled  every  pang  of  regret  which  would  have  risen  up  to 
mar  its  peace,  and  soberly  and  thankfully  accepted  the  content- 
ment which  was  brought  to  it  by  the  sight  of  another's  joy. 

One  great  and  lingering  grief  to  Helen  had  been  the  knowledge 
that  she  had  rendered  Claude  miserable.  She  believed  now  that 
he  was  on  the  way  to  happiness ;  and  her  heart  beat  more  lightly 
as  she  watched  him  talking  to  Susan,  or  heard  him  appeal  to  her 
on  some  question  of  taste,  with  the  confident  tone  which  showed 
that  they  were  entirely  of  one  mind.  It  seemed  as  though  she 
were,  in  some  degree,  making  amends  to  him  for  her  former 
conduct,  by  furthering  his  wishes  now ;  and  it  was  often  by  her 
delicately-managed  contrivance  that  Claude  found  himself  left  to 
take  care  of  Susan  in  walking,  as  well  as  placed  by  her  side  in  the 
gondola. 

Poor  Helen  could  live  now  only  in  self-sacrifice.  It  was  a  rest 
to  her  conscience,  —  the  living  evidence  which  she  required  to 
prove  to  herself  that  she  was  not  utterly  heartless  ;  for  when  our 
faith  in  ourselves  has  once  been  thoroughly  shaken,  it  requires  a 
long,  long  time  to  restore  it.  We  cannot  trust  our  own  hearts 
as  others  trust  them ;  and  much  of  the  comfort  of  the  self-imposed 
penances  so  often  abused  may  probably  be  found,  not  in  the  hope 
of  atoning  for  what  has  been  wrong  in  the  past,  but  simply  in 
giving  us  confidence  for  the  present. 
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CHAPTER  LXXIX. 

It  was  a  deliciously  warm  morning,  yet  in  no  way  overpowering, 
so  as  to  render  going  out  impossible ;  and  it  was  very  early,  not 
later  than  seven.  Helen  and  Susan  were  in  a  gondola,  with  Lady 
Hume's  elderly  German  Abigail  to  act  as  chaperone.  Annette 
could  not  be  spared ;  and  Helen  was  bent  upon  making  a  sketch 
of  a  very  beautiful  bit  of  the  Doge's  palace,  as  seen  from  one  of 
I  the  entrances  to  St.  Mark's,  and  could  only  hope  to  do  so  by 
I  taking  advantage  of  the  comparatively  quiet  morning  hours, 
p  Drawing  was  her  constant  employment  and  interest  now;  and 
^  perhaps  none  but  Susan  could  appreciate  the  amount  of  self- 
y.  control  and  power  of  will  exercised  in  thus  forcing  herself  into  an 
^  occupation  which  had  no  definite  aim  nor  external  stimulus.  In 
■M  bygone  days,  Helen's  drawing  moods  had  been  as  variable  as  her 
^  temper,  and  she  had  believed  that  it  was  as  impossible  to  control 
^  the  one  as  the  other ;  but  she  was  learning  by  degrees  that  God 
^  intends  us  to  discipline  our  minds  by  our  tastes  and  inclinations 
j^  as  well  as  by  our  faults.  The  love  of  freedom,  which  had  once 
^  been  her  temptation,  was  now  becoming  her  great  safeguard. 
^  Helen  had  known  what  it  was  to  be  her  own  slave ;  and  now  her 
whole  heart  was  bent  upon  asserting  that  blessed  freedom  of  will 
^  which,  through  God's  grace,  keeps  in  check  even  the  passing 
humours  and  fancies  to  which  so  many,  really  in  earnest  in  great 

•  matters,  yield  without  repentance,  and  scarcely  with  regret.  In 
Susan's  eyes,  she  was  more  to  be  respected  in  the  ceaseless  watch 
kept  over  petty  temptations  to  indolence,  self-indulgence,   and 

^  ehangeableness,  than  even  in  her  untiring  devotion  to  Lady  Au- 
gusta, and  the  unselfish  consideration  which  put  every  one  before 
herself.     Claude,  Susan  thought,  could  not  see  these  temptations ; 
and  it  was  difficult  to  point  them  out  to  him  without  asserting  a 
certain  amount  of  superiority,  as  though  she  never  gave  way  to  them 
■     herself.     But  she  did  sometimes,  laughingly,  draw  his  attention  to 
"*,  the  fact  that  Helen  was  the  only  person  of  the  party  who  could 
^  never  afford  to  have  an  idle  minute ;  and  Claude,  in  his  grave, 
'*'  abstracted  way,  would  listen  to  what  she  said,  and  watch  Helen 

*  for  a  few  minutes,  and  perhaps  even  go  up  to  the  table  at  which 
she  was  drawing,  and  make  some  remark  upon  the  sketch ;  but 

■*^  there  was  no  excitement  or  eagerness  in  his  manner.     It  was  evi- 

*^  dently  a  greater  effort  to  speak  to  Helen  than  to  talk  even  to  Miss 

Hume ;  and  so  the  drawing  went  on,  no  one  particularly  appear- 
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ing  to  care  for  it  except  Sir  Henry  ;  and  his  was  more  a  father's 
pride  in  his  child's  talent  than  the  discriminating  approbation  of 
a  person  who  really  understood  its  worth. 

"  I  shall  finish  my  sketch  this  morning,  I  hope,"  said  Helen,  as 
she  sat  down  by  her  cousin,  and  the  gondola  was  pushed  off  from 
the  steps;  "and  then  you  and  poor  Louise  may  have  a  little 
longer  rest  in  the  morning.  It  makes  makes  me  quite  ashamed  of 
myself  to  bring  you  out  in  this  way,  only  that  it  ia  so  intensely 
delicious. " 

"  Every  hour  in  Venice  is  a  memory,"  said  Susan ;  "  one  would 
be  ashamed  of  naissing  more  than  one  is  actually  obliged.  Just 
look,  now,  at  that  most  exquisite  bit  of  balcony,  at  the  very  top  of 
the  palace  opposite,  and  the  dingy  old  woman  looking  over  it.  All 
the  Venetian  history  one  could  ever  read  would  not  realise  the 
facts  to  one  so  much  as  that.  I  can  notice  these  things,  and  think 
upon  them  when  I  am  alone  with  you,  in  these  quiet  mornings ; 
but  I  don't  know  how  it  is,  I  do  nothing  but  dream  when  we  are 
all  together." 

"Do  you  dream?"  said  Helen;  and  she  sighed.  "I  wish  I 
could ;  but  dreaming  is  over  for  me." 

Susan  took  her  hand  affectionately.  "  Helen,  dearest,  I  can't 
preach ;  and  it  seems  often  as  if  I  had  no  right  to  show  sympathy ; 
can  you  understand  that  ?  Just  now,  every  thing  is  so  bright  to 
me." 

Helen  looked  at  her  very  earnestly.  "  When  you  are  happy, 
Susan,"  she  said,  "  you  will  never  be  selfish,  as  others  are.  When 
I  was  happy,  I  forgot  every  one  but  myself." 

It  seemed  as  if  Susan  would  not  trust  herself  to  understand 
what  might  be  in  her  cousin's  thoughts.  She  turned  from  the 
personal  allusion,  and  spoke  of  her  sister.  "  I  had  another  letter 
from  mamma  yesterday,"  she  said;  "and  it  has  taken  a  great 
load  off  my  mind.  I  feel  sure  that  what  I  always  hoped  will  really 
be  the  case.  Isabella  has  no  moods  and  fancies  now,  mamma  says. 
Every  thing  is  too  real  and  important  to  admit  of  them." 

"Because  she  loves,"  said  Helen,  thoughtfully.  "Yes,  ttat 
must  make  every  thing  real !  the  little  things  must  be  so  swal- 
lowed up  in  the  great  feeling." 

"  Mamma  is  not  quite  so  sanguine  as  I  am,"  continued  Susan. 
"  She  tells  me  that  she  is  perfectly  satisfied  for  the  present,  and 
trusts  to  God  for  the  future  ;  but  her  theory  is,  that  when  the 
excitement  of  feeling  goes  off,  all  the  old  faults  will  revive.  One 
thing,  however,  I  am  quite  sure  of,  that  Isabella  will  be  much  better, 
even  if  she  should  not  be  much  happier,  married  than  unmarried." 
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"  It  must,  I  suppose,  require  strength  of  mind  to  be  thoroughly 
good,  and  contented,  and  happy,  unmarried,"  said  Helen ;  ^^  to  be 
quite  satisfied  to  go  through  the  world  alone." 

Susan  made  no  reply. 

"  Don't  you  think  so  ?"  continued  Helen. 

Susan's  face  was  flushed  with  eagerness,  and  then  pale  with 
some  sudden  revulsion  of  feeling,  as  she  answered,  "  I  don't  know ; 
I  thought  I  could  be  so  once." 

"  I  am  trying  to  make  up  my  mind  and  to  train  myself  for  it," 
said  Helen,  more  lightly.  "  One  thing  I  have  resolved  upon ;  I 
will  never  be  a  useless,  idle,  gossiping  old  maid.  I  am  not  quite 
sure,  though,  as  to  being  a  useful  aunt.  I  have  rather  a  horror  of 
that;  but  I  don't  make  vows  upon  the  subject ;  for  if  I  do,  I  shall 
infallibly  break  them.  Maurice  must  promise,  however,  to  marry 
a  person  whom  I  approve." 

"  I  don't  think  I  could  be  happy  in  merely  being  any  one  thing," 
said  Susan.  *'  I  mean  I  should  like  to  look  upon  my  condition, 
whatever  it  may  be,  on  all  sides,  and  so  embrace  it  fully  and 
heartily.  I  used  to  fancy  that  I  never  could  be  satisfied^  unless 
I  regarded  old  maidism,  in  a  certain  way,  as  a  profession ;  but  I 
may  be  wrong ;  I  can't  say."  And  she  bent  over  the  side  of  the 
gondola,  dipping  her  parasol  in  the  water. 

Helen  sat  in  thought  for  some  seconds ;  then  she  said,  gravely^ 
"I  should  like  to  be  taught  by  you,  Susan.  You  would  have 
made  a  better  old  maid  than  I  shall  ever  be." 

"  God  places  us  where  it  is  best,"  said  Susan,  without  raising 
herself  up  ;  "  so,  Helen  dear,  if  we  are  to  be  old  maids,  I  suppose 
there  can  be  no  doubt  that  it  is  the  right  state  for  us." 

**  Yes,"  said  Helen  !  "  but  some  endure  their  condition  ;  others, 
as  you  say,  accept  it,  and  make  use  of  it ;  that  is  what  I  should 
wish  to  do,  but  what  I  never  shall  do." 

"  You  don't  know  yourself,"  said  Susan,  hastily.  The  tone  of 
her  voice  betrayed  that  the  subject  was  painful. 

"  Do  we  land  here,  ladies  ?"  said  Louise,  pointing  to  the  Piaz- 
zetta,  and  bending  forward  from  the  back  seat  where  she  had  been 
attentively  studying  the  book  which  on  these  morning  excursions 
she  always  carried  with  her. 

"No,  not  here.  On  a  little  farther — till  we  wish  to  turn," 
exclaimed  Helen  to  the  gondoliers ;  and  the  slender  boat  glided 
on  its  course  again,  and  Helen,  addressing  Susan,  said,  "the 
drawing  will  wait ;  it  is  too  delicious  to  land." 

Susan  neither  acquiesced  nor  objected ;  she  seemed  lost  iik 

thought. 
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Helen  glanced  beneath  her  cousin's  bonnet,  as  her  head  was 
partly  turned  aside,  and  saw  the  working  of  some  secret,  intense 
feeling,  which  even  Susan's  wonderful  powers  of  self-command 
were  unable  thoroughly  to  subdue. 

"  Will  you  tell  me  what  it  is  you  are  thinking  of  ?  **  she  said,  in 
a  low  and  gentle  voice ;  "  can  I  help  you  ?  " 

Susan  paused,  then  answered,  calmly,  "  I  was  thinking  of  the 
difference  between  what  we  imagine  we  can  do  at  one  time,  and 
what  we  feel  we  can  do  at  another.  I  have  had  fancies  about  an 
unmarried  life ;  but  they  are  only  fancies,  I  hate  myself  for  them." 

"  Nay,  why  hate  yourself?  "  exclaimed  Helen ; —  "  if  they  were 
good, ** 

"  They  were  unreal,  self-deceiving." 

"  For  you,  possibly,"  said  Helen ;  "  because  you  may  have  a 
different  lot  appointed  you ;  but  they  may  help  others ;  they  may 
be  useful  to  me." 

Susan  smiled  faintly.  "  I  thought  they  would  be  useful  to  my- 
self," she  said.  "  It  was  the  prophecy  about  me  from  childhood, 
that  I  should  be  an  old  maid.  I  remember  one  of  the  servants 
telling  me  so  in  the  nursery,  because  I  was  so  particular  in  put- 
ting away  all  my  playthings  in  the  same  order.  People  don't 
know  how  those  chance  words  work  upon  children.  I  have  spent 
hours  in  thinking  what  I  would  do,  when  I  was  left  alone,  never 
realising  to  myself  what  being  left  alone  meant.  And  I  have 
been  enthusiastic,  that  is,  you  know,  as  far  as  I  have  ever  been 
so  about  any  thing,  in  my  notions  of  the  life  I  would  lead,  and 
the  spirit  I  would  throw  into  it." 

"  And  don't  you  feel  the  same  now  ?  "  said  Hele;i,  mournfully. 

Susan  hesitated;  her  hands  were  tightly  pressed  together  as 
she  said,  "  In  reason,  I  think  the  same  as  ever." 

They  were  both  silent ;  and  the  gondola  went  on  its  smooth 
way,  whilst  the  few  soft  sounds  of  the  noiseless  city  were  borne 
faintly  to  their  ear  as  they  passed  the  Guidecca  and  San  Giorgio, 
and  entered  the  more  open  channels  of  the  Lagune. 

Then  Susan  spoke  as  from  the  fulness  of  an  earnest  and 
saddened  spirit:  "  I  thought  once — I  think  now — that  there  is 
but  one  way  of  viewing  life,  which  can  make  it  any  thing  but  a 
horrible  mystery,  a  conscious  insanity  ;  and  that  is  to  take  it  as 
we  are  told  in  the  Bible,  simply  and  literally  as  a  place  of  educa- 
tion, a  school  for  eternity.  And  when  I  thouglit  that,  Helen,  it 
seemed  to  me  that  all  these  questions  of  love  and  marriage,  and 
the  interests  which  belong  to  them,  were  merely  accidents,  different 
forms  of  probation  and  discipline,  which  might  or  might  not  be 
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good,  but  which  could  in  no  way  really  affect  the  great  question  of 
hereafter ;  and  so  I  put  them  from  me.  And  I  felt  that,  if  I  could 
but  take  my  life  in  whatever  form  it  might  be  presented  to  me, 
with  a  full,  deep,  most  perfect  and  entire  dedication  of  myself  to 
God,  to  work  for  Him,  to  train  myself  as  He  wills,  to  give  up 
every  thought  of  personal,  individual  happiness,  and  live  as  it 
were  solely  in  the  happiness  of  others,  then  my  heart  would  have 
rest.  I  thought  that  I  should  be  able  to  take  the  day  as  it  might 
come,  without  a  care  for  the  morrow ;  that  I  should  be  comforted 
by  earthly  love,  but  that  I  should  never  be  dependent  upon  it — 
so  dependent,  I  mean,  as  to  feel  that  existence  could  not  be  borne 
without  it ;  and  I  believed  that  if  a  single  life  were  my  portion,  I 
should  be  able  to  give  my  highest  affection  to  God,  and  satisfy 
my  craving  for  human  love  by  expending  my  feelings  upon  many, 
instead  of  concentrating  them  upon  one.  That  was  my  dream, 
Helen;  it  made  me  very  contented,  very  happy.  I  felt  that 
loneliness  then  would  be  but  another  word  for  unselfishness, 
sympathy,  self-devotion,  and  that  which  is  highest,  and  dearest, 
and  best  of  all,  the  heavenly  love  which  has  no  need  to  fear  a 
rival.  And  so,  instead  of  shrinking  from  the  prospect  of  an  un- 
married life,  I  was  rather  thankful  when  I  believed  it  might  be 
my  appointed  lot." 

"  And  is  it  all  gone  now  ?  "  said  Helen ;  and  her  voice  trembled. 

"  Not  gone,"  exclaimed  Susan  ;  *'  no,  not  gone."  But  there  was 
something,  in  the  accent  with  which  the  words  were  uttered,  that 
made  Helen  feel  she  dared  not  ask  a  further  explanation. 

She  took  out  her  sketch-book  and  made  a  few  lines,  giving  an 
idea  of  the  churches  of  the  Redentore  and  San  Giorgio  as  they 
now  appeared  in  the  haze  of  distance ;  and  the  action  served  to 
recall  Susan^s  thoughts. 

"  It  is  very  well  to  enjoy  ourselves  in  this  way,"  she  said ;  "  but 
it  was  not  what  we  came  out  for,  and  Sir  Henry  will  be  dis- 
appointed if  he  finds  the  drawing  no  more  advanced  than  it  was 
yesterday." 

Helen  gave  the  order  to  the  gondolier.  She  did  not  wish  to  go 
farther ;  for  she  felt  that  the  conversation  was  from  some  cause 
stopped,  and  Susan,  with  all  her  gentleness,  was  not  a  person  who 
could  ever  permit  her  inmost  thoughts  to  be  fathomed  against  her 
will,  even  if  Helen  had  been  inclined  to  make  the  attempt. 

They  landed  on  the  Piazzetta ;  and  Louise  made  a  purchase  of 
some  figs,  and  then  stationed  herself  as  Helen's  guardian  in  front 
of  one  of  the  side  entrances  to  St.  Mark's,  whilst  Susan,  as  was 
her  wont,  went  into  the  church. 
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It  was  by  far  the  most  satisfactory  time  for  the  enjojrment  of 
the  glorious  cathedral.  A  few  scattered  worshippers  were  kned- 
ing  here  and  there  upon  the  worn  pavement,  and  occasionallj  a 
priest  was  to  be  seen  going  from  one  to  the  other  and  coUectiDg 
alms ;  but  there  were  no  sight-seers,  no  curions  gazers.  Hie 
attention  was  neither  directed  to  the  details  of  the  mosaics,  nor 
to  the  strange  patterns  upon  the  pavement ;  even  admiration  wm 
not  called  forth,  but  only  an  awe-struck  sense  of  the  mystery  and 
solemnity  of  the  gloomy  shadows  which  veiled  every  thing  painfbl 
and  jarring,  and  the  rich  completeness  of  colouring  which  seemed 
to  fill  the  building  with  a  tinted  atmosphere.  Susan's  heart  wu 
very  full  that  morning ;  but  it  was  neither  with  joy  nor  sorrow, 
but  with  that  vivid  sense  of  existence,  that  consciousness  of  life, 
its  powers  of  happiness,  and  its  capacity  for  suffering,  which,  if  it 
were  continued,  must,  it  would  seem,  wear  away,  merely  by  the 
pressure  of  overpowering  sensation,  the  frail  bond  which  unites 
body  and  soul  together. 

There  is  but  one  relief  for  that  state  of  feeling, — quietness  in 
the  presence  of  God;  and  the  weight  of  thought  passed  from 
Susan's  heart,  and  its  beating  became  more  calm,  as  she  prajed 
alone  in  the  grand  old  church,  knowing  that  she  was  close  to  One 
who  understood  all,  and  could  interpret  all  her  needs,  who  knew 
her  weakness  far  better  than  she  knew  it  herself,  and  who  would 
bear  her  through  happiness  or  grief  safe  over  "  the  waves  of  this 
troublesome  world  to  the  land  of  everlasting  life." 

She  returned  again  to  Helen,  and  found  a  number  of  boys 
collected,  whom  Louise,  with  her  wretched  Germanised  Italian, 
was  endeavouring  to  send  away.  Helen  herself  bore  their  presence 
quietly,  only  now  and  then  turning  with  sudden  fierceness  to  startle 
some  particularly  bold  intruder. 

"  Fta  .'^  via .' "  and  Helen,  without  looking  round,  tapped  with 
her  pencil  the  fingers  of  an  impertinent  urchin,  who  had  actually 
put  his  hand  upon  her  shoulder  in  his  eager  curiosity. 

"  Inglese!^^  was  murmured  amongst  the  crowd ;  and  there  was 
a  sudden  lull,  whilst  Susan,  stooping  down,  whispered,  **  There  is 
an  English  gentleman  just  come,  who  is  sketching  likewise;  he 
will  keep  them  in  order." 

But  Helen  seemed  less  disturbed  by  the  Italian  boys,  than  by 
a  stranger  from  her  own  country,  and,  taking  out  her  watch, 
observed  that  it  was  late,  and  they  must  be  going  home. 

She  folded  up  her  camp-seat,  put  away  her  sketch-book,  and 
collected  her  pencils. 

Susan  glanced  at  the  English  stranger.     "  A  most  unpleasant- 
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looking  man,"  she  said ;  "  so  excessively  slang !  I  am  thankful 
he  was  not  here  before." 

"It  is  too  provoking,"  observed  Helen,  a  little  petulantly; 
**  when  I  calculated  upon  having  the  place  to  myself.  I  suppose 
he  will  be  here  to-morrow." 

"  There  are  some  more  people  coming,"  continued  Susan.  "  They 
all  seem  to  belong  to  the  gentleman.  How  loudly  they  talk !  really 
one  is  ashamed  of  one's  country." 

Susan's  indignation  was  certainly  quite  justified.  The  party 
who  had  now  joined  the  artist,  were  of  that  peculiar  stamp,  un- 
fortunately too  often  to  be  met  with  abroad,  who  seem  only  bent 
upon  showing  that  English  gentlemen,  when  relieved  from  the 
restraints  of  society,  can  cease  to  be  gentlemen;  and  English 
ladies  almost  forget  that  they  are  women.  Their  loud  laughter, 
self-conscious,  flippant  badinage,  and  uncomfortable  freedom  of 
manner  made  Helen  quicken  her  movements ;  and  even  Louise, 
though  not  at  all  understanding  what  was  said,  seemed  to  think 
it  necessary  to  stand  behind  her  two  young  ladies,  so  as  to  screen 
them  from  observation. 

"  If  you  wait,  he  will  ask  to  see  the  sketch,"  whispered  Susan. 
"  He  is  just  the  sort  of  man  who  would."  And  the  idea  made 
poor  Helen  so  nervous  that  all  her  drawing  materials  fell  to  the 
ground. 

A  laugh,  hard,  coarse,  and  satirical,  followed  the  accident ;  and 
the  ladies  of  the  artist's  party  drew  near  the  spot. 

Susan  was  nearer  to  them  than  Helen.  She  heard  some  one 
say,  "  Madame  la  Baronne."  The  voice  struck  her  as  one  she 
ought  to  recognise.  She  gave  a  timid  glance  round,  changed 
colour,  and,  putting  her  arm  within  Helen's,  said,  "  We  will  leave 
Louise  to  bring  the  things ;  we  shall  be  better  at  the  Piazzetta," 
and  drew  her  cousin  away. 

Helen  was  thoroughly  annoyed :  her  sensitiveness  to  any  thing 
in  the  most  remote  degree  approaching  to  impertinence  or  vul- 
garity was  almost  a  weakness.  She  seated  herself  in  the  gondola, 
and,  with  a  flushed  check  and  glistening  eye,  said,  **  Good-bye  to 
my  sketch ;  I  shall  never  try  that  again." 

Susan  made  no  reply  for  an  instant;  then  she  said,  quietly, 
"  I  am  elad  you  did  not  see.  It  was  the  Baroness  d'Olban  and 
"  she  paused,  —  "  Madame  Reinhard." 

Helen  started,  so  that  Louise  exclaimed,  in  fear.  Grasping 
Susan's  hand,  whilst  her  face  became  deadly  pale,  she  said,  in  a 
low  voice,  "It  was  an  instinct;  I  felt  something  was  wrong. 
Oh !  Susan,  I  can't  stay  here." 
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''  She  will  not  come  in  our  way,"  replied  Sosan ;  ^  and  joa 
would  not  speak  if  she  did." 

"  But  to  see  her,  to  know  even  that  it  is  possible !  Susan,  joa 
can  never  understand  the  harm  she  did  me ;  the  fearful,  croel 
harm.  I  feel  it  now ;  I  shall  feel  it  to  mj  dying  day.  I^otiiiiig 
has  been  tlie  same  to  me  since  I  knew  her.  I  can  never  be  what 
I  might  have  been  if  I  had  never  known  her.  Beg  papa  to  go 
—  speak  for  me  —  tell  him  he  must." 

'^  You  forget  that  you  might  have  met  in  London  — that  it  was 
merely  accidental  that  you  have  not  done  so,"  said  Susan,  in  a 
soothing  but  determined  tone,  and  still  holding  Helen's  trembling 
hand. 

*^  I  won't  think  about  London  ;  I  wish  only  to  do  what  I  can 
now ;  and  she  will  bring  it  all  back  to  me,  —  the  fear,  the  re- 
collection of  what  I  should  have  been  if  I  had  listened  to  her; 
oh,  so  miserable !  so  miserable !  I  don't  think  I  saw  it  at  the 
time ;  not  as  I  see  it  now,  I  am  sure.  To  have  been  the  wife  of 
that  man,  —  not  loving  him  —  despising  him  !  Susan,  I  can't  be 
good  where  she  is." 

"  We  must  find  out  something  about  her,"  said  Susan;  "per- 
haps she  may  only  be  here  for  a  few  days.  We  will  ask  Mr. 
Egerton  to  inquire." 

Helen  interrupted  her.  "  Claude !  oh,  no  I  no  !  I  could  not 
bear  him  to  be  told.  Yet  he  must  know  all,"  she  added,  in  a 
lower  tone ;  "  he  can't  think  worse  of  me  than  he  does." 

"  You  exaggerate,  dearest,"  said  Susan.  "  No  one  would 
say  that  you  had  done  any  thing  so  shocking  as  you  seem  to  fancy." 

"  Because  no  one  knows  me  as  I  know  myself,"  replied  Helen. 
"  Susan,  there  is  not  any  human  being  who  can  tell  the  influence 
which  Madame  Rcinhard's  principles  had  over  my  mind,  I  hid 
them  from  myself  in  a  veil  of  words,  and  would  not  allow  myself 
to  look  at  them  as  they  really  were ;  but  I  can  see  now  plainly, 
as  if  written  by  a  sunbeam,  that  they  were  obliterating  all  dis- 
tinctions of  right  and  wrong.  I  know  that  I  was  actually  learn- 
ing to  forget  that  there  was  such  a  distinction ;  I  would  never 
have  believed  it  if  I  had  not  experienced  it.  But,  looking  back 
at  the  things  which  I  then  praised,  —  the  people  whom  I  admired, 
— I  can  see  that  I  might  have  been  led  into  any  evil,  simply  be- 
cause I  was  taught  to  shut  my  eyes  to  the  fact  that  it  w^as  evil 
And  I  loved  her  dearly ;  I  thought  her  so  perfect !  Oh,  Susan  ! 
don't  ask  me  to  see  her  again."  And  poor  Helen  hid  her  face  in 
her  hands,  and  again  repeated,  "  I  loved  her  so  dearly  ! " 

**  We  will  take  care ;  don't  trouble  yourself  about  it ;  leave  it 
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to  me,"  said  Susan,  tenderly.  "  Look,  we  are  at  the  Imperatore  ; 
you  must  not  be  unhappy  now,  or  Lady  Augusta  will  be  uneasy." 
Helen  raised  her  sad  eyes  to  her  cousin's,  and  answered,  "  I 
must  be  unhappy ;  but  no  one  shall  know  it.  Only,  Susan,"  — 
her  voice  faltered, —  "  don't  let  Claude  speak  to  me  about  her." 


CHAPTER  LXXX. 


"Well,  Helen, my  darling!  what  success  this  morning?"  Sir 
Henry,  who  had  only  for  the  last  few  mornings  been  able  to  ap- 
pear at  breakfast  at  half-past  nine,  put  out  his  hand  eagerly  for 
the  sketch-book  in  the  good  humoured  manner  of  one  who  is  con- 
tented with  himself,  and  determined  to  be  contented  with  others. 

Helen  hung  back.  **It  has  been  rather  an  unsatisfactory 
morning ;  I  have  not  done  much.  We  were  tempted  to  row  on  a 
little  beyond  the  Piazzetta,  and  then  —  we  were  interrupted." 

She  looked  to  Susan  for  assistance. 

"  We  were  hurried  away  by  some  tiresome  people  who  would 
come  and  sketch  too,"  continued  Susan.  "  I  suppose  they  had  as 
much  right  as  ourselves,  strictly  speaking ;  but  they  were  noisy 
and  disagreeable." 

Sir  Henry's  temper  rose  in  a  moment.  "  Disagreeable !  I  won't 
have  you  go  again ;  I  will  go  with  you  myself.  The  English 
abroad  are  detestable.  There  ought  to  be  a  law  allowing  only 
certain  people  to  travel.  But  I  will  go  with  you  myself;  I  want 
to  have  some  more  sketches.  I  must  have  one  of  the  San  Gior- 
gio ;  and  I  am  getting  quite  right  again." 

"We  should  be  rather  too  early  for  you,  I  am  afraid,"  said 
Helen,  gently ;  "  and,  later  in  the  day,  the  Piazza  would  be  too 
crowded." 

"  We  will  manage  it,  —  we  will  do  something.  Where  is  Claude 
this  morning  ?  "     Sir  Henry  glanced  impatiently  round  the  room. 

Annette,  who  had  just  entered  with  Lady  Augusta,  replied  that 
Monsieur  Egerton  was  gone  out ;  she  believed  he  meant  ta  inquire 
at  the  post  office  for  letters. 

"  I  don't  want  letters,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry ;  "  we  are  doing 
very  well  as  we  are  here ;  I  don't  want  to  be  reminded  that  we 
must  go  away.  Augusta,  my  dear,  you  have  no  fancy  for  leaving 
Venice,  have  you  ?  " 

Rather  an  unfortunate  question,  considering  that  Lady  Augusta 
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had  only  five  minutes  before  been  ventii^  a  fit  <if  the  old  rost- 
lessness  upon  Annette. 

Annette  took  upon  herself  to  reply.  Miladi,  she  said,  wis  not 
so  well ;  she  did  not  think  Venice  agreed  with  her ;  it  was  too 
damp. 

Poor  Sir  Henry  was  discomfited  ;  but  Susan  soothed  him  hj 
saying,  cheerfully,  that  up  to  this  point  Venice  had  certainly 
agreed  wonderfully  well  with  Lady  Augusta ;  whilst  Helen,  wiA 
a  scarcely  audible  sigh,  occupied  herself  with  the  nsoal  thoughtful 
attentions,  which  now  commonly  had  the  effect  of  driving  awaj, 
at  least  for  a  time.  Lady  Augusta's  moods. 

Breakfast  began  rather  silently ;  in  the  middle  Clande  entered. 
He  had  his  own  letters  in  his  hand ;  but  there  were  none  for  nsj 
one  else.  Helen  seemed  indifferent^  Sir  Henry  rather  pleased. 
Susan  was  disappointed,  and  said  so. 

^^  We  shall  expect  our  English  news  from  yon,  Claode,"  stid 
Sir  Henry.  "  Is  Buckingham  Palace  burnt  down  yet  ?  is  Ixmdon 
in  insurrection  ?  and  what  are  our  prospects  for  the  next  session? 
Come  man,  tell  us.     Any  hope  of  a  change  of  ministry  ?  " 

''  My  letters  are  from  Helmsley,"  said  Claude,  '*  from  my  bailiff 
chiefly.  I  am  afraid  they  would  not  be  interesting  to  the  company 
at  large." 

Lady  Augusta  caught  the  name  Helmsley,  and  asked,  with  a 
most  unfortunate  association  of  ideas,  whether  £[ate  Hope  was 
there  still  ? 

Helen's  face  became  rigid ;  but  Claude  answered  quietly,  yes, 
she  was  doing  very  well.  His  housekeeper  had  made  her  a  very 
useful  person.  "  Can  I  say  any  thing  to  her  for  you  ?  '*  he  added, 
addressing  Susan  ;  "  I  shall  see  her  probably  before  long." 

"  Nonsense,  my  dear  fellow,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry ;  *'  you  talk 
as  if  you  had  one  foot  in  the  carriage  —  or  the  gondola,  I  suppose 
Lmust  say  in  Venice, — and  were  wishing  us  good-bye.  We  have 
a  fortnight  before  us  still  for  Italy,  whether  we  spend  it  here  or 
at  Milan.'* 

"  I  am  afraid  it  will  not  be  my  fortnight,"  replied  Claude.  "I 
ought  to  be  in  England  now." 

"In  England!  we  must  all  go  to  England,"  exclaimed  Lady 
Augusta.  "  I  don't  want  to  see  Venice  any  more  ;  I  would  much 
rather  go  home  if  Claude  goes." 

Susan  and  Helen  were  silent.  Sir  Henry  said,  a  little  fretfullr, 
"  You  forget,  my  dear,  that  I  have  been  tied  by  the  leo-  to  that 
wearisome  sofa  ever  since  wo  have  been  here.  I  must  ^  some- 
thmg  of  Venice  before  we  turn  homewards.     And  there  is  Milan 
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too;  I  had  set  my  heart  upon  the  girls  seeing  the  cathedr^ 
thoroughly.  It  is  folly  to  talk  of  going  home,  when  we  are  only 
just  settled.  Come,  Claude,  eat  your  breakfast,  and  then  well 
decide  what  is  to  be  done  for  the  day.  I  feel  like  a  boy  set  free 
from  school,  now  that  I  can  move  about  without  hopping  like  a 
lame  frog  from  room  to  room." 

"  I  fear  that  is  precisely  the  reason  why  I  must  be  like  a  boy 
summoned  back  to  school,"  said  Claude.  "  I  have  been  playing 
truant  too  long ;  and  if  you  can  do  without  me,  I  shall  have  an 
unquiet  conscience,  and  be  very  disagreeable,  if  I  stay." 

"  Just  put  conscience  in  your  pocket  for  once,  my  dear  fellow," 
exclaimed  Sir  Henry ;  "  it's  what  all  English  people  do  when  they 
come*  abroad.  Take  my  word  for  it,  you  are  a  great  deal  too 
strait-laced.  You  know  I  always  found  fault  with  you  about  it 
when  you  were  a  boy.  I  verily  believe  people  may  die  of  an 
enlargement  of  the  conscience,  just  as  well  as  they  may  of  an 
enlargement  of  the  heart." 

"  Perhaps  I  agree  with  you,"  said  Claude,  laughing ;  "  but  I 
never  found  yet  that  my  conscience  had  attained  its  full  natural 
growth ;  so  I  am  not  much  afraid  of  dying  of  its  enlargement. 
You  must  remember  that  I  gave  myself  &ye  weeks  for  my  tour 
when  I  left  England,  and  the  ^ve  weeks  are  nearly  over." 

"  Five  weeks !  it's  not  breathing- time  for  a  man  who  works  like 
a  dray-horse,  as  you  do  all  the  year  round.  It  might  be  very 
well  for  a  lazy  old  stager  like  myself,  who  has  learnt  to  think 
that  the  young  horses  can  draw  the  waggon  without  his  aid,  and 
so  does  not  trouble  himself  to  carry  more  than  his  own  weight. 
But  for  you  —  why  Hume  told  me  you  would  have  broken  down, 
he  was  sure,  if  he  had  not  forced  you  away." 

"  I  was  rather  worn,"  said  Claude,  gravely ;  "  but  it  was  not 
from  work  only." 

There  was  an  uncomfortable  pause,  interrupted  by  another 
question  from  Lady  Augusta :  "  Claude,  did  Kate  Hope  help  to 
make  the  new  furniture  for  Helmsley  ?  " 

"  Some  of  it."  And  Claude  turned  to  Susan,  and  begged  for 
another  cup  of  coffee. 

"  The  drawing-room  chintz  was  a  very  handsome  pattern,"  said 
Lady  Augusta. 

Sir  Henry  had  failed  to  catch  the  awkward  train  of  ideas,  upon 
which  Lady  Augusta  so  unfortunately  lingered ;  but  he  could  not 
help  seeing,  from  the  countenances  round  the  table,  that  some- 
thing was  wrong.  Seizing  upon  the  first  thought  which  pre- 
sented itself,  he  said,  "  You  have  a  capital  bailiff  at  Helmsley, 
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Hume  tells  me  ;  so  there  can  be  no  reason  for  your  hurrying  away 
in  this  fashion,  and  leaving  us  in  the  lurch.  Besides,  I  thought 
you  were  going  to  wait  here  till  Hume  and  his  boy  joined  you." 

"  George  Hume  is  not  so  well,"  replied  Claude ;  "  and  there  is 
some  idea  of  his  staying  in  Italy  for  the  winter.  That,  of  course, 
would  make  my  joining  them  out  of  the  question.  But  if  I  were 
to  leave  Venice  at  once,  I  should  meet  them  at  Verona,  and  have 
a  day  or  two  with  them  there ;  and  then  I  might  rush  home  as 
fast  as  I  liked." 

"  Still  bent  upon  rushing  home,"  exclaimed  Sir  Henry.  "  One 
would  think  you  were  prime  minister." 

"  I  am  prime  minister  in  my  own  domains,"  said  Claude.  *'  I 
appeal  to  Miss  Graham  ;"  and  he  changed  his  tone,  and  smilM  as 
he  spoke.  "  I  am  sure  I  shall  have  support  from  her.  My  bailiff 
writes  me  word  that  the  work  I  left  him  is  at  a  stand-still,  for 
want  of  my  presence.  He  says  that  questions  arise  every  day 
which  he  does  not  feel  he  has  authority  to  decide,  and  he  respect- 
fully hints  that  if  English  gentlemen  spend  half  the  year  in  London, 
making  laws  for  the  nation,  they  ought  to  spend  the  other  half 
on  their  own  estates,  making  laws  for  their  own  people.  Now 
what  can  be  said  ?  what  would  you  say  ?  " 

"  That  you  should  go,"  said  Susan,  firmly,  without  the  least 
change  in  her  voice ;  but  the  next  moment,  her  head  was  bent 
down,  and  the  empty  coffee  cup  raised  to  her  lips. 

"  I  should  like  to  see  the  new  furniture  at  Helmsley,  very  much," 
murmured  Lady  Augusta ;  but  Claude,  usually  so  courteously  at- 
tentive to  her  least  observation,  now  entirely  disregarded  it.  He 
looked  at  Susan  kindly  and  gratefully,  and  there  was  a  peculiar 
tone  of  affectionate  confidence,  remarked  even  by  Sir  Henry,  in 
his  words,  "  Thank  you ;  I  can  always  depend  upon  you  for  help- 
ing me  to  do  right." 

"  Not  very  complimentary  to  us  ;  eh,  Helen  ?  "  exclaimed  Sir 
Henry,  hastily ;  and  poor  Helen's  voice  seemed  nearly  choked,  as 
she  tried  to  answer  lightly  and  evasively,  "  Susan  was  always 
famous  for  making  people  do  their  duty." 

Sir  Henry,  though  he  was  not  quite  aware  of  the  feeling,  was 
a  little  "  put  out,"  and  fancied  Helen  neglected ;  and  by  way  of 
saying  something  which  should  make  her  feel  that  he  at  least 
thought  a  good  deal  of  her,  he  told  her  to  bring  her  sketch  that 
he  might  look  at  it  again ;  it  seemed  to  him  capital,  and  if  they 
were  all  going  to  rush  to  England  in  this  sudden  way,  she  must 
make  haste  and  finish  it. 

^'Ican  manage  to  work  it  u^  from  what  I  have  done,"  said 
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Helen,  quickly ;  "  I  don't  want  to  sketch  any  more."  She  was 
afraid  that  Sir  Henry,  in  his  thoughtless  way,  would  ask  Claude 
to  go  with  them  on  some  future  occasion.  He  very  often  did 
things  of  this  kind  merely  from  obtuseness.  He  was  so  accus- 
tomed now  to  see  Claude  with  them,  that  he  was  falling  back 
into  the  pleasant,  easy  feeling  of  former  days,  only  rendered  yet 
more  easy  by  the  knowledge,  half  provoking,  half  satisfactory,  that 
Claude  could  never  be  any  thing  to  Helen,  she  did  not  like  him. 
If  he  cared  for  any  one  now,  it  was  for  Susan  Graham. 

Helen  brought  her  sketch,  and  Claude  praised  it,  but  too  coldly 
to  satisfy  Sir  Henry ;  for  he  pointed  out  a  defect  in  the  perspec- 
tive, and  doubted  whether  some  particular  part  of  the  tracery 
could  be  correctly  drawn. 

Helen  stood  by  and  listened,  and  owned  he  might  be  right ; 
but  when  Sir  Henry  declared  that  they  would  all  go  the  very 
next  morning  to  the  place,  and  Claude  should  correct  the  sketch 
himself,  if  he  fancied  he  knew  so  much  better  about  it  than  any 
one  else,  she  said,  in  a  very  decided  way,  that  she  had  no  inten- 
tion of  going  to  St.  Mark's  again  so  early ;  she  must  make  the 
best  that  she  could  of  her  sketch  at  home. 

"  What !  not  frightened  away  by  those  noisy  people  ?  "  ex- 
claimed Sir  Henry. 

Claude  turned  round  directly,  to  inquire  what  was  meant ;  and 
Lady  Augusta  said,  in  a  plaintive  voice :  ^'  I  always  thought  it 
was  dangerous  for  them  to  go  out  alone,  and  Lady  Hume's  maid 
doesn't  understand  a  word  of  English." 

"  There  was  no  danger,  —  nothing  to  fear,"  said  Susan,  seeing 
by  the  peculiar  rigidity  of  Helen's  face  that  a  whole  torrent  of 
excited  feelings  was  working  underneath ;  "  it  was  simply  dis- 
agreeable. There  was  rather  a  noisy  party  in  the  Piazza  this 
morning,"  she  added,  speaking  to  Claude ;  "  and  a  gentleman  was 
sketching  there,  so  we  did  not  have  the  place  to  ourselves  as  we 
have  had  before.  It  was  of  no  real  consequence ;  Helen  had 
just  finished;  but  I  am  afraid  they  will  be  likely  to  be  there 
again  to-morrow." 

Helen  had  been  fastening  up  her  sketch-book.  She  laid  it 
down  now  on  the  table,  and  said,  very  earnestly :  "  I  have  done 
as  much  as  I  shall  ever  wish  to  do ;  and,  dear  papa,  as  we  can't 
have  many  more  days  in  Venice,  you  must  not  waste  your  time 
upon  me,  but  go  about  with  Susan  and  see  all  you  can." 

"  And  why  not  with  you,  my  child  ?  What's  the  matter  ?  I 
don't  understand."  Helen  changed  colour  rapidly,  and  her  hand 
trembled,  and  Sir  Henry  took  hold  of  it  anxiously,  and  said :  '*  I 
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am  rare  there  is  more  in  this  than  jaa  will  saj.     Xhoae  people 
were  mde ; — tell  me ; — I  most  know." 

^  Oh  !  no ;  indeed,  no."  Helen  looked  at  her  eoosin  to  explaii; 
and  with  the  conviction  that  mjsterj  would  onlj  make  tlie  awk- 
wardness greater,  Snsan  ^id  at  once :  ^  We  did  not  speaik  to  Aoa, 
nor  they  to  ns,  hot  they  were  not  all  strangers  to  us  ;  b j  s^ht  at 
least   The  Baroness  d'Olhan  was  one,  and — Madame  Reinhard.' 

^  That  woman !  that  aodacioos  hombng  in  Venice  !"  Sir  Hcbit 
laid  his  hand  fondlj  npon  Helen's  head.  She  had  sat  down,  aaii 
was  resting  it  npon  her  hand. 

Clande  said,  in  a  low,  marked  tone :  ^  I  heard  tins  laarmaf 
that  thej  were  in  Venice." 

^  Thej  are  not  English.  Thank  Heaven,  ihej  are  not  y.iigligli !' 
exclaimed  Sir  Henry. 

**  Only  I  am  afraid  they  hare  heen  allowed  to  form  part  of  oar 
English  society,"  said  Clande,  in  the  same  strained,  imcomfiirtaUe 
manner. 

^Such  fools  we  are  to  helieve  in  them !"  exdaimed  Sir  Hemr. 
**  So  they  are  all  here,  are  they  ?  —  Monsienr  le  Baron,  tii 
Madame  la  Baronne,  and  Herr  Beinhard,  and — what  is  the  Genav 
for  Madame  ?  " 

^  Madame  Beinhard  does  not  trouble  her  husband  to  mociOBftBj 
her,"  said  Claude,  sternly :  "  they  are  separated." 

Helen  burst  into  an  agony  of  tears,  and  rushed  from  the  itxioL 
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Hblen  and  Claude  met  no  more  on  that  day.  A  party  was  formed 
for  the  Academia  and  the  Lido ;  but  Helen,  shut  up  in  her  own 
apartment,  her  head  throbbing  with  pain,  her  eyelids  swoUen  with 
tears,  and  her  heart  heavy  with  its  burden  of  sorrowful  and  re- 
pentant thought,  declined  all  entreaty  to  accompany  them.  When 
they  were  gone  she  came  into  the  salon,  and  read,  and  talked,  to 
Lady  Augusta ;  but  the  sound  of  a  footstep  or  a  voice,  drove  her 
back  again  to  solitude.  It  is  terrible,  even  to  the  most  indiflerent, 
to  read  in  the  fate  of  others  what,  but  for  God's  mercy  and  pro- 
tecting providence,  might,  in  all  human  probability,  have  been 
their  own.  The  very  feeling  of  present  safety  brings  out  in 
powerful  contrast  the  danger  that  has  been  escaped.  The  seaman, 
aaved  from  shipwreck,  shudders  more  at  the  recoUectioD  <rf  his 
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peril  when  he  stands  firmly  on  dry  land,  and  sees  his  comrades 
borne  to  destruction,  than  when  he  was  himself  buffeting  with 
the  waves ;  and  the  heart  saved  from  the  shipwreck  of  pure  and 
holy  principle,  realises  the  horror  of  its  once  dangerous  position 
with  an  infinitely  keener  anguish,  when,  humbly  clinging  to  God 
for  help,  it  watches  to  the  close  the  career  of  those  with  whom  it 
once  sympathised,  than  even  at  the  moment  of  its  first  awakening 
to  a  consciousness  of  sin,  its  guilt,  and  its  consequences.  There 
had  been  much  of  personal  feeling, — pride,  disappointment,  and 
a  sense  of  injured  dignity,  in  Helen's  indignation  when  she  opened 
her  eyes  to  ^e  fact  of  Madame  Reinhard's  insincerity.  She  was 
angry  with  her,  and  knew  that  the  anger  was  justifiable ;  and 
this  feeling  hid  from  her,  for  a  time,  her  own  share  in  the  evil 
which  she  condemned.  But  the  perception  had  grown  and 
deepened  since  then.  Lady  Augusta's  illness,  the  anxiety  and 
self-reproach  which  it  caused,  had  sown  the  seed  of  self-knowledge ; 
and  as  Helen  strove,  day  by  day,  to  read  her  own  heart  more 
truly,  and  serve  God  more  perfectly,  so  did  the  veil  vanish  from 
the  past,  and  it  stood  out  clearly  in  its  shame  and  peril. 

Madame  Reinhard's  career  might  have  been  hers :  what  was 
there  to  prevent  it  ?  She  had  imbibed  the  same  principles,  and, 
as  far  as  in  her  lay,  carried  them  out  to  the  same  extent.  Wilfully 
and  knowingly,  seeking  only  the  gratification  of  a  wild,  untamed 
spirit  of  independence,  she  had  accepted  a  man  whom  she  de- 
spised ;  so  had  Madame  Beinhard.  Putting  aside  the  consideration 
of  the  sacred  promise  to  be  made  before  God,  that  she  would 
devote  herself  to  the  happiness  of  her  husband,  she  had  chosen  to 
look  upon  him  only  as  the  means  by  which  she  might  obtain  a 
certain  amount  of  worldly  independence  and  enjoyment ;  so  had 
Madame  Reinhard.  Self  had  been  her  object ;  and  self,  also,  had 
been  Madame  Reinhard's.  When  two  persons  set  out  together 
on  the  same  dangerous  path,  and  follow  it  in  its  devious  windings, 
and  never  pause  to  look  back  at  the  point  from  which  they 
started,  or  liie  goal  to  which  they  are  tending,  who  is  to  say  that 
the  Hand  of  God  will  be  interposed  to  save  one  from  the  preci- 
pice in  which  it  ends,  while  the  other  is  allowed  to  rush  on 
madly  to  destruction  ? 

Helen  did  not  condemn  Madame  Reinhard,  sunk  though  she 

was  even  in  the  eyes  of  the  world.     She  only  prayed  for  her ; 

and,  in  praying  for  her,  she  prayed  also  for  herself,  to  be  forgiven, 

strengthened,  guided ;  to  be  inspired  with  a  spirit  of  watchfulness 

and  self-distrust;  to  be  made  contented  under  whatever  cro^ 

should  be  in  stCMre  for  her ;  to  be  taught  to  live  for  the  happiness 
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of  others,  as  she  had  once  lived  odIj  for  herself,  Hdoi^s  pnjers 
had  been  yerj  earnest  of  late :  thej  were  never  so  earnest  as  os 
that  long  and  sorrowful  day. 

And  Susan  in  the  mean  time  was  happy,  nncansaoudj  jet 
folly  happy,  even  though  Claude  still  spoke  of  departme':  asd 
the  words,  ^  We  must  see  what  we  can  to-day,  for  to-momnrYBl 
have  other  engagements,"  were  sounded  in  her  ear  front  hour  to 
hour,  as  though  to  remind  her  of  the  knell  which  most  soooer  or 
later  be  tolled  for  all  human  jojs. 

Claude  lingered  by  her  side,  devoted  himself  to  her  in  word 
and  action :  seemed  unable,  except  by  an  effiMt^  to  aepaimie  hia- 
self  from  her,  even  to  pay  those  necessary  attentions  to  the  na 
of  the  party  which  in  bis  most  abstracted  moments  he  oerer 
forgot.     True  he  spoke  of  Helen,  anxiously,  with  deep  interest 
which  could  not  be  distrusted ;  but  it  was  the  watchfol  intere^  d 
doubt,  not  the  calm  confidence  of  sympathy,  with  which  he  ad- 
dressed himself  to  her.     He  talked  for  the  first  time  of  the  dtji 
of  his  past  happiness,  and  seemed  desirous  to  explain  his  fedinjEs, 
and  to  show  how  his  love  for  Helen  had  first  sprung  ap.    His 
mind,  indeed,  rested   upon   that   period,   more    than    upon  tk 
presents     If  in  any  way  this  was  alluded  to,  it  was  evident  ditf 
it  pained  him.     He  looked  upon  Helen,  apparently,  as  su^Hb^ 
for  her  former  follies,  and  felt  for  her,  and  was  inclined  to  UtDe 
himself  for  having  in  any  way  done  her  harm  by  his  impaticfice 
and  exacting  temper.     He  had  learnt  wisdom,  he  said,  since  tiieo: 
his  danger  now  would  be  that  of  over-caution :  what  he  dioiild 
most  require  would  be  the  absolute  certainty  that  his  affection 
was  returned :  and  how  was  that  to  be  obtained  ?  and  as  his  ctcs 
met  Susan's  their  glance  seemed  to  demand  from  her  the  ask- 
ance which  his  lips  could  not  venture  to  ask. 

So  passed  the  morning  at  the  Academia,  and  Susan  dwelt  with 
a  fresh  and  untold  delight  upon  the  beauty  before  her,  for  eveij 
sense  was  quickened  by  the  enjoyment  of  a  perfect  sympathj. 
She  had  visited  it  often  before,  and  now  she  could  bear  to  leave 
much  unnoticed,  and  give  herself  up  to  the  contemplation  of  her 
peculiar  favourites :  Titian's  wonderful  "  Assumption  of  the 
blessed  Virgin ;  and  her  presentation  in  the  Temple,**  and  the  far- 
famed  "  Paris  Bordone,"  which  tells  one  of  the  most  striking  ind- 
dents  in  Venetian  history;  and,  perhaps  better  than  all,  the 
exquisite  drawings  by  Leonardo  da  Vinci  and  his  pupil  Luini, 
which  seem  to  embody,  even  more  than  the  designs  of  Raphael, 
the  spirit  of  purity  and  unearthly  holiness. 

The  Armenian  Convent  and  the  Lido  were  reserved  for  the 
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evening.  It  was  a  particular  request  made  by  Claude.  The 
gaiety  of  the  Piazza,  he  said,  was  distasteful  to  him,  and  he 
wanted  his  last  associations  with  Venice  to  be  those  of  quietness 
and  repose.  It  was  the  first  regular  announcement  which  he  had 
made  that  his  mind  was  fully  made  up  upon  the  subject  of  de- 
parture. Sir  Henry,  subject  himself  to  momentary  fits  of  what 
he  called  Quixotic  duty,  had  supposed  that  Claude's  resolutions 
were  of  the  same  character ;  and  when  they  were  not  talked  about 
he  thought  they  were  forgotten.  But  he  knew  little  of  the  iron 
rule  which  a  mind  like  that  of  Claude  exercises  over  itself  at  all 
moments.  .  There  was  no  neutral  ground  with  him  between  duty 
and  inclination.  Either  a  thing  was  right  to  be  done,  or  it  was 
not :  and  throughout  the  whole  of  that  busy  day,  whilst  engrossed 
apparently  in  present  objects,  there  was  an  under  current  of  con- 
flicting feeling  in  Claude's  mind,  a  struggle  between  the  strong 
will  to  remain  and  the  duty  which  bade  him  depart,  to  which 
every  word  and  action  unconsciously  had  reference. 

But  he  had  decided,  and  had  found  rest.  Once  before,  carried 
away  by  feeling,  he  had  cast  the  die  too  soon,  and  the  end  had  been 
fatal  to  his  happiness.  Now  it  seemed  that  a  warning  voice  had 
been  sent,  to  guard  him  against  the  same  danger,  and  on  his  own 
head  would  be  the  consequences  if  he  chose  to  turn  a  deaf  ear 
to  it. 

There  was  a  duty  which  called  upon  him  to  go  ;  not^  perhaps, 
obviously  imperative,  and  one  which  a  less  honest  conscience 
might  easily  have  put  aside  ;  but  still  unquestionably  a  duty,  if 
there  was  nothing  to  oppose  it.  That  was  sufficient  for  Claude. 
His  arrangements  were  made  so  as  to  excite  no  further  discussion, 
and  whilst  waiting  for  the  arrival  of  Lady  Hume's  party,  before 
setting  out  for  the  Armenian  Convent,  he  announced  to  Lady 
Augusta  that  he  must  proceed  the  next  day  to  Verona.  Helen 
was  not  in  the  room  when  he  said  it ;  perhaps  he  might  have 
found  it  more  difficult  to  state  his  intentions  if  she  had  been.  But 
Susan  came  to  his  aid,  and  with  gentle  and  judicious  tact  managed 
to  divert  Lady  Augusta's  thoughts  from  the  annoyance  of  Claude's 
departure  to  the  prospect  of  soon  meeting  again  in  England. 

"  It  is  but  a  short  time,"  she  said  ;  "  we  shall  all,  we  hope,  be 
at  home  again  before  very  long,  and  then  it  will  be  such  a  pleasure 
to  meet,  and  tell  all  that  has  been  done  and  seen." 

The  observation  seemed  so  simple  and  natural  that  Claude,  who 
was  looking  at  Lady  Augusta,  was  not  at  all  struck  by  it ;  and 
did  not  remark  any  change  of  voice.  But  he  felt  grateful  to 
Susan,  and  replied  very  cordially,  that  he  should  look  foi'ward  to 
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that  more  than  to  any  thing ;  he  could  not  say  how  different  his 
recollections  of  his  tour  would  be  now,  from  what  thej  would 
have  been  if  he  had  not  spent  this  happy  fortnight  in  Venice. 

"  And  it  is  to  be  the  last  night,"  said  Lady  Augusta,  mournfully. 
"  They  won't  see  any  thing,  or  go  anywhere  when  you  are  gone, 
Claude ;  and  I  dare  say  Sir  Henry's  foot  will  become  bad  again ; 
and  Helen  and  Susan  can't  go  about  together.  I  want  Helen  to 
go  out  this  evening ;  I  shan't  go,  and  Helen  wants  change.  I 
wish  she  would  go ;  I  wonder  why  she  keeps  to  her  room ;  she 
never  used  to  do  it.  I  don't  like  it ;  I  don't  think  she  is  welL 
Susan,  why  don't  you  make  her  come  here  ?  She  must  say  good- 
bye to  Claude." 

Susan  glanced  at  Claude  uneasily.  There  was  more  excitement 
and  incoherency  in  Lady  Augusta's  speech  and  manner  than  she 
had  lately  remarked.  Claude  was  inclined  to  regret  his  deter- 
mination. 

''Helen  ought  to  come  and  say  good-bye,"  repeated  Lady 
Augusta. 

"  But  I  am  not  going  now,"  said  Claude  soothingly.  **  Even  if 
I  do  leave  Venice  to-morrow,  we  shall  be  together  again  this 
evening.     We  are  only  going  out  for  an  hour  or  two.** 

''  I  don't  think  it  is  kind  of  Helen  not  to  say  good-bye,"  persisted 
Lady  Augusta.  "  She  always  used  to  have  fancies,  and  she  is 
very  unkind  to  Claude ;  it  is  very  wrong  of  her." 

Claude  turned  pale.  There  was  no  meaning  in  Lady  Augusta's 
words,  but  they  gave  him  a  sensation  of  heart-sickness. 

"  I  will  call  Helen,"  said  Susan,  perceiving  that  Lady  Augusta's 
mind  was  not  likely  to  be  set  right  by  words. 

Claude  made  a  movement  as  though  he  would  have  prevented 
her ;  then  he  sat  down  silently. 

Susan  and  Helen  came  back  together.  Helen  looked  very  worn 
and  unhappy ;  so  unhappy  that  she  had  no  room  for  any  other 
feeling.  She  was  extremely  cold  in  manner,  and  said  to  Claude 
that  she  was  sorry  to  hear  he  talked  of  going,  in  a  tone  which 
had  no  accent  of  sorrow  in  it. 

"You  must  wish  Claude  good-bye,  Helen,"  said  Lady  Augusta, 
plaintively.  "  He  is  going  to  leave  us.  It  is  very  unkind  in  you 
to  say  you  won't  be  with  him  the  last  evening." 

Claude's  eyes  were  raised  eagerly  to  Helen's  face,  and  his  lips 
moved,  but  his  words  were  chilled  by  the  stiff  reply :  "  Thei-e 
are  so  many  that  I  should  be  in  the  way ;  and  I  have  a  head- 
ache." 

"Not  in  the  way,  indeed,  Helen,"  exclaimed  Susan. 
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"  Yes,  indeed,  very  much  in  the  way."  Helen  ttied  to  smile. 
*^  I  hope  you  will  have  a  very  pleasant  row.  I  shall  make  pajpa 
take  me  to  the  Lido  another  evening." 

'^  It  would  do  your  head  good  if  you  would  come  with  us,"  said 
Claude,  gently. 

"  Thank  you,  no,  I  shall  be  better  at  home,  and  I  shall  go  to  bed 
early ;  probably  before  you  return." 

Susan  went  to  the  window.  ''  The  gondola  is  ready,"  she  said ; 
''  Miss  Hume  is  there :  no  one  else.  She  will  not  come  upstairs, 
I  suppose." 

"  I  may,  perhaps,  not  see  you  again,"  said  Claude,  addressing 
Helen.  "  I  think  I  shall  be  obliged  to  go  early  to-morrow."  He 
spoke  in  a  low  voice,  and  almost  as  coldly  as  Helen  herself,  except 
that  his  eyes  contradicted  his  lips. 

Susan  was  moving  Lady  Augusta's  chair,  so  that  she  might  be 
able  to  see  the  gondola.     She  did  not  notice  what  was  passing. 

Helen's  face  expressed  a  conflict  of  bitter  feeling.  She  replied 
to  Claude's  remark  by  giving  him  her  icy  hand,  and  saying: 
"  Grood-bye,  I  hope  you  will  have  a  pleasant  journey." 

Claude  answered  nervously  and  eagerly :  '*  I  can't  have  a 
pleasant  joui^ney  if  I  leave  you  unhappy." 

"I  deserve  it  all."  The  burning  blush  of  shame  crimsoned 
Helen's  cheeks.  She  withdrew  her  hand  hastily  from  Claude; 
uttered  another  cold  good-bye,  and  left  him. 

Easy  and  soothing  both  to  body  and  mind  was  that  evening's 
gliding  voyage  through  the  winding  channels  intersecting  the 
Lagune  to  the  tiny  island  on  which  the  Armenian  fathers  have 
fixed  their  habitation.  It  is  a  quiet  and  very  tempting  resting- 
place.  The  white  walls  of  the  convent  rise  immediately  out  of 
the  water,  which  closes  around  them,  willing,  it  would  seem,  to 
shut  out  all  sounds  but  those  of  its  own  gentle  but  ceaseless 
plash.  The  small  entrance  court,  surrounded  by  a  cloistered 
walk,  and  having  a  bright  garden  in  the  centre,  speaks  of  study 
and  peaceful  meditation.  And  there  is  a  vineyard  also,  where 
clustering  leaves  and  delicate  tendrils  form  arcades  to  shelter  the 
long  green  walks  beneath  them  from  the  glare  of  the  noonday 
sun ;  and  a  terrace  from  whence  in  the  still  summer  evening  the 
eye,  weary  with  present  objects,  may  turn  to  the  buildings  of 
Venice  set  in  their  watery  frame,  or  wander  across  the  Lagune  to 
the  shores  of  the  mainland,  and  find  a  pleasure,  renewed  by  every 
passing  light  or  flickering  shadow,  in  the  misty  outline  of  the 
glorious  mountains  of  the  Southern  Tyrol. 

It  had  all  been  seen.     The  courteous  father  who  acted  as  guide 
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had  displayed  the  treasnres  of  the  convent  library,  and  the  work 
of  the  printing-room,  which  is  one  of  the  chief  occupations  of  the 
monks,  and  pointed  out  with  proud  delight  the  picture  by  GiovaBiii 
Bellino,  which  no  sum  of  money  would  ever,  he  said,  induce  them 
to  part  with ;  and  Claude  and  Susan  again  and  again  had  foond 
themselves  walking  apart,  or  lingering  behind  to  examine  some 
object  of  mutual  interest,  whilst  both  were  silent, — both  sad. 

Once  more  they  stopped  in  the  little  garden.  The  gondola  was 
ready  at  the  steps.  Sir  Henry  pressed  forward  to  place  Miss 
Hume  in  it.  The  Armenian  father  accompanied  them,  and  then 
returned  to  Susan.  He  gathered  a  rose,  the  last  of  the  season, 
and  presented  it  to  her.  It  was  full  blown,  and  some  of  the  petals 
fell  to  the  ground.  , 

Susan  looked  a  little  vexed.  "  I  had  wished  to  carry  it  home 
to  Helen,"  she  said  to  Claude. 

"  It  should  have  been  gathered  sooner,"  he  replied.  "  It  has 
lived  to  be  wasted." 

The  monk  plucked  another  flower,  and  Susan  accepted  it  grate- 
fully ;  but  she  collected  the  remaining  petals  of  her  faded  treasure, 
and  as  she  laid  them  in  her  pocket-book,  said,  '^  I  won^t  complain. 
It  is  a  pleasant  memory  now ;  it  would  have  been  but  a  hope 
before." 

Claude's  countenance  changed.  "  Yes,"  he  said,  quickly,  "and 
a  hope  that  might  never  have  been  fulfilled.  You  are  right; 
memory  is  best."  He  walked  on  a  few  paces ;  then  as  they  drew 
near  the  steps,  he  added,  ''  and  hopes  plucked  too  soon  leave  only 
sad  memories.     It  is  better  to  be  patient." 

Susan's  face  was  averted:  he  could  not  see  its  expression, 
neither  could  he  feel  the  trembling  of  her  hand  as  he  assisted  her 
into  the  gondola.  He  was  thinking  of  other  things  ;  and  bidding 
a  kindly  farewell  to  the  courteous  Armenian  father,  he  took  his 
seat  in  the  boat,  and  rousing  himself  to  exertion,  addressed  some 
light  words  to  Miss  Hume,  and  kept  up  an  unbroken  conversation 
with  her  until  they  landed  upon  the  desolate  shore. 

Sir  Henry  was  the  first  to  leave  the  gondola.  Bent  upon  show- 
ing his  freedom  and  independence  after  his  weary  days  of  help- 
lessness, he  insisted  upon  taking  care  of  Miss  Hume,  and  rejected 
the  idea  of  walking  with  his  niece,  for  whom  he  professed  a  very 
high  regard,  but  whom  it  so  happened,  he  said,  that  he  could  see 
every  day.  So  it  was  that,  without  intention  on  either  side, 
Susan  and  Claude  again  found  themselves  walking  alone  and 
apart. 

Very  silent  they  were  at  first,  as  they  passed  the  few  poor 
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cottages  containing  the  only  inhabitants  of  the  barren  island,  and 
slowly  made  their  way  along  a  raised  path  by  the  side  of  a  narrow 
canal,  the  banks  of  which  were  planted  with  Indian  corn.  There 
was  nothing  in  the  scene  to  excite  a  remark,  and  nothing  in  their 
own  hearts  which  at  that  moment  admitted  of  inspection.  Claude 
especially  seemed  wrapt  in  thought,  anxious,  and  undecided.  He 
had  the  look  of  a  man  wholly  engaged  in  solving  some  painful, 
important  problem  of  moral  conduct.  When  Susan  at  length 
broke  the  silence,  almost  frightened  by  its  continuance,  he  sti^rted, 
and  spoke  eagerly,  even  impatiently.  "Stormy,  did  you  say? 
Yes,  it  looks  so.  So  much  the  better  for  the  Adriatic ;"  and  he 
hurried  on. 

"But  it  will  be  necessary  for  us  to  turn  back,  won't  it  ?"  said 
Susan,  timidly. 

"Not  till  we  have  seen  it, — the  clear,  open  sea, — all  the  rest 
is  but  a  sham.  Besides," — he  suddenly  checked  himself,  and 
spoke  more  gently,  —  "I  have  something  to  say — I  must  say  it 
now,  if  you  will  hear  me.  If  I  lose  this  moment  I  may  have  no 
other." 

Susan's  utterance  was  choked;  but  she  quickened  her  pace. 
She  had  an  indescribable  longing  to  find  herself  again  with  her 
uncle  and  Miss  Hume. 

They  appeared  at  that  instant,  returning  from  the  sandy  beach 
upon  which  they  had  looked  for  an  instant,  contented  with  saying 
that  they  had  gazed  from  the  Lido  upon  the  Adriatic. 

"  Threatening ! "  said  Sir  Henry  to  Claude,  as  he  buttoned  his 
coat  around  him.  "  Quite  a  cold  wind !  I  shall  get  back  to  the 
gondola.  Don't  stay  till  midnight,  making  verses  upon  the 
waves." 

Susan  spoke  laughingly  to  Miss  Hume,  and  asked  her  whether 
she  had  carried  away  some  sand  for  a  remembrance.  Such  a 
foolish  question  it  was !  But  there  are  times  when  nonsense  is 
more  useful  to  us  than  sense. 

Claude  drew  her  on.  The  ground  was  rough,  and  he  made  her 
take  his  arm,  but  he  did  not  speak  for  some  moments. 

They  stood  upon  the  Lido ;  the  long  waste  of  sand  interrupted 
only  by  the  few  moss-grown  tombs  of  the  Jews,  and  the  signs  of 
a  stunted  and  arid  vegetation,  washed  by  the  angry  waters  of  the 
wide,  cheerless,  Adriatic. 

Then  Claude  said :  "  This  is  my  last  night.  Must  I  go  to- 
morrow without  carrying  hope  with  me  ?  J  ask  you  as  a 
friend."  And  his  gaze  rested  upon  her  with  an  earnestness  which 
was  agony. 
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Susan's  eyes  met  hisYor  one  moment  of  silence,  but  they  stak 
again  instantly,  and  before  a  sound  escaped  her  lips,  he  went  on: 
^  You  know  Helen  perfectly  ;  all  she  feels  and  thitiki^ ;  she  keeps 
nothing  from  you.  You  know  me  also — better  than  any  cmeebe 
knows  me.     If  there  is  no  hope,  tell  me." 

A  long  pause  followed.  The  answer  came  at  last ;  very  kfv, 
but  calm  and  gentle,  with  all  the  tenderness  of  a  wcHnan's  sym- 
pathy.    "  I  think  there  is  hope." 

He  spoke  again.  ^  A  thousand  blessings  upon  you  for  those 
words.'  But  I  am  a  coward.  I  wrecked  my  own  happiness  onee^ 
I  dare  not  do  it  again.  I  leave  my  fate  in  yoor  hands.  Whei 
you  tell  me  I  may  venture  I  will,  but  not  before."  He  toc^  ker 
hand,  and  pressed  it  gratefully,  affectionately,  and  still  hdd  it  tt 
he  added :  ''  You  are  afraid  to  speak  ;  you  think  1  have  taken  i 
liberty ;  that  I  am  laying  too  much  upon  you." 

Susan's  voice  never  faltered,  but  her  words  were  abmpt:  ^I 
wiUtry." 

''  Thank  you !  oh !  so  much,  so  much  !  But  I  can  never  thsik 
you  sufficiently.  I  can  never  tell  you  what  you  have  been  tome; 
my  one  comfort  and  guiding  star  in  this  long,  dreary  time.  I 
knew  how  it  must  be  when  you  were  with  her  :  1  was  sure  M 
your  influence  must  make  her  what  she  is.  And  yoa  will  letiM 
speak  of  yourself,  too,  now.  You  must  not  be  angry  if  1  sajlioir 
it  has  gladdened  me  in  the  midst  of  all  my  suspense,  to  tbi&k 
that  you  were  happy."  He  looked  at  her,  expecting  an  answer ; 
but  no  sound  came  save  the  swelling  moan  of  the  rolling  waters 
seeking  rest  where  there  was  none. 

Claude  changed  the  subject  with  self-reproach.  He  thooglit 
he  had  intruded  too  far.  **  I  shall  go  now,"  he  said,  "  comptfi- 
tively  happy.  I  shall  feel  that  I  leave  a  friend  and  advoctte 
behind  me.  Perhaps  in  time  she  will  learn  from  you  to  think  of 
me — not  as  a  hard  master,  always  tutoring  and  advising,  but  as 
one  who  has  learnt  from  her  lessons  of  unselfishness  and  daily 
endurance,  which  could  never  have  been  taught  otherwise.  I 
will  not  ask  you  to  say  that  you  will  work  for  me  in  my  absenoe} 
I  feel  that  trust  is  more  binding  than  any  promise." 

It  might  have  been  an  echo  from  the  moss-grown  s^ulchres 
upon  the  shore,  which  answered,  "  I  promise."  And  Claude  drew 
Susan's  arm  again  within  his,  and  they  turned  away. 

The  Lido  was  left  to  its  solitude  ;  and  the  waves  lifted  their 
crests,  and,  as  they  dashed  upon  the  beach,  bore  back  with  them 
the  light  sand  upon  which  human  feet  had  thought  to  rest  as  on  a 
firm  foundation ;    and  no  eye,  save  that  of   Grod,  marked  the 


lyOBS.  459 

changes  which  they  worked ;  as  no  eye  but  His  saw  the  destruc- 
tion of  the  bright  fabric  of  earthly  joy  which,  in  those  few 
moments,  had  crumbled  into  dust  beside  the  wild  shores  of  the 
Adriatic. 
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The  first  faint  tinge  of  autumn  was  gathering  over  the  woods  of 
Ivors.  There  was  a  gleam  of  brightness  upon  the  light-spreading 
beeches  in  the  park,  a  richer  hue  over  the  close-leaved  elms  and 
the  jagged  foliage  of  the  gnarled  oaks.  Sunshine  was  more 
glowing,  but  shadows  were  deepening.  The  avenue  had  been 
cleared  from  the  few  leaves  scattered  by  a  late  storm,  the  flower 
garden  had  been  carefully  put  in  order,  and  late  geraniums  and 
gorgeous  dahlias  gave  a  brilliancy  of  colouring  to  the  somewhat 
faded  aspect  of  the  closely  mown  turf,  scorched  by  a  long  and 
unusual  summer  drought. 

Men  were  vigorously  at  work  in  the  plantations ;  women  were 
weeding  in  different  parts  of  the  grounds ;  there  was  an  appear- 
ance of  energy  in  the  movements  even  of  the  lazy  boy  hired  by 
the  gardener  out  of  charity,  to  help  to  move  flower  pots  and  put 
the  walks  of  the  kitchen  garden  in  order,  because  Sir  Henry 
Clare  was  to  be  at  home  immediately. 

People  said  Sir  Henry,  not  Lady  Augusta,  as  they  used  to  do. 
Those  days  of  strict  superintendence  were  over,  and  rumour, 
always  eager  with  its  fatal  news,  said  that  Lady  Augusta  was 
returning  worse,  instead  of  better ;  that  a  cold,  caught  by  some 
accidental  exposure  to  night  air,  had  partially  brought  back  the 
fever  which  had  flrst  broken  her  down,  and  that  it  was  no 
question  of  recovery  with  her  now ;  that  she  might  live,  but  that 
life  could  never  be  enjoyment  either  to  herself  or  her  friends ; 
and  that  the  most  probable  expectation  was,  that  with  her 
strength  so  weakened,  she  would  sink  rapidly  in  body  as  well  as 
in  mind. 

The  report  might  be  exaggerated,  but  it  was  certain  that  all 
directions  were  given  without  reference  to  Lady  Augusta,  except 
that  some  few  careful  instructions  were  sent  by  Miss  Clare  as  to 
the  arrangement  of  the  rooms  which  were  specially  appropriated 
to  her  use. 

The  butler  and  the  footman  were  standing  together  at  the  front 
door,  straining  their  eyes  to  look  down  the  avenue.    At  the  same 
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moment  a  gentleman  was  seen  walking  leisurely  towards  the 
house,  and  the  butler,  with  an  exclamation  which  showed  that  he 
was  too  proud  to  receive  any  but  his  own  master,  turned  into  the 
hall  and  left  his  companion  to  announce  to  Claude  Egerton 
-;that  Sir  Henry  was  not  yet  arrived,  but  was  expected  every 
^  moment. 

Claude  entered,  but  stopped  to  ask  more  questions.  "Sir 
Henry,  you  said.  Is  he  coming  alone  ?  He  wrote  me  word  that 
I  was  to  be  here  to  meet  the  whole  party." 

"  Oh  no,  sir !     My  Lady,  and  Miss  Clare,  and  Miss  Graham 
are  all  expected ;  that  is,  I  believe  Miss  Graham  goes  to  Wingfield 
,.,  to-night.     A  fly  has  been  sent  for  her,  as  they  don't  pass  through 
the  town  ;  and  is  waiting." 

"  Mrs.  Graham  is  not  here  then  ?" 

"  No,  sir,  —  no  one.  Will  you  go  into  the  library  ?  we  have 
had  a  fire  lighted  there :  we  thought  my  Lady  might  be  chilly." 
And  Claude  went  to  the  library,  and  sat  down  in  the  arm-chair 
by  the  fire,  and  looked  round  the  room  and  thought  of  other  days. 

That  sameness  in  outward  and  inanimate  things, — what  a  bitter 
mockery  it  presents  to  the  changes  in  the  circumstances  and  feelings 
of  the  living  being !  There  was  the  room,  unaltered,  except  that 
it  had  lost  the  appearance  of  being  in  constant  use.  The  books 
were  laid  regularly  in  order,  the  pens  were  new,  the  inkstand  wi^s 
perfectly  bright,  and  the  chairs  were  placed  symmetrically.  There 
was  not  the  comfortable  look  of  business  which  had  pervaded  it 
in  the  days  of  Lady  Augusta's  health  and  strength.  But  the  oval 
table  in  the  window  was  still  covered  with  pamphlets  and  papers, 
the  large  work-basket  stood  in  its  old  place,  and  the  Bohemian 
flower  vase  had  been  filled  by  the  gardener  with  the  best  selection 
which  his  taste  could  make ;  and  without  there  were  the  same 
trees  and  shrubs,  only  some  a  little  increased  in  size,  and  the  deep 
glades  admitting  the  slanting  sunset  rays,  and  beyond  them  the 
heavy  masses  of  wood,  and  the  blue  mist  hanging  over  the  dis- 
tant town.     Only  the  spirit  was  wanting  ;  and  how  had  that  fled! 

Claude  went  back  in  thought  through  many  years.  It  seemed 
that  he  could  trace  now  the  course  of  Lady  Augusta's  life,  — her 
principles  and  objects ;  they  were  so  mixed  up  with  his  own,  that, 
in  thinking  of  her,  he  was  thinking  of  himself ;  and  at  that  moment, 
unselfish  though  he  was,  his  own  position,  his  own  hopes  and  fears, 
claimed  instinctively  and  peremptorily  his  full  consideration.  He 
dwelt  upon  the  remembrance  of  his  boyish  visits  to  Ivors,  the 
impression  they  had  made  upon  him,  his  perception  of  Helen's 
faults,  and  the  prejudice  which  had  lingered  in  his  mind  in  conse- 
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quence.  He  had  judged  her  hardly  then :  looking  back,  he  could 
see  the  germs  of  those  noble  qualities  which  trial,  through  God's 
grace,  had  since  developed.  But  he  had  been  repelled  from  the 
beginning,  even  when  he  did  not  understand  his  own  feelings,  by 
Lady  Augusta's  evident  manoeuvring.  And  then  his  mind  recurred 
to  that  time  of  excitement,  delusion,  unreality  which  had  followed; 
he  could  not  explain  it  to  himself  or  account  for  it.  But  he  had 
the  consciousness  of  having  been  led  on,  deceived,  and  of  Helen's 
having  been  deceived  likewise.  Lady  Augusta's  interference  had 
rendered  them  false  to  each  other  and  to  themselves ;  for  Claude 
blamed  himself  as  much  as  he  was  forced  to  blame  Helen.  He 
could  see  now  his  own  blindness,  — how  he  had  lived  in  a  world 
of  shadows.  His  present  feelings  were  quite  different  from  those 
which  had  formerly  so  entranced  him ;  so  much  calmer,  so  much 
more  resigned  to  God's  Will,  even  in  this  moment  of  wearying 
suspense.  Tliere  had  been  a  sense  of  insecurity  then,  even  when 
his  hopes  were  brightest.  He  had  always  feared  to  approach  too 
near  to  Helen  lest  his  eyes  should  be  opened  to  the  truth  ;  he 
Tvould  not  look  at  her  as  she  was,  and  he  had  suffered  the  fatal 
consequences  of  his  own  wilful  errors.  Now  he  felt  that  he  was 
treading  upon  firm  ground ;  he  had  no  misgiving,  except  as  to 
the  possibility  of  his  affection  being  returned ;  and,  as  the  pang 
of  doubt  was  felt,  Claude  drew  forth  from  his  pocket-book  a  note 
in  the  handwriting  of  Susan  Graham.  It  said :  "  You  may  be  at 
Ivors  ;  I  think  you  will  be  happy.  It  is  difficult  to  convince  her 
that  you  can  overlook  the  past ;  but  I  have  made  her  feel  that  it 
is  possible.  When  that  barrier  is  removed  her  heart  will  be  free, 
and  you  will  say  for  yourself  what  no  one  can  say  for  you. 

«  S.  G.'^ 

There  was  no  delusion  in  this.  Helen  knew  herself,  and  Claude 
knew  her  likewise.  If  she  would  consent  to  be  his,  they  might 
pass  through  life  together,  mutually  strengthening  each  other, 
and  loving  all  the  more  deeply  and  truly,  because  both  could  see 
and  acknowledge  that  love  in  this  world  is  not  perfection,  but 
probation. 

Claude  said  this  to  himself,  and  thought  himself  calm  and  pre- 
pared for  any  disappointment ;  but,  as  the  sound  of  carriage-wheels 
was  heard  in  the  avenue,  he  sank  back  in  his  chair  with  a  sensation 
of  faint  heart  sickness,  and,  covering  his  face  with  his  hands, 
prayed  with  the  earnestness  of  a  soul  overwhelmed  with  the 
anguish  of  an  intolerable  suspense,  that  God  would  bear  him  up, 
£or  he  had  no  power  in  himself. 


462  IVORS. 

The  footman  looked  into  the  library  on  his  way  to  the  halL 
"  They  are  come,  sir ;  I  don't  know  whether  you  heard  the  bell ; " 
and  Claude  obeyed  the  summons  and  followed. 

Sir  Henry  jumped  out  of  the  carriage  and  grasped  his  hand 
eagerly.  "  Claude,  my  dear  fellow,  indeed  this  is  kind — home- 
like ! "  Sir  Henry's  eyes  glistened,  and  his  voice  was  husky ;  he 
glanced  for  an  instant  at  Lady  Augusta,  and  hurried  on  a  few  steps 
without  noticing  the  servants,  and  then  returned  again ;  and, 
gently  pushing  Claude  aside,  said,  ''I'll  manage,  I'll  manage ;  she 
will  be  more  at  home  with  me  :  she's  sadly  changed." 

He  lifted  his  wife  to  the  ground,  and  motioned  to  the  servants 
to  move  aside.  Claude  did  not  offer  to  assist ;  Lady  Augusta's 
faltering  step  and  vacant  glance  told  their  own  tale ;  he  could  ' 
not  venture  to  intrude  upon  her.  Helen  and  Susan  were  standing 
by  the  door  of  the  carriage,  looking  for  parcels.  Claude  did  not 
know  whether  they  had  seen  him ;  he  asked  if  he  could  help  them. 
Helen  kept  her  face  averted,  apparently  not  hearing.  Susan 
turned  towards  him. 

Change  !  what  change  could  be  like  that  ?  The  hollow  inden- 
tation of  the  cheek,  and  the  marked  sallow  lines  around  the  pale 
lips,  and  the  swollen  eyelids,  weary  with  the  effort  to  shut  out  all 
sight  of  earth,  and  underneath  them  the  haziness  of  the  dark  full 
eyes,  over  which  the  long  lashes  drooped,  as  though  the  briin 
were  so  worn  with  thought,  that  one  longing  only  was  left  to  it, 
even  the  craving  for  a  sleep  that  should  know  no  waking.  It 
was  Susan  Graham's  wraith,  not  herself,  until  she  spoke.  Then 
there  was  the  gentle  voice,  full  of  sweet  womanly  tenderness,  with 
its  under  tone  of  depth  and  power ;  and  across  the  haggard  face 
passed  a  smile,  not  brilliant,  indeed,  like  Helen's  sunshiny,  summer 
beauty,  but  bright  with  the  touching  gladness  of  the  light  which 
breaks  through  a  wintry  cloud,  and  bids  us  hope,  even  against 
hope,  because,  so  God  has  willed,  that  our  true  joy  on  earth  should 
be  realised  "  by  faith,  and  not  by  sight." 

Claude  started  when  he  saw  Susan.  His  first  impulse  was  to 
ask  if  she  had  been  ill ;  but  she  stopped  him  before  the  question 
was  uttered,  and  giving  him  her  hand,  said,  "  You  will  be  a  com- 
fort to  them  all."  The  next  moment  she  withdrew  herself  from 
the  warm  grasp  by  which  he  strove  to  detain  her,  and  walked  on, 
following  Lady  Augusta,  and  none  would  have  marked  a  trace  of 
effort  or  self-control,  except  in  the  rigid  compression  of  her 
colourless  lips. 

"  You  will  allow  me  to  take  these  things  for  you,"  said  Claude 
to  Helen. 
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She  could  not  avoid  hearing  him  then,  and  she  turned  round 
and  gave  him  a  basket  and  some  books,  and  laughed  nervously, 
as  she  said  it  was  impossible  to  welcome  him,  for  her  hands  were 
foil. 

"I  don't  need  a  welcome,"  he  said;  "if  I  am  only  allowed  to 
be  here." 

Helen  quickened  her  steps,  and  led  the  way  to  the  library. 

It  was  empty. 

She  glanced  around  the  room,  and  went  up  to  the  oriel  window, 
and  sitting  down  in  the  window  seat,  pressed  her  face  against  the 
pane  of  glass,  as  though  to  shut  in  the  tears  which  would  fain 
have  escaped. 

"  It  is  a  sad  return,"  said  Claude,  tenderly,  as  he  stood  behind 
her.     "  But,  Helen,  there  must  still  be  hope." 

"  None,"  said  Helen,  and  she  looked  at  him  firmly,  and  added, 
**  this  last  attack  has  wrecked  her  completely.     Poor  Papa ! " 

"And  you  won't  think  of  yourself?" 

**  I  have  thought  of  myself  too  much,"  she  said,  whilst  a  faint 
smile  glanced  across  her  face.  "  Even  now  I  ought  to  be  with 
her." 

**  Stay,  one  moment  stay ; "  he  laid  his  hand  upon  her  arm,  as 
she  rose.     "  Helen,  will  you  allow  no  one  to  comfort  you  ?  " 

"  God  will,  and  can,"  said  Helen.    "  I  wish  to  look  only  to  Him." 

"But  He  sends  us  earthly  friends.  He  allows  some  the 
privilege  of  offering  comfort" 

"Yes,  some  who  have  the  right,"  said  -Helen,  quickly;  and 
again  she  would  have  moved. 

"And  I  have  it  not;  but  I  had  it  once." 

Helen  shuddered  and  her  limbs  trembled.  She  leaned  against 
the  window  seat. 

"I  may  have  it  again,"  continued  Claude,  passionately,  "if — 
oh,  Helen,  grant  it,  and  I  ask  no  other  earthly  happiness." 

"  You  have  tried  it,  and  it  has  failed,"  said  Helen,  and  her 
voice  faltered. 

"  Failed,  because  we  did  not  know  each  other ;  because  I  was 
exacting." 

"And  because  I  was — what  I  am  and  always  shall  be,"  said 
Helen,  bitterly.    "  Claude,  Claude,  you  forget  that  I  have  wronged 

you." 

"  Love  cancels  every  debt,"  said  Claude ;  and  he  took  her  un- 
resisting hand  in  his.  And  Helen  burst  into  tears,  and  murmured, 
« It  is  all  I  have  to  offer.** 
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CHAPTER  LXXXin. 

It  was  nearly  dark  when  a  fly  drove  up  to  the  entrance  of 
Wingfield  Court ;  almost  before  it  had  reached  the  door,  eager 
eyes  were  looking  out,  and  loving  voices  uttering  their  words  of 
welcome. 

''  My  precious  child ! "  and  Susan,  as  she  threw  herself  into 
her  mother's  arms,  felt  that  warm  kiss  of  unspeakable,  holy,  un- 
selfish affection,  for  which,  when  it  is  taken  from  us,  we  pine 
in  the  hour  of  our  lonely  sorrow,  as  the  pilgrim  pines  for  the 
water  in  the  desert. 

"Isabella,  dearest,  you  look  so  well."  Susan's  accent  was  so 
full  of  sympathising  pleasure  and  congratulations,  that  her  sisters^ 
in  their  delight  at  her  return,  could  trace  in  it  no  under  tone  of 
heaviness.  Anna  drew  her  into  the  study.  **  See,  we  have  had 
a  fire  lighted  for  you,  you  are  such  a  chilly  mortal.  Now,  let 
us  look  at  you ;"  and  Susan  was  unwillingly  turned  towards  tbe 
light. 

"  She  doesn't  look  well,"  said  Isabella,  gravely. 

And  Mrs.  Graham  took  Susan's  trembling  hand  in  both  hers^ 
and  in  a  voice  which  she  vainly  tried  to  render  calm,  said:  **Vj 
darling,  you  should  have  told  us  you  had  been  ill." 

"No,  indeed,  indeed;"  —  Susan  laughed  —  oh!  such  a  hard 
laugh !  —  "we  have  been  travelling  rather  fast  the  last  week, 
and  Lady  Augusta  has  been  very  ill,  and  made  every  one  anxious. 
I  want  rest,  I  shall  do  quite  well  then  ;  indeed,  I  only  want  rest 
Now,  Isabella,  tell  me  every  thing  about  home." 

Home  meant  "every  thing  about  yourself;"  but  Isabella  could 
not  make  her  confession  before  so  many,  and  she  only  put  her  arm 
round  her  sister,  and  said  :  "  I  am  very  happy,"  —  and  the  large 
tears  glistened  in  her  eyes.  But  there  were  no  tears  in  Susan's; 
only  a  quiet,  fixed  look  which  seemed  to  show  that  she  had  a 
difiiculty  in  understanding  even  her  own  words.  Mrs.  Graham 
would  not  appear  to  watch  her.  She  asked  questions  about 
Helen  and  Lady  Augusta,  and  the  journey,  and  conversed  about 
home  matters,  and  by  degrees  drew  Isabella  out,  and  helped  her 
over  her  first  shyness,  and  made  Anna  talk  about  little  things  which 
happened  in  the  neighbourhood ;  and  when  the  sisters  seemed 
to  have  satisfied  their  first  eager  curiosity  and  excitement,  she 
said :  "  This  poor  child  wants  quiet,  so  she  shall  go  and  lie  down 
in  her  own  room  a  little,  and  then  we  "will  have  tea,  and  after  tea 
Martha  shall  unpack  for  her." 
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"  Not  yet,  mamma.  Sasan,  you  haven't  heard  half ;  you 
mustn't  go  yet,"  said  Anna,  trying  to  detain  her. 

And  Isabella  kissed  her  and  added,  that  it  was  hard  to  lose 
sight  of  her  even  for  half  an  hour. 

But  Susan  did  not  say  she  wished  to  stay ;  she  moved  mechani- 
cally till  she  reached  the  door,  and  then  she  turned  round  and 
smiled,  and  said:  ''We  must  talk  all  the  evening,  I  am  tired 
now ;"  and  followed  her  mother  upstairs. 

''  Anna  wanted  to  have  your  little  room  new-papered  whilst 
you  were  away,  my  child,"  said  Mrs.  Graham,  as  she  opened  the 
door  of  Susan's  apartment;  "but  I  thought  you  should  have 
your  own  choice  ;  and  I  fancied  too,  that  you  would  like  to  see  it 
just  the  same." 

"Thank  you,  yes;  no  change; — I  don't  want  any  change." 
Susan  sat  down  at  the  foot  of  the  bed. 

"  Only  rest,  my  darling.     Will  you  try  and  get  some  now  ?" 

"  I  don't  know.  Oh !  mamma,  mamma,  is  it  really  home  ? " 
Susan's  eye  wandered  round  the  room,  and  she  grasped  her 
mother's  hand  tightly- 

"  Really  home,  my  own  child ;  with  so  many,  many  hearts  to 
love  you !  You  will  feel  the  quietness  of  it  soon ;  you  have  had 
too  much  anxiety  and  excitement." 

"  Quiet !  Oh  yes,  it  will  be  very  quiet,"  said  Susan ;  "  and  I 
want  that.  Mamma,  you  won't  let  me  go  from  you  again."  The 
tone  of  sorrowful  entreaty  went  to  her  mother's  heart. 

"My  child,  how  can  you  ask  me?  I  have  longed  for  you 
every  hour  of  your  absence,  —  but  I  felt,  —  I  hoped  you  were 
happy."  Mrs  Graham  fixed  her  eyes  earnestly  on  Susan's  fact, 
and  unable  to  bear  the  glance,  Susan  turned  away,  and  said 
quickly :  "  I  was  happy,  I  enjoyed  it  all  very  much  at  first." 

"  But  at  last,  when  Lady  Augusta  became  so  ill,  there  could 
have  been  nothing  but  anxiety ;  only  you  must  have  been  such  a 
comfort  to  Helen." 

"  I  hope  I  was,  — I  don't  know."     Susan  trembled  violently. 

"Are  you  uneasy  about  her?  Is  there  any  thing  amiss?" 
asked  Mrs.  Graham,  anxiously. 

"  Oh  !  no,  no ;  she  is  very  good;  and  she  will  be  quite  happy. 
Mamma,"  and  Susan  turned  round  suddenly,  and  her  voice  be- 
came strangely  firm,  yet  hollow,  "  she  will  marry  Mr.  Egerton." 

The  quickness  of  a  mother's  insight  I  It  is  a  secopd  prophecy, 
for  in  those  few  words  the  vague  dread  of  years  was  realised. 
Mrs.  Graham  drew  Susan  towards  her  and  whispered:  "Grod 
help  you,  my  darling ! "  —  and  Susan  throwing  herself  on  her 
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knees^  bid  her  fiace  in  her  mother^s  lap,  and  murmured,  «hnd- 
dering :  ^'  Hate  me,  mamma ;  I  deserve  it ;  I  am  wicked-;  I  am 
not  worthy  to  be  with  you." 

"  God  sees  no  sin,  my  precious  one,  in  iJie  feeMngs  which  He 
gires  U6,  unless  they  are  wrongly  indulged." 

"  They  are  wrong,  they  must  be:;"  Susan  lifted  Tip  her  haggard 
face,  and  her  look  was  wild  in  its  agony ;  *'  he  did  not  thii^  of 
me;  he  never,  never  cared  for  me.  But  I  thought, — oh !  indeed, 
I  thought,  — I  would  not  have  dwelt  upon  it,  —  I  would  have 
left  every  thing.  Mamma,  you  think,  —  you  knew  I  would. 
Oh !  it  is.«o  terrible,  so  twrible." 

^  My  child,  God  will  help  you  in  this,  none  dse  van.  M/e  sees 
it  was  not  meant." 

'*  He  knows  I  would  have  Helen  happy,  and  I  tried ; — ^^mamma, 
I  tried.  It  was  left  to  me,  and  I  said  ati  I  «ould,  and  T  bore  up. 
Helen  thought  as  I  did,  she  told  me  so.  It  was  one  night,  — the 
night  Lady  Augusta  was  taken  ill,  —  she  told  me  that  he  had 
been  more  to  me  than  to  her,  and  she  could  not  thisk  he  cared 
for  her.  And  I  said  it  plainly,  —  I  would  not  let  my  voice 
change ;  I  told  her  that  I  was  nothing  to  him ;  and  then  —  Oh ! 
mother,  mother,  let  me  die;"  ajid  Susan's  voice  grew  faint,  imd 
her  hands  dropped  powerless  by  her  side. 

Mrs.  Graham  drew  her  towards  the  bed  and  laid  hser  gently 
upon  it ;  her  lips  parted  into  a  feeble  smile,  but  there  were  no 
tears  of  relief,  no  softening  of  the  stony  gaze  of  anguish ;  and  still 
she  kept  her  mother's  hand  in  hers,  and  mumrared,  **  Sinful,  sin- 
ful!  save  me,  mother,  save  me !" 

•  "  The  feelings  which  God  would  not  have  called  sinful  if  it  had 
been  His  will  to  bless  them,  cannot  be  sinful  in  His  sight  because 
He  sees  good  to  disappoint  them,  my  darling.  He  has  sent  you 
a  trial,  not  a  punishment." 

^'  But  I  indulged  them.  I  ought  to  have  seen.  I  wa«  blind, 
because  I  wished  it,"  continued  Susan :  "and  now — oh  !  mamma, 
mamma !  if  they  were  not  sinful  then,  they  are  now ;  and  I  have 
them,  I  can't  escape  from  them."  She  covered  her  face  witii  her 
hands. 

"  My  child  !  the  future  must  be  left  to  God.  I  have  no  mis- 
givings. It  would  be  a  wicked  want  of  faith  to  doubt  that  He 
will  enable  you  to  overcome  every  thing.  You  have  done  so^ 
already.     He  sees,  and  I  see,  that  you  have  acted  nobly." 

"  No,  never,  never,"  exclaimed  Susan.  "  Mamma,  I  said  the 
truth  to  Helen ;  I  don't  know  how ;  I  scarcely  knew  what  I  said ; 
■but  the  horrible  feeling,  the  jealousy  was  there  still.    J  .thought 
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I  was  not  jealous  ;  -and  —  I  don't  know,"  —  she  paused  for  a 
moment,  and  ^gazing  ^teously  in  her  mother's  faoe,  murmured,  — 
^^  if  he  had  said  onoe,  only  onoe,  that  he  loYod  me,  I  think  I  could 
have  given  him  to  Helen  and  been  happy." 

And  then  eame  a  torrent  of  impetuous,  overwhelming  tears, 
and  iihe  heairgr^aden  heart  seemed  for  a  while  to  have  found 
relief. 


CHAPTER  LXXXIV. 


Thebb  IbUowed  a  weary  time, —  days  of  anxious  care  and  nights 
of  watching.  The  deep  stream  which  bends  its  quiet  course 
through  the  smooth  meadows,  gathers  force  from  the  fulness  of 
its  nim»ted  powera,  and  wien  at  length  it  is  roused  into  energy; 
has  an  overwhelming  strength  unknown  to  the  fretting,  tossing 
waters  which  have  chased  their  way  erver  rocks  and  ^ones,  and 
turned  aside  at  every  obstacle  te  wear  for  themselves  new  channela^ 
expending  their  eagerness  in  foam  and  bubble. 

Busan  Graham  had  been  called  cold,  sometimes  she  had  even 
called  herself  so.  The  things  which  excited  others  had  but  little 
power  over  her ;  the  harassing  annoyances  which  Tendered  others 
anserable  were  regarded  by  her  as  matters  of  indiiferenoe.  Even 
the  enjoyments  of  life  were  received  by  her  calmly ;  she  was  never 
roused  to  ecstacy  and  had  but  few  impulses  of  enthusiasm.  Her 
deepest  feelings  were  known,  even  to  herself,  chiefly  by  the  effort 
made  to  control  them ;  for  her  smiles  were  given  to  her  fellow- 
creatures,  whilst  her  tears  were  reserved  for  Gfod  ;  and  that  which 
fpe  pour  forth  before  Him  we  are  little  able  to  realise  to  ourselves. 

So  it  was  that  not  even  Mrs.  Graham,  with  all  her  loving  per- 
ception of  her  daughter's  character,  was  fully  prepared  for  the 
effect  which  one  great  shock  might  produce.  She  had  known 
that  Susan  might,  and  probably  would,  love  intensely,  if  ever  the 
feeling  were  awakened  at  all,  but  she  had  calculated  upon  the 
habitual  self-restraint,  the  daily  and  hourly  watchfulness  which 
had  been  her  child's  characteristic  almost  from  infancy,  to  guard 
her  against  the  possibility  either  of  a  misplaced  or  an  exaggerated 
affection.  The  circumstances  which  had  actually  occurred  had 
been,  if  not  entirely  unforeseen,  at  least  quite  beyond  her  controL 
It  was  a  thought  to  which  she  was  compelled  continually  to  recur, 
in  order  to  keep  her  mind  in  its  right  balance,  as  she  sat  by  Susan's 
bedside,  watching  the  irasting  of  continual  fever,  listening  to  .the 
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half-penitent,  half-agonised  confessions  of  the  sorrowful  and  broken 
heart,  and  marking  the  struggles  for  resignation,  and  the  conflict 
with  haunting  memories  and  natural  feelings,  which  the  sensitive 
conscience  condemned. 

In  the  utter  prostration  of  her  physical  powers,  Susan  had 
become  like  a  little  child.  She  had  not  strength  to  be  reserved, 
and  little  by  little,  by  broken  sentences  and  passing  observations, 
and  often  by  the  doubtful  questionings  of  a  heart  busy  with  self- 
upbraiding,  and  touched  in  that  tenderest  point  of  womanly  feel- 
ing which,  if  it  is  once  wounded,  can  never  be  entirely  healed, 
she  revealed  the  story  of  her  life. 

Who  was  to  blame  ?  Mrs.  Graham's  first  thought  turned  upon 
herself.  Long,  long  before,  the  dread  of  such  a  catastrophe  had 
crossed  her  mind :  but  could  she  by  any  step  of  her  own  have 
averted  it  ?  She  might  have  refused  to  join  the  Admiral  in  London, 
and  so  have  kept  Claude  and  Susan  apart:  but  her  duty  at  that 
time  was  to  minister  to  the  old  man's  comfort ;  and  Claude  was 
absorbed  in  politics ;  and  Susan's  feelings  had  been  nipped  in  the 
bud  by  his  avowed  preference  for  Helen.  She  had  no  right .  to 
conjure  up  a  very  unlikely  and  remote  evil,  and'  allow  it  to  inter* 
fere  with  a  present  duty.  The  journey  abroad  had  been  planned 
and  carried  out  without  reference  to  Claude,  and  solely  out  of 
kindness  to  Helen.  The  very  fact  that  Susan  was  with  her  cousin 
would,  at  first  sight,  have  rendered  it  wholly  improbable  that  she 
should  have  been  thrown  in  the  way  of  Claude.  No  human  power 
had  planned  that  meeting.  If  blame  could  be  attached  to  any 
person,  it  must  be  to  Claude;  and  Mrs.  Graham  would  have 
blamed  him  bitterly,  almost  unpardonably,  but  for  a  note  received 
from  Helen,  the  day  after  her  return  ;  announping  her  own  hap- 
piness, and  anxiously  inquiring  for  Susan,  and  begging  to  be 
allowed  to  see  her.  She  spoke  in  it  of  Isabella's  approaching 
marriage,  and  said  that  she  had  taken  a  great  liberty  in  mention- 
ing it  to  Claude ;  but  that  she  had  found  he  was  under  a  false 
impression  as  regarded  Susan,  thinking  that  the  engagement  was 
hers ;  and  as  the  thing  seemed  now  generally  known,  she  had 
thought  it  better  to  set  him  right.  The  mistake  was  mentioned 
in  the  simplest,  most  matter-of-fact  way ;  for  it  was  a  matter  of 
indifference  to  Helen,  except  that  she  would  have  cared  much 
more  for  Susan's  prospects  of  happiness  than  she  did  for  Isabella's : 
but  to  Mrs.  Graham  it  afforded  an  interpretation  of  Claude's  con- 
duct, which  removed  the  weight  as  of  a  mountain  from  her  heart 
Whether  his  manner  and  his  words  had  been  always  wise  and 
prudent,  she  could  not  judge ;  for  she  had  not  been  a  witness  to 
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them.  But  she  could  well  understand  the  ease  and  freedom 
which  the  idea  that  Susan's  affections  were  engaged  had  given 
him.  At  leasts  he  had  not  intentionally,  or  even  carelessly,  trifled 
with  her  feelings ;  he  was  still  what  she  had  always  thought  him ; 
and  with  this  clue  Mrs.  Graham  threw  aside  every  painful  mis- 
giving, and  bore  patiently  the  details  which  Susan  in  her  candour 
and  simplicity  unintentionally  revealed,  and  which  had  been  the 
means  of  fatally  wrecking  her  happiness. 

They  were  sitting  together  one  evening  about  three  weeks  after 
Susan's  return.  The  fever  was  subdued ;  and,  for  the  first  time, 
she  had  been  carried  from  her  bed  and  laid  upon  a  sofa  by  the 
window.  It  was  warm  for  the  beginning  of  September,  and  the 
flowers  on  the  table,  which  wq^e  daily  sent  from  Ivors,  gave  a 
cheerful  summer  look  to  the  little  room  ;  although  the  view  from 
it  was  not  of  trees  and  fields,  but  of  the  lane  which  divided  the 
garden  of  Wingfield  Court  from  the  town. 

*^  I  did  not  mean  to  return  and  be  a  burden,"  said  Susan,  as  she 
laid  her  wasted  hand  upon  her^  mother's.  *'  I  thought  I  should 
come  back  and  help  to  prepare  every  thing  for  Isabella's  wedding ; 
but  I  am  only  a  drawback." 

"  Isabella  will  not  have  to  wait  longer  than  she  first  expected," 
said  Mrs.  Graham.  *'  We  always  talked  of  three  months.  You 
will  be  strong  I  trust  by  that  time,  my  darling."  She  looked  at 
Susan  uneasily. 

^*  I  mean  to  be  well,  mamma  ;  that  is,  if  it  please  God.  I  wish 
to  be."  There  was  a  pause,  and  Susan  added :  "  I  try  to  wish  it." 

Mrs.  Graham  kissed  her  tenderly.  *<  You  must  wish  it  for  my 
sake,  my  child.     What  should  I  do  without  you  ?  " 

"  Yes;  I  think  of  that.  I  could  not  live,  at  least,  1  think  not, 
without  that  feeling." 

*'  Or  without  the  feeling  of  being  a  comfort  to  some  one,"  said 
Mrs.  Graham. 

'^  Some  one,"  repeated  Susan,  and  she  faintly  smiled ;  ^'  that 
was  the  first  lesson  I  remember  when  I  was  quite  a  tiny  child ; 
that  I  was  to  be  a  comfort  to  some  one.  I  did  not  think  then 
chat  it  could  ever  be  difficult.  I  fancied  I  was  a  comfort  to  every 
one." 

"  And  you  have  been,  my  darling.  No  one  has  done  more  in  a 
short  life  to  make  others  happy  than  you  have." 

*'  It  seems  nothing  now,"  said  Susan ;  **  and  mamma, "  and 

the  struggling  anguish  dimmed  her  eyes ;  — « ^^  the  power  seems 
all  gone." 
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'^  But  it  will  come  again.  We  want  peace  ahd  rest  ourselyefl, 
and  then  we  can  give  it  to  others." 

'^Best^  rest,"  murmured  Susan.  She  turned  her  head  awsj, 
and  a  convulsive  shudder  passed  over  her^  as  she  added,  in  a  voice 
scarcely  audible :  "  If  I  could  forget !  if  it  were  not  nnf ul !  " 

"  My  child,  we  have  talked  of  that  before  :  w©  vron't  return  to 
it  now ;  it  is  not  a  thought  for  reason,  you  must  hanieh  HJ* 

'*  But  it  comes,  it  haunts  me,"  said  Susan  ;  and  she  ftzed  her 
hollow  eyes  upon  her  mother  imploringly.  **  When  I  go  to  sleep, 
it  is  there ;  and  when  I  wake  up  in  the  night  it  conies-  to  me  as 
tiie  first  thought,  and  every  thing  brings  it  back  to  me.  MtennU) 
—  you  know  it,"  —  she  caught  Mrs.  Graham's  hand,  **  he  wonid 
think  it  sinful ;  he  would  despise  me.  Sonietnne%  oh !  I  have 
such  a  wild,  wild  fancy ;  that  I  must  go  to  him  and  tell  him  all, 
and  hear  him  say  that  he  loathes  me ;  and  then  that  I  would  hide 
myself  somewhere  far  off,  and  no  one  should  hear  my  name  again." 

^  You  are  ill,  my  darling,  that  iff  one  cause  of  all  this  ;  you  have 
no  power  to  reason  justly.  Sinful  feelings  lure  those  which  we 
wilfully  indulge,  knowing,  or  even  suspecting,  that  they  are  con- 
trary to  the  law  of  God.  Where  there  was  no  law^,  there  conid 
have  been  no  sin.  But  no  power  of  argument  will  teach  yon  iMs 
now ;  only  when  the  wild  fancy  comes,  remember  that  you  msy 
say  it  all  to  God,  and  that  will  help  you  more  than  any  acknow- 
ledgment to  man." 

"  I  pray,  indeed  I  pray,"  said  Susan,  "  when  I  can ;  but  my 
thoughts  wander  back,  and  I  seem  too  wicked  to  be  heard." 

"  But  even  if  you  can't  pray,  if  your  thoughts  seem  quite  in- 
coherent, yet  say  them  to  God.  We  may  speak  to  Him  when  we 
have  scarcely  the  power  to  pray,  because  we  have  not  strength  to 
wish." 

**  And  He  will  forgive ;  "  said  Susan,  doubtfully.  "  But  the 
feelings  won't  go.  Mamma  !  mamma  !  what  shall  I  do  if  tiiey 
don't  ?  " 

"They  will  go,  my  child.  God  sends  a  blessing^  with  time, 
which  we  can  never  understand  as  we  look  forward.'* 

"But  if  I  don't  want  them  to  go?"  said  Susan,  ajid  her  look 
for  a  moment  was  eager  and  imploring  ;  and  then  the  whole  ex- 
pression of  her  face  changed,  and  she  tried  to  hide  her  face  with 
her  thin  hands,  as  she  said  in  a  hollow  voice :  **  Mamma^  I  can- 
not part  with  the  memory ;  it  is  my  all." 

"  My  darling  one,  that  will  be  your  trial ;  the  bitter,  bitter  trial 
But  oh  !  Susan,  is  there  any  tiling  with  which  one  would  not 
part  for  God?" 
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Sasan  was  silent.  H^r  mother  saw  the  trembling,  of  her  whole 
frame,  and  the  large  drops  which,  as  she  turned  aside  her  head, 
forced  their  way  down  her  wasted  cheeks.  For  a  few  moments 
the  long  fingers  were  clasped  together  convulsively ;  and  then 
Susan  looked  round  again,  and  a  faint  smile  lit  up  her  face,  and 
she  said :  ''  Mamma,  I  have  asked  Him  to  take  it  &om  me.'' 

"  My  own  child,  I  knew  you  would  have  strength  for  the  prayer. 
Yet  I  can  tell,  oh !  so  much  better  than  you  may  l^nk,  the 
struggle  it  must  cost  to  think  that  it  will  be  granted." 

"  I  have  thought,"  said  Susan,  **  that  I  might  live  with,  me- 
mory. Even  lately,  as  I  have  been  lying  here  at  times  alone,  I 
have  let  my  mind  go  back,  and  then  there  was  rest ;  no,  not  rest, 

but  something  better  than  rest, — something, — mamma '*'she 

threw  her  arms  round  her  mother's  neck,  and  whispered,  "'if  I 
might  only  love  him  still  in  my  dreams ! " 

Mrs.  Grraham  rested  the  weary  head  on  her  shoulder,  and 
whispered :  "  Our  Lord  gave  up  all  for  us,  Susan.  There  was 
nothing  withheld,  not  even  his  Father's  love." 

"  Ye^  all,  all ;  mamma,  I  virill  try."  And  there  was  a  long 
silence ;  then  Susan  laid  her  head  back  again  on  her  pillow,  and 
said  quietly t  "  Will  life  be  very  long?" 

"  As  long  as  God  wills ;  and  He  has  work  for  us  to  do." 
"  I  have  no  power  now  for  work,"  said  Susan. 
"  Only  the  power  to  struggle,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham.     "  But 
there  is  no  work  so  great  as  that." 

"  For  oneself,  yes.  But  I  was  so  vain,  so  proud.  I  thought 
I  did  not  need  any  care  for  myself;  and  now  there  is  no  one  else 
whom  I  can  do  any  thing  for." 

"  My  darling,  you  cannot  see  how  God  is  dealing  with  you ;  the 
work  for  which  He  is  preparing  you.  May  I  tell  you ;  can  you 
bear  to  hear  what  I  think  that  may  be ;  if  it  should  please  Him' 
that  you  should  never  marry?" 

"  To  live  for  you  ?  to  love  you,  and  comfort  youj  and  be  more 
to  you  than  ten  thousand  Ruths  could  have  been  to  Naomi ;  never 
never,  to  leave  you,  my  own  sweet  mother,"  exclaimed  Susan, 
passionately ;  and  holding  Mrs.  Graham's  hand  in  hers,  she  added : 
**I  can  bear  any  thing  from  you." 

"Yes,  to  be  with  me  always,  I  trust,  my  child,"'  replied  IWfrs. 
Grahson ;  "  to  be  my  blessing  and  comfort  unspeakable.  But  not 
to  live  for  me  only.  This  is  a  dreary  world,  Susan,  and  there  are 
many  lonely  and  aching  hearts  to  be  found  in  it;  and  but  few  to 
comfort  them,  because  so  many  have  found  their  own  homes  of 
happinesss,  and  live  in  their  own  circles,  and  finding  all  their  duties 
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and  their  sympathies  within,  have  no  leisure  to  attend  to  the  claims 
without.  We  must  not  for  a  moment  condemn  them.  God  has 
appointed  them  their  place,  and  there  is  very  much  that  is  good 
and  holj  in  these  deep  concentrated  affections.  But  there  are 
some  whom  He  has  seen  lit  to  set  free  from  such  exclusive  ties. 
He  has  given  them  hearts  as  large  — feelings  as  deep — but  there 
is  no  one  earthly  channel  into  which  they  may  exclusively  flow. 
Yet  He  must  have  a  purpose  for  those  feelings ;  and  it  seems  as 
though  He  wills  them,  not  to  sink  and  deepen,  but  to  expand." 
. "  But  they  do  not,"  said  Susan.     "  We  are  all  selfish." 

"  Not  all,"  said  Mrs.  Graham.  "  I  know  that  many  will  not 
acknowledge  what  I  say,  and  when  they  find  themselves  shut  out 
from  what  they  have  accustomed  themselves  to  consider  the  great 
happiness  of  life,  they  allow  their  affections  to  become  chilled, 
and  exhaust  all  their  energies  upon  self  and  self-gratification. 
But  I  can  never  believe  that  this  is  a  necessary  consequence  of 
their  lot.  Bather,  I  feel  that  they  must  have  been  intended  to  fill 
up  all  the  blanks  and  hollows  which  are  left  between  the  circles 
of  married  life ;  to  spread  themselves  out  in  sympathy  with  griefs 
and  cares  which  can  find  no  echo  and  no  comfort  elsewhere. 
That,  my  dai*ling,  I  can  imagine  to  be  your  work  on  earth.  God 
has  given  you  a  very  loving,  tender  nature,  and  a  truth  of  cha- 
racter which  naturally  inspires  confidence ;  and  so  I  can  fancy 
you  going  through  life  like  one  of  those  clear  streams  which  we 
sometimes  see  winding  through  a  barren  country,  its  course  tracked 
by  the  bright  greenness  of  its  banks.  You  were  born  to  be  a 
blessing,  Susan.  And  if  God  wills  that  you  should  learn  your 
work  more  surely  by  the  experience  of  suffering,  you  will  not 
murmur." 

'*  Mamma,  no  indeed  ;  but  the  suffering  is  selfish :  it  can  do  no 
good  to  any  but  myself,  and  I  have  borne  it  so  miserably." 

"  All  suffering  is  selfish,  except  as  we  make  use  of  it  for  others," 
said  Mrs.  Graham.  *^  But  even  our  past  sins  may  be  turned  into 
blessings,  if  we  will,  by  teaching  us  how  to  guard  others  against 
them.  Dear  child !  you  know  very  little  of  the  world,  but  if  God 
should  spare  your  life,  I  cannot  but  feel  certain  that  you  will,  by 
and  by,  recognise  fully  all  that  He  is  doing  for  you  now ;  teach- 
ing you  lessons  of  tenderness,  opening  your  heart  to  understand 
feelings  which  might  otherwise  have  been  judged  hardly.  If 
oven  our  Blessed  Lord  Himself  vouchsafed  to  learn  sympathy  by 
the  experience  of  sorrow,  surely  we  may  be  thankful  to  do  the 
same." 

"  And  the  loneliness,"  said  Susan,  in  a  low  voice ;  and  tears 
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stood  in  her  eyes,  and  were  kept  down  by  a  strong  effort,  as  she 
added,  **  Mamma,  that  is  so  wicked,  when  I  have  you." 

"  My  love  will  not  satisfy  you,  my  darling.  I  would  rather  you 
should  face  the  truth  at  once,  unshrinkingly.  A  void  has  been 
created  in  our  hearts  which  only  one  kind  of  earthly  love  can  en- 
tirely fill.  God  has  willed  to  deny  you  that," — and  Mrs.  Graham 
passed  her  hand  fondly  over  Susan's  forehead,  and  stooped  to  kiss 
her  colourless  cheek, — ''but  He  has  not  willed  that  you  should 
go  through  life  in  loneliness.  There  is  another  love,  before  which 
all  human  affection  fades  into  nothingness." 

"  God's  love,"  said  Susan ;  "  I  thought  once  that  I  understood 
it ;  but  I  don't  now." 

"  You  do,  though  you  cannot  realise  it." 

Susan  shook  her  head  mournfully,  as  she  answered,  ''I  gave 
myself  to  an  earthly  affection,  and  God  took  His  love  from  me." 

"No,  my  darling,  never.  God  allowed  you  to  feel  what  an 
earthly  affection  might  be,  and  withdrew  it  that  you  might  give 
jour  heart  in  its  full  strength  to  Him.  Only  be  patient  with 
yourself,  and  the  blessing  will  come.  As  you  leai^n  to  strengthen 
and  quicken  your  feelings  by  living  in  the  happiness  of  your 
fellow  creatures,  the  weight  which  keeps  your  heart  from  rising 
to  God  will  be  removed,  and  then  you  will  know  how  fully  that 
deep  spirit  of  devotion  can  satisfy  every  need." 

^'  It  ought ;  it  would  with  others,"  said  Susan. 

"  It  ought  with  all ;  but  it  does  not,"  replied  Mrs.  Graham, 
'' because  persons  make  it  second,  where  it  ought  to  be  first. 
God's  love  is  a  jealous  love.  He  will  give  us  only  what  we  seek. 
If  we  are  contented  with  our  earthly  ties,  and  merely  think  of 
Him  gratefully  as  the  author  of  our  enjoyment,  we  may  be  what 
is  called  religious — that  is,  we  may  be  very  careful  in  all  our 
duties,  we  may  be  excellent  wives,  and  mothers,  and  children,  but 
i?ve  shall  never  know  what  the  real  blessedness  of  religion  is. 
That  is  the  danger  of  married  life,  Susan,  where  it  is  perfectly 
happy;  it  may  be — of  course  I. do  not  say  it  will  be — so  satis- 
fying, that  the  feeling  given  to  God  is,  in  comparison,  cold.  If  it 
is  not  so  satisfying,  we  may  be  well  contented  to  do  without  it, 
and  take  in  its  stead  that  which  God  offers, — a  love  which  can 
never  change,  never  misunderstand,  which  waits  for  us  when  our 
hearts  are  chilled,  and  deepens  as  they  ai^  faint  and  sad ;  which 
is  more  fond  than  the  love  of  a  husband,  more  watchful  than  the 
care  of  a  parent,  and  sympathised  with  us  before  we  understood 
the  affection  of  sisters  or  of  brothers ;  a  real,  earnest,  living, 
intense  love,  and  to  which  we  may  give,  not  mere  duty,  or  rever- 
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ence,   or  gratitude,  bat  the  warm,   eager,   abaorbing 

which  is  infinite  as  the  craving  of  our  hearts,  and  laaliBg  as  iiie 

blessedness  of  eternity." 

Mrs.  Graham  paused.  Satea  hud  her  hand  gently  <hi  her 
mother's,  and  said,  **I  am  better  now^  mamma..  Will  you  naii 
me  some  prayers  ?" 

And  the  prayers  were  said ;  andi  when  they  Tirera  ended  Sons 
remained  quiet  for  a  little  time,  and  tiien  sent  for  Taa^hftll^  sni 
talked  to  her  of  her  new  home,  and  even  read  some  letters  fiEon 
Mr.  Berry ;  and  when  she  leffc  her,  heasd  her  say,  ^  There  is  no 
one  so  dear  as  Susan ;  she  throws  herself  into  eveay  penon's 
business  exactly  as  if  it  were  her  own." 

That  was  the  first  effort  and  the  first  reward. 


CHAPTER  LXXXV. 


Hours  pass  very  sdowly  in  illness,  yet  they  passed  toe*  quickly  fiir 
Mrs.  Graham's  comfort  Her  outward  attention  \w&s  o^en  given 
to  Isabella,  but  her  secret  thoughts  were  centred  in  Susan.  Jkf 
by  day,  as  she  marked  the  progress  made  in  ihe  recovery  of  hir 
child's  bodily  health,  the  wreck  of  her  happiness  became  wen 
visible.  Every  thing  was  an  effort ;  all  duties-  had  lost  &eir 
interest.  Whilst  Susan  was  able  to  keep  to  her  own:  poom  tiie 
burden  bad  been  comparatively  light,  for  she  was  able  to  gire 
herself  rest  in  her  own  way ;  but  for  the  first  fe'WF  days  that  Ae 
came  downstairs  again  and  mixed  with  the  family,  the  perpetsil 
exertion  seemed  at  times  more  than  she  could  bear.  T^et  she  kepi 
up  wonderfully  upon  the  whole ;  and  entered  at  once-  inta  all  thii 
was  going  on,  and  made  little  plans  of  duty  or  of  pleasure  &r 
others,  and  even  for  herself;  especially  showing  herself  watehfiil 
for  Isabella's  happiness,  and  giving  her  those  little  marks  d 
tender  sympathy  which  touch  the  heart  and  induce  it  to  opo 
itself  freely ;  and  Mrs.  Graham  could  not  but  see  tbat  the  bonis 
of  weakness  which  Susan  spent  on  her  sofa  were  likely  to 
work  more  for  Isabella's  good  than  many  years  of  prerimtf 
training. 

But  Susan  never  spoke  of  herself  now.  In  the  first  agosy  d 
a  great  grief  we  can  all  be  unreserved ;  but  when  sorrow  I* 
settled  itself  into  its  place,  and  made  for  itself  the  home  in  00 
memories  in  which  it  must  dwell  till  death,  we  can  no  longer  be* 
that  the  eye  of  a  fellow  creature  should  gaze  upon  it. 
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Susan  was  quite  cbanged ;  yet  it  was  not  a  change  which  even 
her  sisters  could  comment  upon.  She  had  a  kind  word,  a  smile, 
an  affectionate  thought  for  them  continually.  If  the  interest  was 
not  awakened  spontaneously,  it  was  at  least  so  genuine  in  its 
nature  that  none  had  cause  to  complain.  Only  one  thing  was 
remarked  by  Anna, — that  although  Helen's  re-engagement  was 
fully  known,  Susan  had  never  yet  expressed  any  curiosity  as  to 
the  time  fixed  for  the  wedding,  and  had  hitherto  shunned  the  idea 
of  seeing  her  cousin ;  saying  always  that  she  would  wait  till  she 
felt  stronger ;  that  Helen  knew  her  so  well,  she  could  not  possibly 
think  it  Unkind. 

But  the  effort  must  be  made  shortly ;  and  Mrs.  Graham  knew 
that  the  longer  it  was  delayed  the  more  trying  it  would  be. 
Besides,  events  were  hastening  on.  Lady  Augusta  was  in  a  state 
from  which  she  was  not  likely  to  rally,  but  in  which  she  might 
linger  long^.  Helen  had  at  first  utterly  rejected  the  idea  of 
leaving  her,  but  even  Sir  Henry  was  urgent  that  there  should  be 
no  delay.  Helen  could  be  little  or  no  comfort  to  Lady  Augusta, 
who  was  now  only  occasionally  conscious  of  her  presence,  and  had 
never  been  made  to  understand  the  fact  of  her  engagement ;  and 
for  himself,  heavy-hearted  though  he  was,  yet  there  was  some- 
thing of  brightness  and  hope  in  the  thought  of  Helen's  marriage 
with  Claude  to  which  he  clung  as  to  the  one  remaining  prospect 
of  earthly  interest.  He  might  be  alone  at  Ivors,  but  thw«  would 
be  Helmsley  to  look  to  for  change  and  society,  and  perhaps,  by 
and  by — his  sanguine  spirit  wandered  into  the  future  with  a 
strange  tenacity  of  happiness  —  he  might  give  up  Ivors  to 
Maurice,  who  was  very  likely  to  marry,  and  then  he  could  be 
with  Claude  and  Helen  in  his  old  age. 

And  so  Sir  Henry  put  aside  his  present  griefs  as  well  as  he 
could',  and  talked  to  Helen  of  her  wedding,  as  he  might  have  done 
in  the  brighter  days,  when  it  had  seemed  to  realise  all  that  he  or 
Lady  Augusta  could  desire  for  herself  or  for  them.  He  called  to 
see  Mrs.  Graham  on  the  very  day  that  every  thing  was  settled* 
It  was  quite  necessary  to  him  to  talk  to  some  one ;  and  Helen 
and  Claude  were  gone  out  together,  and  Maurice,  who  was  ex- 
pected, had  not  yet  arrived ;  and  so  he  made  it  a  matter  of  duty 
to  go  himself  to  Wingfield,  and  tell  his  sister-in-law  all  that  had 
been  arranged,  and  ask  for  her  advice.  He  had  a  scheme,  too, 
in  his  head  which  he  thought  admirable.  Helen  must  have  some 
lady  with  her,  and  no  one  could  be  so  proper  as  her  aunt;  and  it 
was  his  plan  that  Mrs.  Graham  should  remove  to  Ivors  several 
days  before  ihe  wedding,  that  she  might  superintend  every  thing 
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and  be  a  comfort  to  Helen.  And  then  it  would  be  so  pleasant, 
he  thought,  for  the  cousins  to  be  together.  Helen  and  Susan 
were  quite  like  sisters,  and  it  would  be  really  hard  for  them  to  be 
parted  at  the  last ;  and  the  change  might  do  poor  Susan  good. 
He  had  not  seen  her  since  her  illness ;  and  he  fancied  she  was 
suffering  from  over-exertion  and  anxiety  about  Lady  Augusta, 
and  so  considered  himself  doubly  bound  to  think  about  her  and 
be  careful  for  her. 

In  the  fulness  of  his  heart,  Sir  Henry  proposed  his  scheme  to 
Isabella  and  Anna,  whom  he  found  sitting  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room,  the  study  having  been  given  up  to  Susan. 

"  Where  is  your  mamma,  my  dear  ?  I  have  a  great  deal  to 
talk  to  her  about ;  can't  she  come  to  me  ?  we  are  going  to  have  a 
wedding  soon,  you  know,  at  Ivors ! "  and  for  a  moment  poor  Sir 
Henry's  face  brightened,  and  then  grew  sad  again  as  he  added,  '*  It 
is  not  what  it  might  have  been ;  but  we  don't  allow  ourselves  to 
complain.  God  knows  best  how  these  things  should  be.  I  want 
to  have  you  all  over  there." 

*^Is  it  to  be  very  soon!"  said  Isabella.  ''I  am  afraid  Susan 
will  not  be  strong  enough.** 

^'  Oh  !  but  we  shall  make  her  strong.  The  change  will  be  every 
thing  to  her ;  we  had  a  very  trying  time  the  last  week  of  our 
journey !  I  have  never  quite  made  up  my  mind,  whether  Mark- 
ham  was  right  in  sending  us  abroad ;  but  any  how  it  is  too  late 
to  think  of  that  now.  I  should  like  to  see  Susaa  very  much.  Is 
she  in  the  study,  did  you  say  ?" 

He  rose  and  went  to  the  door. 

*'  Please  wait.  I  am  not  sure/'  said  Isabella,  rather  nervously, 
as  she  followed  him ;  but  his  hand  had  touched  the  lock. 

"  Frances,  Susan ;  any  admittance  for  an  elderly  gentleman  ?" 

Before  Mrs.  Graham  could  answer,  Susan's  voice  was  heard, 
saying,  "Uncle  Henry!  yes,  please  come;"  and  the  tone  was  so 
bright  and  affectionate,  that  Sir  Henry  stepped  forward  eagerly, 
quite  forgetting  her  illness. 

He  was  reminded  of  it,  though  painfully.  At  the  first  giance 
he  started  back.  "  Wha  t,  ^usan  I  You  never  told  me,  Frances, 
what  was  the  matter.  You  have  been  listening  to  those  Wingfield 
doctors,  who  are  only  fit  to  dose  horses."  He  sat  down  by  Susan, 
and  took  up  her  hand  and  examined  it.  *'  Bad  work  this,  my 
poor  child ;  but  it  must  not  go  on ;  you  must  have  a  change. 
Frances,  you  must  bring  her  to  Ivors :  and  we'll  have  Markham 
down  to  see  her.     He's  coming  next  week  to  Lady  Augusta.** 

'^  Thank  you,  very  much ;  but  I  fancy  time  and  mamma  will  be 
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the  best  doctors,''  said  Mrs.  Graham,  trjring  to  smile.  ''  Consider- 
able progress  has  been  made  the  last  week.** 

^^  It  must  be  a  snail's  progress  backwards,  then,"  said*Sir  Henrj. 
**  Why,  the  poor  child  could  not  look  much  worse  if  she  was  dying. 
No,  no,  Frances ;  you  must  take  her  away  from  this  place.  Town 
air  is  always  unwholesome,  and  I  can't  get  the  commissioners  to 
look  to  Wingfield  as  they  might,  and  you  have  a  very  unhealthy 
population  near  you  in  the  back  streets." 

<<  I  dare  say  change  may  be  good,  by  and  by,"  said  Mrs.  Graham, 
unwilling  to  chill  him  by  refusing  his  kindness. 

"  By  and  by  won't  suit  me  so  well  as  just  now,"  said  Sir  Henry. 
"  You  know  I  was  always  rather  given  to  selfishness,  Frances ; 
and  I  confess  that  when  I  cast  a  stone,  I  like  to  kill  a  bird  for 
myself,  as  well  as  my  neighbour.  Claude  and  Helen,  you  know, 
have  made  it  up  together,  and  are  talking  of  being  married  in 
another  three  weeks*" 

*^  So  soon  !"  Mrs.  Graham  glanced  at  Susan,  but  she  lay  quite 
still  with  her  gaze  riveted  on  one  spot  on  the  wall. 

''It  seems  soon,  but  the  fact  is, — of  course  I  can  say  it  all  out 
to  you,  being  quite  sure  that  you  will  understand, — Poor  Lady 
Augusta's  state  is  very  precarious.  Markham  says  things  may  go 
on  as  they  are  for  another  year ;  they  may  all  come  to  an  end  in 
a  few  months,  or  even  less.  Now  Helen  was  very  uneasy,  and 
talked  of  waiting,  and  in  fact  would  have  insisted  upon  it^  if  I 
would  have  allowed  it :  but  I  felt  that,  under  the  circumstances^ 
delays  were  worse  than  dangerous ;  and  Claude  has  had  such  a 
weary  time,  and  behaved  really  so  nobly,  that  it  seemed  cruel  to 
keep  him  longer  hanging  between  heftven  and  earth.  So  I  over- 
ruled all  her  scruples,  and  put  forward  my  own  plan,  that  the 
marriage  should  be  as  soon  as  possible,  and  quite  quiet,  just  your- 
selves, and  the  Humes,  and  Julia  Manners.  No  one  else,  except^ 
perhaps,  some  of  Claude's  cousins.  Then,  when  they  are  married, 
if  matters  should  take  an  uncomfortable  turn  at  Ivors,  Helen  can 
be  there  at  any  moment.  It  won't  really  make  any  difference,  ex- 
cept as  to  Claude's  happiness.  Poor  fellow  !  he  is  desperately  in 
love,  worse  now  than  ever;  and  to  do  Helen  justice,  I  believe  she 
is  nearly  as  bad.     Susan,  my  dear,  do  I  talk  too  fast  for  you  ?" 

Susan  had  moved  her  head  away  from  the  light. 

"  She  has  not  yet  become  accustomed  to  visitors,"  said  Mrs. 
Graham ;  but  Susan  turned  round  quickly,  and  touched  her  uncle's 
arm,  as  he  was  going  to  rise,  and  said,  ''  I  should  like  to  hear  all." 

"All  is  not  much,"  continued  Sir  Henry,  reseating  himself  with 
evident  willingness;  "but  since  you  like  to  hear,  I  will  just  tell 
you  in  a  few  words  what  has  been  settled." 


(( 
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^  Thej  mast  be  yerj  few,  then,"  observed  Mrs.  ftwihanL 

Indeed,  I  can  bear  it  quite  weU,"  ssid  SnaaDy  irhlkt  hnrTtrifr 

amed  a  pecntiar  tone  of  fiimness. 
I  won't  tife  jou,  mj  dear,  I  will  take  care.  Tliey  tdkof 
married  on  the  sixteenth,  Wedneadaj  three  -weeks;  te 
they  go  for  a  short  tour  in  Scotland.  It  is  rather  late  in  the  jcv 
forthe  north,  but  Claude  wants  to  Yisit  some  Telatioiia.  Afterwv^ 
they  are  to  settle  themselyes  at  Hdmsley-;  and  as  Giaode  nukjr  be 
obliged  to  be  in  London  at  the  end  of  the  year,  TI^f»n  talks  of 
coming  to  us  for  a  little  while.  However,  1  don't  look  feiw d; 
Grod  knows  what  may  happen  before  then.  All  J  thiak  of  is  the 
present  moment." 

<<  And  that  seems  tolerably  bright,  I  hope,''  said  Mrs.  fr^**^— ■, 
moving  her  chair,  as  a  hint  that  he  should  go. 

*'  Yes ;  Tery  fairly  so.  As  much  so  as  "we  haTe  a  right  to 
expect.  But  I  must  have  you  at  Ivors,  Francee;  I  can't  get  oi 
without  you." 

*'  I  would  be  there  for  the  day,  certainly ;  but  jfou  see  I  hare 
daims  at  home.  Isabella  means  to  lellow  Helen's  example;  snd 
there  is  my  poor  child  here." 

^^  Ah !  Isabella, — how  selfish  one  is !  I  quite  forgot  to  ask  tbmk 
her." 

"It  is  a  very  quiet  matter-of-fact  afikir  with  her,"  saidUn* 
Graham.  "  There  have  been  very  few  difBculties.  ^e  and  Mr. 
Berry  have  known  each  other  a  long  time ;  and  I  believe  he  hss 
never  really  cared  for  any  one  else,  neither  has  she,  and  so  ihef 
have  made  a  very  comfortable  engagement ;  and  1  look  forwtrd 
thankfully  to  seeing  her  married  and  settled  as  a  clergyman's  wift 
at  East  Dudden.  They  won't  be  rich,  but  they  will  have  a  com- 
petency, and  I  am  quite  satisfied  with  him  as  Isabella's  husbani 
though  he  would  not  have  suited  every  one." 

"Not  you,  Susan,  I  suppose  that  means,"  said  Sir  Henry.  "I 
always  thought  mamma  looked  upon  you  as  the  fiower  of  her  fiod^ 
But  she  was  taught  to  do  that.  The  poor  old  Admiral !  what  a 
pet  he  made  of  her,  Frances  ! " 

Susan's  lips  were  closely  compressed  together  for  a  few  seconds, 
and  then  the  aching  heart  could  bear  the  anguish  no  longer,  and 
she  cried  bitterly. 

Sir  Henry  was  very  much  distressed.  He  did  not  know  what 
he  had  done,  or  how.  He  could  only  kiss  her,  and  tell  her  she 
was  ill  and  wanted  change,  and  that  she  must  come  to  Ivors. 
Glaude  and  Helen  would  both  be  charmed  to  see  her.  There  was 
no  one  scarcely  whom  Claude  esteemed  as  he  did  her      He  had 
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.aaid,  onlj  the  other  day,  that  he  felt  more  than  half  his  happiness 
to  be  owing  to  her ;  she  had  done  so  much  for  Helen.  "  And 
Helen  is  perfection  now,  I  must  bslj  that,"  added  Sir  Henry,  with 
a  father's  pride.  "  All  her  beauty  coming  back ;  and  such  thought 
ibr  every  one.  Poor  Lady  Augusta !  That'«  the  business !  If  she 
could  but  understand  it  all."  He  sighed  heavily ;  and  the  sigh 
-seemed  to  chase  away  the  tears  from  Susan's  face;  and  she  said 
gently :  "  You  must  let  us  come  and  see  you  very  often  when 
Helen  is  gone." 

"My  poor  child!  yes,  of  course;  but  before  that .     Why, 

Helen  has  reckoned  upon  you  as  one  of  the  bridesmaids." 

"  Impossible ! "  exclaimed  Mrs.  Graham,  quickly,  and  what  for 
•her  was  ahnost  imgrily. 

But  Susan  put  her  hand  affectionately  within  that  of  her  uncle, 
and  said:  "If  I  am  not  quite  well  enough,  Isabella  or  Anna  can 
take  my  place.  Helen  won't  think  it  unkind ;  indeed,  «he  must 
not.     I  do  love  her  so  much." 

The  expression  of  her  face  was  so  pleading,  weary,  and  hag- 
gard ;  it  Btruck  some  deep  choM  of  feeling  in  Sir  Henry's  heart, 
and  he  dashed  his  hand  across  his  eyes,  and  stood  up  hastily  and 
murmured :  "  To  be  sure ;  we  won't  worry  you  ;  we  *11  talk  of  it 
all  another  day.  You  must  get  strong,  my  dear  child ; "  and  then 
he  stooped  down  and  kissed  her,  and  wrung  Mrs.  -Graham's  hand 
in  silence,  and  hurried  away. 

As  the  door  closed  behind  him,  Susan  looked  at  her  mother^ 
anxious  face,  and  said :  *^  I  can  bear  all,  mamma ;  God  will  give 
me  strength." 

And  from  that  moment  there  was  no  further  discussion  about 
the  visit  to  Ivors,  until  it  was  definitely  fixed  that  they  should  go 
there  for  two  days  preceding  the  marriage,  and  that  Isabella  and 
Anna  should  be  Helen's  bridesmaids. 


CHAPTER  LXXXVL 


Brightly  and  hopefully  rose  the  sun  on  the  morning  of  Helen 
Clare's  wedding  day ;  making  its  way  through  gathering  clouds 
into  the  clearness  of  the  pure  blue  sky.  It  woke  many  hearts  to 
gladness,  some  to  thought  and  prayer,  and  one  to  the  struggle  of 
a  broken  heart. 
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Mrs.  Graham  stood  by  Susan's  bedside  as  the  first  brilliant  rajs 
streamed  through  the  half  closed  shutters. 

**  My  child,  I  hoped  jou  were  asleep ;  there  is  no  occasion  for 
you  to  be  disturbed.** 

*'  I  have  been  awake  a  long  time,"  said  Susan.  *'  Mamma,  is  it 
a  fine  day?" 

She  sat  up  in  bed,  and  her  mother  drew  the  curtain  from  be- 
fore the  window. 

"  Lovely ;  so  it  promises." 

*'  I  am  so  glad ;  it  ought  to  be  lovely.    I  think  I  must  get  up." 

"  Why,  dearest  ?  You  will  only  tire  yourself,  and  you  can  do 
nothing." 

"  No,  nothing."  Susan's  head  sank  back  on  her  pillow  for  an 
instant,  but  she  raised  it  again.  *^  Dear  mamma,  you  promised 
me  I  might  have  my  own  way  to-day ;  I  don't  want  to  be  wilfal, 
but  please  let  me  get  up." 

"  Not  to  go  to  Helen,  my  darling." 

**  Please,  please."  Susan's  voice  became  very  earnest.  "  I  can 
help  her,  and  I  ought  if  I  can.    Mamma,  let  me  do  my  duty  to-day.* 

"  Over-fatigue  is  no  duty,^  said  Mrs.  Graham. 

"  Mother,  dearest,  don't  make  me  lie  here."  And  the  tone  of 
piteous  entreaty  overcame  Mrs.  Graham's  determination^  and  she 
kissed  Susan  many  times,  and  then  left  her  to  dress. 

When  next  they  met  it  was  in  Helen's  room,  in  the  midst  of 
confusion  and  bustle;  Annette  superintending  Helen's  toilette, 
chattering  and  ordering ;  servants  knocking  at  the  door  continu- 
ally asking  for  directions ;  Helen  herself,  pale,  nervous,  trying  to 
give  her  attention  to  what  was  passing,  but  with  thoughts  be- 
wildered with  present  happiness,  and  past  sorrow ;  and  self-dis- 
trust ;  and  Susan,  standing  in  the  midst  of  all,  suggesting  in  her 
quiet^  gentle  tones,  holding  pins  for  Annette,  whispering  fond 
words  to  Helen,  yet  with  that  inwrought  expression  of  sufiering 
which  is  occasionally  to  be  read  in  the  human  countenance,  even 
when  the  anguish  itself  had  passed,  and  which  shows  that  grief 
has  been  petrified  by  some  sudden  shock,  and  has  left  a  trace 
which  time  can  never  eradicate. 

"Now,  Annette,  that  will  do,"  said  Helen,  as  the  wreath  of 
orange  flowers  was  fastened,  and  the  veil  thrown  over  her  head. 
She  glanced  at  herself  in  the  pier-glass ;  the  beauty  which  it  re- 
flected could  not  be  hidden  even  from  herself.  It  seemed  as  if 
for  an  instant  she  realised  it.  The  tall,  slight  figure,  with  its 
graceful  outline  set  off*  by  the  rich  folds  of  the  white  silk  dress, 
and  the  exceeding  sweetness  of  the  fair  face,  so  delicate  in  its 
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features,  so  clear  and  brllliatit  in  its  complexion,  and  shaded  by 
the  braids  of  dark  hair  and  the  light  veil  which  fell  around  it. 
It  was  a  picture  which  none  could  look  upon  unmoved,  and 
Helen's  eye  rested  upon  the  lovely  image,  and  a  look  of  calm 
self-contentment  passed  over  her  countenance ;  and  then,  as  some 
sudden  thought  struck  her,  she  turned  abruptly  away,  and  tears 
filled  her  eyes,  and  she  said,  very  quietly,  "Annette,  I  thiuk  it  is 
all  done  now.  I  wish  to  be  alone.  Dear  Aunt  Fanny,  you  won't 
care  ?  *' 

"  My  child,  no ;  of  course  that  is  what  you  want.** 

"  And  I  must  go  presently.  I  must  see  mamma,"  said  Helen, 
and  her  voice  seemed  choked. 

Mrs.  Graham  looked  round.  "That  will  do,  Annette,  thank 
you ;  I  will  do  any  thing  else  for  Miss  Clare." 

Annette  unwillingly  leffc  the  room. 

"  One  word  only,  I  would  say,  dearest  Helen.  I  don*t  think  it 
is  necessary  to  go  to  Lady  Augusta  now ;  afterwards,  before  you 
go  away,  will  be  sufficient ;  it  will  only  upset  you." 

"  I  must,"  said  Helen  ;  "  I  must  ask  her  forgiveness.  She  won't 
understand,  she  can't  give  it  me,  but  I  must  ask  it.  Oh !  Aunt 
•Fanny!" — and  her  eye  turned  again  to  the  glass,  and  then 
i^randered  eagerly  round  the  luxurious  apartment— **  why  did 
God  bestow  so  much  upon  me  only  that  I  might  waste  it  ?  " 

Susan  it  was  who  answered,  with  her  thin  hands  clasped  together, 
ftnd  her  figure  slightly  bent  forward,  whilst  her  voice  came  from 
the  very  depths  of  her  full  heart.  "  Helen,  God  has  given  it  all 
back  to  you  again,  that  you  might  make  Claude  happy." 

And  the  bright  smile  of  irrepressible  joy  lit  up  Helen's  face  in 
an  instant,  and  as  she  threw  her  arms  round  her  cousin's  neck, 
she  whispered,  "  Susan,  if  I  can  ever  do  that,  I  shall  owe  it  all  to 
you." 

Susan  went  to  her  own  little  sitting-room.  Helen  had  pre- 
pared it  for  her  on  the  day  she  came  to  Ivors.  It  was  over  the 
library,  and  looked  out  upon  the  fiower-garden.  She  sat  down 
by  the  window,  unable  to  occupy  herself;  she  could  hear  a  great 
deal  that  went  on  in  the  house ;  Annette's  voice,  especially,  told 
what  progress  the  business  of  dressing  the  bridesmaids  was 
making,  and  which  of  the  few  guests  who  were  to  be  present  had 
arrived ;  and  once  she  came  in  with  Isabella  and  Anna  in  their 
wedding  attire,  purposely  to  exhibit  them,  to  pronounce  the  pink 
dress  and  white  bonnets  ''Charmant,  parfait!"  and  to  look  at 
Susan  with  an  eye  of  compassion,  and  perhaps  a  little  contempt, 
as  she  leaned  back  in  the  arm-chair  in  her  dark  silk  dress,  tiid 
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Cinderella  of  the  day.  Annette  had  never  loved  Susan.  There 
had  always  been  a  certain  suspicion  in  her  mind  of  rivalry  with 
Helen,  and  now,  when  the  thought  was  set  at  rest,  she  had  some- 
thing of  malicious  pleasure  in  dwelling  upon  it. 

But  Susan  was  &r  beyond  Annette's  power  of  teasing ;  she  was 
out  of  the  reach  of  every  feeling,  indeed,  except  a  sense  of  strong 
support,  arising  from  the  calm  trustfulness  of  spirit  which  lays  its 
burden  upon  God.  She  did  not  think  herself  miserable ;  she  did 
not  think  of  herself  at  all ;  but  as  she  sat  alone,  she  repeated  to 
herself  verses  of  the  Psalms,  not  always  understanding  their 
meaning,  and  sometimes  being  quite  unable  to  fix  her  attention 
upon  the  words,  but  yet  being  soothed  and  strengthened  with  them. 

It  was  as  though  she  were  grasping  some  strong  Hand  mecha- 
nically, and  knew  that  if  she  let  it  go  for  an  instant  she  must  fall 

So  an  hour  passed  by,  and  Mrs.  Graham,  who  had  been  with 
Susan  for  a  few  minutes  from  time  to  time,  came  in  to  say  that 
every  one  had  arrived,  and  they  were  now  only  waiting  for  the 
carriages  to  take  them  to  church. 

*'  Helen  will  come  to  me  for  one  moment,  mamma,  won't  she?' 
asked  Susan. 

''If  she  can,  my  dearest,  and  if  it  is  wise.  And  Claude  has 
been  asking  for  you ;  he  wished  to  see  you  last  night  when  he 
first  arrived,  but  I  would  not  hear  of  it." 

Mrs.  Graham  hoped  that  her  voice  was  firm,  but  it  was  not 

''  Dearest  mamma,  I  am  so  thankful,  so  satisfied."  Susan  held 
her  mother's  hand  fondly,  and  a  smile,  the  first  that  had  been 
seen  on  that  day,  passed  over  her  features. 

A  tear  was  in  Mrs.  Graham's  eye ;  she  averted  her  face,  and 
looked  out  of  the  window.  Something  which  she  saw  startled 
her,  and  a  half  exclamation  was  uttered. 

Susan  looked  out  also.  Claude  was  below,  walking  in  the 
garden  by  himself.  She  said  nothing,  but  continued  gazing  at 
him. 

Mrs.  Graham  made  some  little  movement  to  withdraw  her  at- 
tention, but  Susan  did  not  notice  it,  her  eyes  were  intensely  fixed. 

At  last  she  turned  round  again,  and  said :  ^'  Mamma  I  have 
prayed  for  him.  God  will  not  be  angry  with  me  for  that."  She 
took  her  prayer-book  from  the  table,  and  turned  to  the  marriage 
service. 

Mrs.  Graham  did  not  trust  herself  to  speak  for  some  seconds. 
At  last  she  said :  "  You  shall  see  Helen  before  the  service  my 
darling,  and  Claude  afterwards." 

'^  Yes,  dear  mamma,  thank  you,  that  will  be  the  best.  I  shaQ: 
Jike  to  See  Helen  at  once." 
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And  Helen  came,  hurried,  pale  with  agitation,  her  eyes  dark 
with  the  tears  which  she  dared  not  allow  to  escape.  She  had  been 
in  Lady  Augusta's  room. 

"  Pray  for  me,  Susan,"  she  said.  "  Ask  that  my  sins  may  not 
be  visited  upon  me." 

"  Dear  Helen,  this  is  not  the  time  to  think  so  gloomily,"  replied 
Susan,  gently, 

"  I  have  been  to  mamma,"  continued  Helen.  "  She  knew  me — ^^ 
nothing  more,  I  could  not  make  her  understand."  There  was  a 
sorrowful  bitternesa  in  her  tone ;  but  Susan  looked  at  her  with  a 
winning  expression  of  sympathy,  and  Helen's  buoyant  spirits 
rose,  whilst  the  cloud  passed  from  her  face,  and  she  said,  glancing 
at  the  prayer-book  in  Susan's  lap  :  "  I  must  go ;  you  will  think  of 
us.     May  Claude  come  now,  or  by  and  by  ?  " 

There  was  a  pause.  Susan's  answer  was  very  low  :  "  By  and 
by,  not  now." 

Helen  turned  to  her,  struck  by  something  in  the  accent ;  and 
instantaneously,  as  if  the  truth  had  been  revealed  by  a  lightning 
Hash,  her  woman's  instinct  read  the  truth,  which  till  that  moment 
her  own  happiness  had  hidden  from  her. 

She  threw  open  the  window,  and  gasped  for  breath.  Susan 
caught  her  cousin's  hand,  and  Helen  tried  to  speak,  but  her  voice 
was  choked.  She  covered  her  face  for  an  instant,  and  then  would 
have  moved  away.  At  the  same  moment  a  breath  of  air  turned 
the  pages  of  the  prayer-book  lying  in  Susan's  lap,  and  the  withered 
rose  leaves,  gathered  in  the  garden  of  the  Armenian  convent,  were 
wafted  away. 

Helen  stooped  to  gather  them  up,  but  Susan  stopped  lier. 
*^  Let  them  go,  let  them  go,"  she  said  ;  the  expression  of  her  face 
for  one  moment  was  agony,  the  next  it  had  recovered  its  deep 
calmness. 

The  cousins  clasped  each  other  in  one  long,  silent  embrace- 
The  door  closed  behind  Helen,  and  as  Mrs.  Graham  would  havQ 
replaced  the  rose  leaves  in  the  book,  Susan  said :  **  Not  again, 
mamma.     I  wish  to  give  up  all." 

In  Ivors  church  Helen  Clare  kftelt  before  God,  and  repeated 
her  steadfast  vow,  to  love,  to  honour,  and  obey,  according  to  His 
a^ipointment ;  and  in  her  lonely  chamber,  Susan  Graham  knelt 
also,  to  pray  for  Helen  that  the  vow  might  be  kept,  and  for  her- 
self, that  she  might  be  enabled  to  offer  herself  a  "  reasonable,  holy, 
and  lively  sacrifice  "  to  the  service  of  Him,  who  was  her  all  in  alU 

The  Eye  that  seeth  the  heart  was  doubtless  upon  both,  and  both 

la  His  sight  must  have  been  accepted. 
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It  13  vain  to  argue  npon  the  abstract  question  of  comparative 
duty  and  self-sacrifice,  where  God's  Providence  is  manifestly 
visible.  He  it  is  who  educates  us  by  the  circumstiuices  in  which 
He  permits  us  to  be  placed.  If  with  a  pure  heart  we  follow  the 
guiding  of  His  Hand,  all  will  and  must  be  well ;  whether  our 
path  through  life  be  cheered  by  the  sunshine  of  a  satisfying 
affection,  or  overshadowed  by  the  consciousness  that  there  is  a 
happiness  of  which  we  have  never  tasted. 

It  is  but  a  path,  we  forget  that.  And  if  Gt>d  will  that  it 
should  be  the  path  of  sorrow,  there  will  be  one  unseen  to  tread 
it  with  us ;  and  who  does  not  feel  that  the  loneliness  which 
IS  accepted  for  Christ's  sake,  that  moment  ceases  to  be  loneliness, 
and  is  but  the  realisation  of  the  deepest,  most  perfect  sympathy  ? 

Susan  knelt  still;  she  was  not  praying,  but  listening.  She 
leaned  against  a  chair, —•  pale,  motionless, — her  eyes  riveted 
upon  the  sky,  her  fingers  clasped  together.  A  peal  of  merry 
bells  rang  upon  the  air !  and  one  bitter  cry,  one  agonised  burst 
of  human  feeling  eseaped  her ;  and  the  crushed  heart  offered  its 
last  lingering  feelings  to  God,  and  Susan  Graham  had  no  worse 
pang  to  suffer. 

A  long  time  went  by.  Susan  sent  a  message  to  beg  that  she 
might  be  left  alone  till  the  breakfast  was  over. 

At  length  her  mother's  voice  was  heard :  "  Susan,  my  love, 
may  Claude  and  Helen  say  good-bye  to  you  ?  " 

Mrs.  Graham  opened  the  door,  and  showed  that  they  were 
close  behind  hev.  Helen  came  in  leaning  upon  her  husband's 
arm.  Her  eyes  were  bright  and  full ;  a  hidden  joy,  too  deep  for 
words,  was  in  them ;  and  Claude,  graver  even  than  his  wont, 
seemed  lingering  still  in  some  thoughts  of  earnest  devotion,  as 
thougli  giving  his  treasure  to  God's  keeping,  from  the  feeling 
that  it  was  too  unspeakably  precious  for  his  care.  Susan  rose  to 
meet  them.  She  held  Claude's  hand  as  she  kissed  Helen's 
forehead,  and  her  smile  might  have  been  the  smile  of  an  angel. 

Helen  .trembled  violently  whilst  she  looked  at  her  cousin,  as 
though  silently  pleading  for  forgiveness,  even  in  the  midst  of  her 
happiness.. 

**  Yott  have  been  our  only  regret,"  began  Claude  ;  but  he 
stopped ;  something  seemed  to  arrest  his  words,  —  a  feeling 
almost  of  awe.  Susan  was  so  thin  and  changed,  she  seemed  to 
him  standing  upon  the  verge  of  the  grave.  His  voice  altered, 
and  he  added,  "  I  did  not  know  you  had  been  so  ill." 

Susan  reseated  herself  but  she  did  not  answer. 

Mrs.   Graham  interposed   lightly,   and  spoke  of   indifferent 
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matters ;  but  the  tone  could  not  be  kept  up.  Only  Claude  replied, 
and  his  words  came  with  an  effort.  There  was  a  struggle  be- 
tween present,  unutterable  joy,  and  the  sense  of  some  unknown 
evil. 

Helen  clung  to  him,  for  her  limbs  could  scarcely  support  her. 
At  length  Claude  roused  himself,  and  said,  gently,  "  We  are  more 
than  friends,  we  are  cousins  now,  Susan." 

Susan  paused  —  her  faced  was  death-like.  Then  she  said, 
"  Yes,  friends  all  the  more,  because  we  are  cousins,  Claude." 

The  name  was  faintly  uttered,  but  Claude  heard  it,  and  his 
warm  feelings  were  set  free  as  from  a  spell,  and  he  seized  her  hand 
in  both  his,  and  poured  forth  all  the  hidden  gratitude  and  joy 
which  he  felt  were  due  to  her.  Susan  listened  like  a  marble 
statue,  and  Helen's  eyes  filled  with  tears,  till  Mrs.  Graham  inter- 
rupted the  burst  of  feeling,  and  said,  "  You  must  go."  There  was 
another  pressure  of  the  hand,  full  of  all  a  man's  cordial  veneration 
and  affection,  and  he  left  the  room.  Helen  turned  away  from  him 
as  she  reached  the  door,  rushing  back  for  one  more  instant,  and 
whispered,  "  Kiss  me  once  more,  kiss  me,  and  pray  Grod  to  bless 
me." 

And  Susan  answered  quietly,  and  from  her  heart,  "  God  bless 
you,  dearest,  and  give  you  peace,  as  He  has  given  it  to  me." 


CHAPTER  LXXXVir. 


Marriage  is  not  the  object  of  life, — only  one  amongst  many 
means  to  its  attainment.  That  may  seem  a  truism ;  yet  we  are 
tempted  continually  to  forget  it. 

One  way  there  is  of  reminding  ourselves  of  it.  It  is,  to  accus- 
tom ourselves  to  study  the  summer  of  life,  rather  than  its  spring. 

Most  truly  has  it  been  said,  — 

**  Sweet  is  the  infant's  waking  smile, 
And  sweet  the  old  man's  rest  ; 
But  middle  age  by  no  fond  wile. 
No  soothing  care  is  blest. 

^  Still  in  the  world's  hot,  restless  gleam. 
She  plies  her  weary  task  ; 
While  vainly  for  some  pleasant  dream, 
Her  wandering  glances  ask." 

But  the  true  work  of  life  is  carried  on  in  this  dusty  and  toil- 
some time. 
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The  careworn,  faded,  unexcitable,  uninteresting  occupants  of 
middle  age,  those  are  the  real  actors  in  the  great  drama  of  life. 
As  they  play  their  parts  well,  so  are  the  young  safe,  and  the  old 
happy ;  and  when  we  think  of  marriage,  it  is  surely  wise  to  con- 
template it,  not  as  it  is  when  youth,  in  the  first  flush  of  loveliness 
and  enthusiasm,  sets  forth  upon  its  flower-strewn  road ;  but  as  it 
will  be  when  beauty  shall  have  faded,  and  the  excitement  of  feel- 
ing become  deadened,  and  life  shall  be  seen,  not  as  the  vista  to  an 
earthly  Paradise,  but  the  dangerous  way,  along  which  man  is  to 
pass  to  death  and  judgment.  Heaven  or  Hell.  And  there  are 
some  facts  which  might,  if  freely  considered,  suffice  to  put  middle 
age  in  a  very  different  point  of  view  from  that  in  which  it  is 
usually  seen.  It  must,  if  there  is  any  thing  good  in  the  individual, 
tend  to  unselfishness,  especially  with  women.  The  young  girl  cares 
for  herself,  her  own  prospects,  her  own  hopes  and  fears.  Life  is  so 
new  to  her,  so  engrossing,  that  it  is  only  by  an  effort  that  she  can 
throw  herself  into  the  minds  of  others,  so  as  to  feel  real  sympathy. 
But  a  mother,  or  an  aunt,  or  a  friend,  wearied  with  disappoint- 
ment, and  pressed  down  by  care,  has  ceased  to  live  for  herself. 
When  she  joys,  it  is  because  those  she  loves  are  happy;  when 
she  grieves,  it  is  because  they  are  suffering.  Self,  indeed,  may 
and  does  lurk  under  the  holiest  affections,  but,  for  the  most  part, 
God  has  ordained  that  by  them  we  should  be  purified  from  the 
dross  of  the  world,  and  so  learn  to  live  out  of  ourselves,  to  find 
our  rest  at  last  with  Him. 

Neither  may  we  forget  that  the  most  prosaic  mind  has  its 
history,  the  calmest  heart  its  tale  of  sorrow.  When  the  com- 
plexion becomes  dim,  and  the  brightness  of  the  eyes  faded ;  when 
the  outline  of  the  features  is  sharpened,  and  silver  streaks  mingle 
with  the  dark  hair,  we  say  it  is  the  work  of  time»  and  forget  that 
-each  line  which  has  marred  the  beauty  of  the  outward  form  may 
be  but  the  mark  of  the  chisel  by  which  God  has  fitted  the  soul 
for  Heaven.  • 

And  surely  there  is  no  period  of  life  more  inestimably  precious. 
If  angels  watch  the  struggle  of  middle  age,  it  must  be  with  very 
different  eyes  from  those  of  man.  The  stiff,  unenthusiastic,  sad- 
dened old  maid  ;  the  nervous,  anxious  mother,  must  be  to  them 
objects  of  the  deepest,  tenderest  sympathy.  So  much  of  life  has 
been  passed,  so  little  is  still  to  come !  The  work  of  every  mo- 
ment must  appear  unutterably  important.  There  is  no  leisure 
now  .for  dreams ;  no  youthful  excitability  can  mislead  for  the 
present ;  no  gilded  hopes  can  beguile  for  the  future.  Life  has 
been  met  and  faced  in  its  true  colours,  and  now  it  is  to  be  closely 
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grappled  with.  God  help  those  who  are  engaged  in  the  conflict; 
for  truly  they  have  need  of  many  prayers. 

Helen  Egerton  and  Susan  Graham  sat  together  in  the  morning- 
room  at  Helmsley.  Two  of  Helen's  children — a  boy  of  five,  and 
a  little  girl  of  three — were  playing  in  a  bow- window,  with  some 
toys  given  them  by  their  grandpapa,  who  since  Lady  Augusta's 
death  had  resided,  for  the  most  part,  at  Helmsley ;  and  in  a  dis- 
tant part  of  the  house  were  sounds  of  a  piano,  which  told  of  the 
school-room,  and  the  governess,  who  was  superintending  the  edu- 
cation of  two  elder  girls ;  whilst  a  letter  from  a  young  Claude, 
who  had  just  begun  the  ordeal  of  the  world  at  a  public  school, 
lay  open  upon  the  table. 

The  romance  of  life  was  over;  it  had  fallen  into  its  usual 
€Ourse.  Helen  was  the  useful,  happy  mother ;  Susan  the  gentle, 
liindly,  unimpassioned  old  maid.  Hundreds  such  are  to  be  met 
with  in  the  world,  of  whom  it  would  be  said :  "  She  is  an  ex- 
cellent mother,  and  she  must  have  been  lovely  when  she  was 
young ;"  or,  "  She  is  a  very  nice  lady-like  person,  but  so  quiet ; 
one  wonders  what  her  life  can  have  been." 

"  Shall  you  be  ready  to  go  out  with  your  father,  and  with  me, 
by  and  by?"  asked  Claude,  suddenly  opening  a  door  which  led 
from  his  own  study  to  his  wife's  room.  Change  had  come  upon 
him  also,  but  it  was  less  marked  than  in  Helen.  He  had  never 
been  young,  and  now  it  seemed  that  it  would  take  much  to  make 
him  old.  In  manner,  perhaps  in  mind,  he  had  grown  younger. 
There  was  an  exhilaration  as  well  as  energy  in  his  voice ;  it  told 
that  doubt,  and  misgiving,  and  loneliness,  were  at  an  end  ;  that 
his  afiections  were  at  rest ;  and  it  was  with  something  almost  of 
boyish  eagerness  that  now,  instead  of  waiting  for  an  answer,  he 
came  forward  to  receive  it.  It  was  clear  that  he  was  glad  of  the 
excuse,  though  he  left  the  door  open  intending  to  return,  and  kept 
a  pencil  and  paper  in  his  hand,  to  persuade  himself  that  he  was 
determined  to  continue  his  business.  Helen  laughed,  and  warned 
him  that  he  was  longing  to  play  truant;  and  he  came  and  sat 
down  by  her  chair,  and  took  up  a  book  which  he  had  been  reading 
to  her  the  evening  before,  and  turning  over  the  pages,  said; 
"  One  may  long,  but  I  suppose  one  must  wait  till  holiday-time 
comes.  These  sunny  days  are  great  temptations."  Helen  turned 
to  him  with  the  fascinating  smile  of  her  childhood,  and  Claude's 
face  became  thoughtful,  as  some  recollection,  which  was  too 
sacred  for  words,  crossed  his  mind ;  and  then  it  brightened  with 
unmixed  gladness,  as  he  answered :  "  You  needn't  be  afraid.  I  am 
not  going  to  be  tempted.  Susan  would  come  down  upon  me  at 
once  if  1  were." 
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♦*  I  would  trust  you  to  yourself,"  said  Susan ;  **  you  are  so 
wretched  if  your  conscience  is  not  thoroughly  satisdkd." 

"  Yes,  I  must  go  back  again  to  work."  He  stood  up  directly. 
**But  we  will  have  our  drive  this  afternoon,  Helen,  and  the 
children  too.  I  shall  have  finished  by  that  time,  if  magistrates' 
business  does  not  keep  me." 

"  And  if  parish  business  does  not  keep  me,"  said  Helen. 

"  And  you  will  think  of  me  on  my  journey  back  to  Wingfield," 
observed  Susan ;  "  I  must  go  and  pack  now." 

"I  should  fret  much  more  at  parting  with  you,**  said  Helen,  "if 
I  did  not  know  how  many  will  rejoice  to  have  you  at  home  again. 
Change  is  necessary  for  you,  and  I  don't  feel  as  if  I  could  get  on 
in  the  world  without  an  occasional  peep  at  you,  or  I  should  have 
serious  qualms  of  conscience  whenever  I  asked  you  to  come  to  us. 
I  can't  think  what  all  the  Wingfield  people  do  without  their  prime 
minister,  and  head  nurse,  and  chief  governess." 

"  It  is  very  pleasant,"  said  Susan,  simply,  "  to  feel  no  doubt  of 
giving  pleasure  when  one  goes  home,  and  the  Wingfield  people  are 
very  kind.  Certainly  there  is  a  great  deal  to  make  one  contented 
in  this  troublesome  world.  But  then,  with  my  dear  mother,  who 
could  help  being  so  ?" 

"  It  is  more  than  that,"  said  Helen.  "  Claude  and  I  often  saj 
to  each  other  that  if  we  can  only  see  our  children  like  you,  we 
shall  scarcely  desire  any  other  blessing  for  them." 

"  Scarcely,"  repeated  Claude  ;  "  not  entirely."  He  looked  at 
her  tenderly,  and  added,  "  We  are  very  happy." 

Helen  did  not  answer,  but  she  put  her  hand  within  that  of  her 
husband,  and  the  expression  of  trustful  fondness  in  her  face  was 
deeper  and  more  touching  far  than  the  first  outburst  of  their  early 
love. 

Claude  bent  down  and  kissed  her,  half  in  affection  and  half  in 
admiration.  His  inward  gaze  could  see  in  her  no  change.  To 
him  she  was  lovely  still,  as  on  the  day  when  first  he  called  her  his, 
save  that  the  hidden  beauty  of  the  soul  was  exhibiting  itself  day 
by  day  in  the  outward  form ;  and  the  deadened  complexion  and 
and  the  sharpened  lines  of  the  face  spoke  to  him  only  of  woman's 
fervent  afiection,  and  her  untiring  spirit  of  self-sacrifice. 

Susan  looked  on  calmly.  Years  had  gone  by  since  the  sight  of 
that  hallowed  love  could  produce  one  momentary  pang ;  and  now 
§he  said  earnestly,  "  When  God  gives  it,  it  must  be  very  blessed ; 
when  He  withholds  it,  He  can  make  up  for  it,  fully,  entirely." 
The  last  words  were  only  partially  audible,  and  Susan's  hands 
were  folded  together,  for  they  were  followed  by  a  prayer. 
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After  a  few  seconds  she  spoke  again  more  lightly.  "  I  am  not, 
perhaps,  a  judge  of  these  things,  I  have  so  many  blessings. 
People  think  me  lonely  because  my  sisters  and  my  brother 
are  all  married,  but  they  don't  know  the  interests  which  have 
sprung  up  in  consequence,  and  Anna's  being  settled  near  us  is 
such  a  brightness  to  our  daily  life,  giving  us  others  to  live  for 
and  to  love.  Life  can  never  be  dreary  when  one  knows  that 
there  are  so  many  who  would  grieve  if  one  were  taken  from  it." 

"And  your  mother ?"    said  Claude,  eagerly. 

"  Yes,  ray  mother ;" — but  Susan's  countenance  slightly  changed 
as  she  added,  "  I  often  think  how  she  has  been  spared  to  help  me 
through  so  large  a  portion  of  my  life ;  and  when  we  shall  be 
parted,  she  has  taught  me  how  to  live  without  her.  It  can  be  but 
for  a  few  years." 

"  You  remember  that  more  constantly  than  we  do,"  said  Claude, 
gravely. 

"  I  suppose  we  have  all  some  special  difficulty  in  our  position," 
said  Susan.  "  Perhaps  the  trial  of  single  life  may  be  rightly  to 
remember  earth,  and  that  of  married  life,  not  to  forget  heaven." 

"And  different  training  may  be  required  for  different  characters, 
I  suppose,"  said  Helen.  She  hesitated  a  little,  and  added,  as 
though  touching  upon  some  doubtful,  forbidden  subject,  "  I  could 
not  have  lived  your  life,  Susan,  I  was  not  strong  enough  for  it." 

"  Helen  needs  sunshine,"  said  Claude ;  "  in  that,  Susan,  she  is 
very  different  from  you."  He  held  his  wife's  hand  in  his,  but  his 
eye  rested  upon  Susan  with  the  gaze  of  reverent  affection  and 
trust  which  had  once  exercised  such  a  fatal  influence  over  her. 

Susan  paused  for  an  instant;  then  a  smile  of  inward  peace 
brightened  her  sweet  calm  face ;  and,  as  she  gently  laid  her  own 
hand  upon  those  of  Claude  and  Helen,  she  said :  **  I  have  my  ideal 
of  the  safest  happiness  in  this  world.  Let  me  live  in  shade  and 
look  upon  sunshine,  and  I  am  quite  content." 


THE  END. 
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The  fourth  edition  of  Dr.  Schmitz's 

school  abridgment  of  Bishop  Thirlwall's 
History  of  Greece  underwent  a  careful 
and  thorough  revision,  and  was  greatly 
improved  in  many  parts.  "  For  a  long 
**  period,"  observea  the  John  Bull,  in  a 
notice  of  the  fourth  edition  of  this  work, 
1^6  want  of  an  ably  digested  history 
of  Greece,  for  the  use  of  toting 
SCHOLARS,  was  felt  to  be  both  a  shame 
**  to  our  literature  and  a  disparagement 
*'to  our  learning.  Mitforas  volumes 
"  are  too  long  for  the  purpose ;  and 
*'  much  knowledge  has  been  acquired 
"  since  they  were  written.  Withm  the 
*'  last  fifty  years  more  has  been  done 
"  both  by  English  and  foreign  scholars 
"  to  elucidate  Grecian  history  than  at  any 
"  period  since  the  revival  of  learning ; 
"  and  the  result  of  these  labours  is  the 
*'  acquisition  of  two  English  works  upon 
*'  the  subject  such  as  no  other  nation 
"  can  boast  of.  It  remained  that  Dr. 
**  Thirlwall's  work  should  be  con- 
"  densed,  and  that  the  details  so  copiously 
*'  elaborated  by  him  should  be  analysed 
*'  and  reduced  ito  a  compendious  manual, 
**  adapted  to  scholastic  requirements, 
**  without  detraction  from  literary  grace. 
"  Three  editions  of  Dr.  L.  Schmitz's 
"  history  proved  its  acceptability."  The 
^^  ediivrnf  which  is  substantially  a 
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reprint  of  the  fourth,  contains  an 

important  addition,  which,  it  is  trusted, 
may  render  the  book  more  complete  and 
generally  acceptable.  It  consists  of  nine 
entirely  new  supplementary  chapters 
contributed  by  C.  K.  Watson,  M.A.  of 
Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  on  the 
civilisation,  reunion,  literature,  and  arts 
of  the  Greeks ;  m  which  all  the  more  im- 
portant productions  of  the  Greek  mmd 
are  briefly  discussed  and  characterised, 
so  as  to  form  a  compendious  history  of 
manners,  mental  culture,  and  the  arts  of 
life  among  the  ancient  Greeks.  The  137 
wood  engravings  which  embeUish  this 
volume  were  first  added  to  the  fourth 
edition  of  the  work;  and  are  either 
copies  from  the  antique  (portraits,  coins, 
antiquities,  and  remains),  or  repre- 
sentations of  scenes  memorable  in  ihe 
history  of  Greece.  The  latter  are  taken 
from  Sir  Wm.  GeU's  original'  sketches, 
which  are  now  in  the  British  Museum, 
and  all  were  executed  from  drawings  by 
Mr.  G.  Scharf,  j  un.  Four  editions  of  this 
work  having  been  favourably  received,  it 
is  hoped  that  the  improvements  above 
described  will  increase  its  usefulness  in 
laying  the  basis  of  a  sound  knowledge  of 
the  history  and  arts  of  ancient  Greece, 
and  in  aiaing  the  young  scholar  to  trace 
their  influence  on  modem  civilisation. 
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old  olasBia  authors,  tint  this  lolutne 
must  bo  a  great  boon  to  learnen." 

Cl^EBICAIi  JODBNAL. 

"The  author  of  Am^  Herbert  liaa 
cho9on  from  tho  proae  writin(;a  of  Victor 
Hugo,  Lamartine,  Diimiis,  Emilo  Sou- 
veatre,  Alphouse  Karr,  Quiiot,  and  other 
reprosentatiTes  of  the  ciiating  literature 
of  France,  a  series  of  eitracta  of  con- 
siderable length,  each  of  whieh  is  a  com- 
plete iXarj  or  aketcl],  and  has  bU  ths  sus- 
tained interest  of  an  independent  work — 
for  use  as  a  reading-book  in  familiea. 
'Xlie  name  of  the  editor  is  guarantee  for 
the  right  feeling  of  all  the  pasiagea  she 
lias  eitraetfld."  Esauiseb, 
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"This  book  consists  of  eitracta  k- 
leoted  as  apeoimeos  of  moderu  fienoh 
oomposition  in  aid  of  the  atud;  of  the 
language.  Viotor  Hugo,  Lamartine,  De 
Damas,  Alexandre  Dumas,  Ouizot,  are 
among  those  Tibo  are  laid  under  contri- 
bution. And  a  very  readable  rolume  is 
the  result,  full  of  interesting  tales.  A 
usefiil  vocabular;  concludes  tho  book, 
trhlch  gives  tho  meaning  of  some 
modem  words  not  usuallj  found  in 
dictionaries,  such  as  b^guin,  ampoule, 
cohSchet,  civi^re,  Im.  It  ia  a  very  good 
book  for  the  stud;  of  all  who  wish 
to  improve  themselves  in  talking 
French,  end  studjing  it  as  it  is  now 
innki^n  and  irrittfin." 
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